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PROQSPER MERIMEE AND THE
“‘INCONNUE"

A WRITER in the Quarterly Review for January
1874 Says —“ No literary event since the war
has excited anything like such a sensation in
Paris as the publication of the Lettres & e
}fzm?z?zw. Even politics became a secondary
cormideration for the Aour, and academicians or
depyties of opposite parties might be seen
eagerly accosting each other in the Chamber or
the street to inquirc who this fascinating and
rperplexing ‘unknown’ could be. .The state-
ment in the Revwe des Deux Mondes that she
was an Englishwoman, moving in brilliant
society, was not supported by evidence; and
M. Blanchard, the painter, from whom the
—wekser received the manuscripts, died most
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provokingly ‘at the very commence-jent of the
inquiry, and made no sign. Scme intimate
friends of Mc¢rimdée, rend=red incredulous by
wouuded sclf-love at n ¢ havmg been admitted
to his conﬁdencﬂ insi:*=d that there was no
secret to tell 5 their hypothesis being that the
Incomnute was a myth, and the letters a romance,
with which some petty details of actual life had
becn interwoven to keep up tice mystification.
But an artist like Mérimée would not have left
his work in so unformed a state, so defaced by
repetitions, or with such a want_of ‘proportion
between the p.::u*ts With the evidence before
us as we wiite, we inciine to the beljef that the
lady was French by birth-and during the Cirly
years of the carrespondence iy the position of -
dame de compagnte, or travelling companion, to
a Madame M—— de B——, who passes in_
the letters- under the pseudonym of ]:ady
M It appears from one of them that she
inherited a fortune in 1843 ; and she has been
confidently identified-with a respectable single

lady residing in Paris, with two nicces, and a

character for pedantry fastened on.her (Petiag.
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unjustly) on the strength of _thé "Greek which
sﬁe learned from Mérimée. |
“The extrac;rdinar}? 'amqunt of interest taken
in her is owing to SGﬁlething more thar the
Parisian love of scandal, gnssi];;, or mystery.
Prosper Mérimée belonged to that brilliant
geﬁerﬁtiﬂn of which MM. Thiers and Guizot
are the last, and he will be remembered longer
than many of *hose by whom he was tempor-
arily outshone.  Iis character was no less
remarkable than his genius, and the strangely-
contrasted qualitics that formed it will be found
almost as well worth Stlldyiﬂé‘ as his warks.
1t was because he was an enigma when living
tha* people are so cager to know everything
. concerning him -when dcad. Was his cynicism
réal or affected ? Had he, or had he not, a
heart? Did he, or could he, love anything or
~anybody at any time? Was he a good or bad
man? a happy.or unhappy onc? These are
among the problems raised by the Zefters.”
3o much for the Quarterly Review.
In the Preface to the only existing English
“trancl-tion of Prosper Mérimée’s Lettres & une
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Inconnue, puglishqd by Messrs. Scribner and Co.
in their Bric-a-Brac Series, and edited by Mr.
K. H. cStn::u:ld:«zf.nfl'+r,n.:t:11rsftlﬁs sentence :— The
mys.cry which surrounds thesc Letters to an
Incognita, their freshness, their epigrammatic
brilliancy, thetr keen and flashing wit, the care-
less boldness wish which they dash off the
portraits of the leading men and women of the
day, in English as well as in %“rench society,
combine to draw attention first of all to them,
and they are therefore assigned the first place
in this volume.” ) -

Side by side with this testimony from both
an English and an American source to the
inferest attaching to Mér‘mée himself anc to
his writings, particularly to the tory of his. love
and friendship for the mysterious ]ﬁmmmf,
may be placed the following extracts from M.
Henr: Taine’s “ acute and discriminating ” study
of his character prefixed to the original edition
_of the Lettres @ une Inconnie -—

“] have several times met Mérimée in
society, Ide was a tall, crect, pale manh, who,
save for his smile, had the coldly distant™air-o-
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an Englishman .which checks beforehand all
farﬁiliarit}r.' Cnly to look at him one felt that
he was either naturallyhﬂr from force of. habif
phlegmatic, and possessed” of great self-contiol,
particularly in public, where his E;’!{pTESSfC}H of
countenance was impassible. Even in private-
life, when recounting some droll anecdote, his
voice would remain unbroken and perfectly
calm—no snap ~or enthusiasm. He would
relate the raciest details in the most pertinent
terms, but with the tone of a man asking for a
cup of tea. Feeling with him was under such
sclf-control that he appeared almost to he
witnout. any, whereas he possessed an unusual
amouvat, but it was like a thoroughbred under
the complete cormmand of its master. The
trapir"ling necessary to this result began with
Mérimée at an early date. When onily ten or
elcven years of age, having committed some
slight fault, he WQ_.SF severely scolded and sent
from the room. Weeping and sorely distressed,
e had just closed the door when he heard
laughter, and some one said, ‘ Poor child, he

bebeyed-~us really angry !’ He was indignant
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at the idea'kof having been a dupe; he vmwed
never -again te exhibit such humlhatmg SEHSI-
ﬂtweness and he kept hIS word. ‘Remember to
mistrust’ became his‘motto. To guard against
expansion, impulse, or enthusiasm ; never to
-allow himself entirely full play; reserving, as 1t
~were, a portion of himself; to be the dupe
neither of others nor of himself; to act and
write as though perpetually in the presence of
an indifferent and mocking spectﬁtnr, and to
constitute himself this spectator,—these are the
characteristics which left their impress deeply
cngraved upmh cvery phase of his life, his work,
and his talent. "

« Mérimde existed as- an amateur ; it s im-
possible for one to do otherwise if possessed of
a critical disposition ; by dint of reversing: the
tapestry one finishes by habitually seeing the
wrong side, where, instead of fine persmnag;s
well grouped, there are E:-Iﬂj; bits of thread.

“ Early in life Mérimée possessed a comfort-
~able competency ; then a convenient and Inter-
esting employment, the inspection of historical

monuments ; and later a place in the Ser-~te
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and a pﬂsitimn at Court. He was competent,
active, and useful in respect to the monulnents ;
as a senator he had -the gﬂmd sense to-be, as
a rule, absent or silent; whilst at Court he
retained his independence and frankness of
speech. To travel, study, and observe, tC
minutely investigate men and things, this was
his occupation, with which his official duties in _
no way interfere¢. A man of such wit as his
necessarily makes himself respected, his irony
transpiercing those encased in the closest
armour.. He was grave, dignified, and of irre-
proachable demeanour when he made an
academic visit or improvised a public "discourse,
neverheless with it al* there was a dry touch
of hwmour whicli turned both orator and
audmnce mtr:: ridicule.  As candidate for the
Academy of Inscnptmns he was taken to see
several learned men_of most formidakle aspect.
Upon returning from these visits he wrote :(——
‘ Have you ever seen dogs going into the hole
f a badger? After they have had some
experience, they object to the process, and
scTaetimes come out more quickly than they



. PROSPER MEKIMEE AND

iy

X1

go in; for he is not a pleasant brute to visit,
your Ladger. -I always think of a badger when
1 ring at the door of an academician, and in
the mind’s eye I see myself in exactly the same
position as the dog. However, T have not yet
"been Dbitten, although I have had some odd
encounters.’

“I'wo distinct beings existed in Mérimée—
the one acquitting himself with perfect correct-
ness tn his necessary social duties ; the other .
holding himself apart from or above the first,
watching his performances with a cynically-
amused or a resigned air. Equal]y was there
a dual spirit within him in regard to affection
or sentiment. The first- the natural d1spc*‘1tu:m
being good and even tendey, with no superior
in loyalty, no one more sure in friendship ;
when he had once given his hand he never
withdrew-it.  One sees this in a striking degree
in his defence of M. Libri against the judges of
the court and public opinion. It was the
“action of a knight who alone combats an"army .
Condemned to fine and imprisonment, he

—_

. assumed none of the airs of a m-~rtyr, “ut



THE ' INCONNUE’ Xiil

showed as much grace'in subrhittihg{ to his ill
fortune as he had exhibited bravery 1 pro-
vmkinTg it. And he nr:v:cr spoke of 1t, save in ;;
Preface, and, in a manner, as an excuse, explain-

ing that in the preceding month of July he had
been obliged ‘to pass a fortnight in a retrea®
where he was in nowise inconvenienced by the
sun, and where he enjoyed profound leisure’
Nothing more, bat it was like the discreet and
fine smile of a gentleman.

“Mérimée never spoke of his deepest feelings,
and in_the Zetters we have a correspondence
first of love, later of friendship,' which lasted
through thirty years, yet the name of his cor-
re_spﬁ-;‘ldent remains uaknown. By those who
Jead these letters -aright the man will be found
tDF be gracious, affectionate, delicate, an ardent
lover, and, incredible as it may seem, at times
2 poet, moved to the point of being as super-
stitious as a lyrical German. This seems so
strange that one of his letters to the Juconnue
~must be cited in explanation :—* You had been
so long without writing to me that I began to
b~ uneasy, beside which I was tormented with
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an absurd idea of which I have not dared write
you. -1 was visiting the Arenas of Nimes with
i_he architect of the_dep_artment, when I saw ten
steps from me a charming bird, a little larger
than a titmc&lse, the body light gray, with wings
of red, black, and white. This bird was perched
- on a cornice, and it looked at me ﬁx;adly. 1
interrupted the architect to ask him its name.
He is a great sportsman, and _he_ told me that
he had never seen any bird like it. I went
nearer, and the creature did not fly away until
I came close enough to touch it; then it went
and perched at some little distance, still looking
at me. VWherever I went it seemed to follow
me, for I found it at cach story of the ariphi-
theatre. It had no companon, and its. flight.
was noiseless, like a night bird. The following
day 1 returned to the Arena, and I again saw
my bird. I had brought some bread, which |
threw to it, but it would not eat; then I threw
it a large grasshopper, believing from the form
of its beak -that it would eat insects, bat it~
seemed that this was not the case. ‘The most

NJearned ornitholocist of the town told-me th-t
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no bird of this species existed in Ht@e country.
Finally, at” the last visit that I made ~to the
place, there was my wird, still following my
steps, and actually accompanying me ints a
dark nar.ow corridor, where he,Pa day bird,
ought never to have ventured. And then 1
remembered that the Duchess of Buckingham
had scen her husband under the form of a bird
the day of his assassination, and the idea came
to me that y-c:u werc perhaps dead, and that
you had chosen this disguise in which to come
and sec me. In spite of myself this &dfzse
tormented me, and I assure you that it has
enchanted me to find that your letter bore the
dateCof the day when for the first time I saw
‘my marvellous bird. i
" «This is how the heart and imagination work
even in a sceptic ; it is a &étise, but nonc the
fess true is it that he was on the threshold of the
dream, and enterjr-ig on the broad road of love.

‘“ But side by side with the lover existed the
-critic, and the conflict between these two per-

sonages in the same man produced singular

~ffects.~ In the case of a lover it is perhaps
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better not __ta see too clearly. ‘Do you know,
said L= Fontaine, ‘however slightly 1 love, I no
more see the defects o the loved ones than

doCs a mole a hundred feet below the earth.

The moment that I have a orain of love I do

rot fail to mix with it all the incense in my
possesston.”  Perhaps this explains why_ he was
so amuable.  In Mcrimée’s letters harsh words
are mingled with the tender o_tl.t—:-g I confess
that you appeared to me much improved
physically, but not at all morally ; you retain
the figure of a sylph, and notwithstanding that
1 am &lasé on the subject of black eyes, I have
never seen- finer ones cither at Constantinople
or anyrna. But now for the reverse ot- the
medal. You have remained a child in many
things, and you have become in the very highe;t
degree a hypocrite. You believe that you have

great pride; I am sorry to say it, but you

possess in reality only a small vanity not

unworthy a dévefe. Every one goes to hear

~sermons at present; do you? This woula be -

the final touch.” After two months of tender-

ness, of quarrels, and reconciliations, he write~

e

—
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as _follows :——*1t seems to me thgt’every day
ynﬁ grow tiore egotistical. In.the word “we”
~ you see only “you.” 1he more I think of this,
the more sad it seems. We are so diffefent
that we can hardly understand each other” It
seems that he had mect a character as restless,
as unyielding, and as independent as his own
—aq lioness thouglt tame-—and he analyses 1t i—
‘It is a pity the-f we do not see each other the
day after a quarrel; I am convinced that we
should be perfectly amiable one for the other.
 Certainly my greatest enemy, or, if you will,
my rival in your heart, is your pride ; you revolt™
against everything that irritates this oride ; you
follaw your own idea even to the smallest
. details. Is it not your pride that is satisfied

b

x;rhen I kiss your hand? . .. After a worse
quarrel than usual he writes :—‘ You are one of
these c/izlly women of the Novth, you live only
by the head. . ;*. Adieu, since we can only
love each other at a distance. When we are
“botn old. perhaps we shall meegt again with
pleasure” And then at an affectionate word

“rom bher he returns. But the opposition of



_XVI - JROSPER MERMEE AND

o

their charqgters is always the same :thrmughnyt;
he carnot stand it, that a womar. will be a
woman — Why, after being for so long all fhat
we have been to each other, must you still
reflect for several days before answering the
most simple question? I never know which
will win the day, your head or your heart ; you
do not know yourself, but you always give the
preference to your head. - _
“ All these quarrels finally end in a true and
fasting friendship, but do you not admire this
agreeable manner of love-making? They met
at the Louvre, at Versailles, in the surrounding
forests ; tcok long clandestine #ffe-d-téte walks
together several times a week, even in ]anuﬂqry ;
he admired ‘a radiant countenance, a subtle .
charm, a white hand, superb black hair, an
intelligence and attainments worthy of his own,
the graces of an original beauty, the attractions
of a comprehensive culture, Ehﬁe seductions of a

- charming toilette and a finished coquetry; he
breathed the perfume of an education so chbice ~
and of a nature so exquisitely refined that they

epttomised for him a complete civilisation
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in _short, he was under the spelll By turns,
however, the critic replaced the lover. He
unravelled the meaning of a reply, of a gesturc ;
he detached himself from his love for ~the
woman 1n order to bccome the _judge of her
character ; and he wrote her sharp truths and
epigran;ls, which she returned in full the follow-
ing day.
« Such was Mérimée in his life, and such one
finds him in his books. He wrote and studied
as an amatecur, passing from one subject to
another as the fancy or occasion prompted him,
without giving himself up to any one science
or any particular theory. This was not for
want of cither application or ability ; on the
contrary, few men have possessed more varied
attainments, He possessed a natural talent for
languages, and was complete master of several ;
‘and to his knowledge of books he added ex-
tensive lcarning ;f:specting monuments, under-
standing not only the eFFécts, but also the
- technicalities of architecture. Born of a family
of painters, he was accomplished as an artist in

~water-colours; and in this, as in all else that
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he attempted, he went to the bottom of things,
having a horror_of specious phrases, and writing
or no subject unless with certainty of detail.
He-had tlavelled much, and carefully observed
the manners and customs of not only good .
company but bad. With all these varied
acquirements, joined to such noble f.;culties,'
Mérimée might have ranked high both in
history and in art, but in the former his rank
1s only an averagc one, and in the second

limited. He was distrustful, and too much |
distrust is hurtful. It seems that almost -
always he wrote merely as the occasion
prompted, to occupy or amuse himself, without
- submitting himself to an» dominating idea or
conceiving any great harmonious whole. In
this, as in all else, he became first disenchanted:
and finally disgusted.  Scepticisn: produced
melancholy, and in this connection his corre-
spondence is sad. His health failed by degrees,
_and he wintered regularly at Cannes, feeling
that iife was slipping from him ; but he took
great care of himself, the instinct of self-preser-

vation being the one that remains with-a man-
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to the end. When the railway brought him a
friend he reyived, and his conversation was
again charming, as lis letters were alway.:.,

nothing being able to impair his wit, which avas

most ex(uisite and original. But he could not

command happiness; he looked at the future
gloomilpy, and through fear of being deccived he
- was distrustful in life, in love, in science, and
in art, and became himself the dupe of  his
mistrust”

ouch are a few of thc extracts from M.
Taine’s account of Prosper Mérimde ; but that,
in spite of all his doubts and cynicism, the man
was “capable of loving ardently,” the famous
Lekers to an Inconnue prove beyond a doubt;
and they prove. also that a warm love which
has at one time been more than mere Platonic
_affection can resolve itself into a friendship
faithful, tender, and loyal unto death.

One word mg;e from the szr;ar{y KRewview.

The wf‘iter states that when Mérimée ¢ first

A~

formed the acquaintance of his fuconnue he
was thirty-seven years of age, and a recognised
» celebrity, if not quite in the fulness of his fame.

-

4
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The precise date is fixed by a letter dated
‘Paris, February 1842, in which, apologising for
.ot sending her some Turkish slippers, he sends
2 Turkish IDDkiI‘lg-giaSS instead - Perhaps you
will like it best; for you strike me as Bavin_g
become still more coguetfe than in the year of
grace 1840. It was in the month of Deﬁcember,
and you had on stockings of striped silk ; that
is all I remember. |

“The first of his letters, written in Paris and
rccetved in England, begins with a reproach -
‘1 received your letter n die time. Ever~vthing
about you 1s mysterious, and the same causes
make you act in a manner diametrically opposed
to that in which others would conduct them-
selves. You are going into the country, good ;
that is to say, }:Dll will have plenty of time tl;
write, because there the days are loug, and the
want of something to do is conducive to the
writing of letters. At the same time the
_vigilance and anxiety of your dragon being _
less disturbed by the regular occupations of the -
town, you will have to submit to more questions

when letters come for you. Moreover in a~
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country-house the arrival of a letteris an event.
Not at all, you cannot write, b1:1t on the other
hand you can receive" no end of letters. -
begin to adapt myself to your ways, and I .am
no longer surprised at anything. .\ll the same,
pray spare me, and do not put to too severe a
proof this unfortunate habit I have acquired, 1
do not know how, of approving of all that

you do.

-

“¢] have a remembrance of having been per-
haps a little too frank in my last letter, when
speaking to you of my character. Among my
friends there is an old diplomatist, a shrewd
man of the world, who has often said to me—
« N¢ver speak ill of yourself. Your {riends are
safe to do so for you” I begin to fear that
you may take literally all the evil that I have
said of myjsell. Understand that my great
wirtue is modesty ; I carry it to excess, and I
t:remble lest it may prejudice you against me.”
The cnrrespm;dence begins In this tone, but
-all the letters of Mcrimée should be read in

order fully to appreciate the answers of the

Inconnie.

A\



LONDON, Zwuesday.

TO-MORROW I leave for the country, where I

- shall have but little time to write ; on the other
hand, I shall hope and expect to receive no
end of letters from you. The “dragon” goes
with mg. I am frantically busy, yet find time
to think of you. Is not that genzzlle 7 You
know the address, so I shall look for a letter
from~you almost immediately.—Always most
sincerely.

11
Sunday,

Your diplomatic friend was not far wrong,

" mon cher, when he advised you never to speak
1]l of yourself because your friends arc safe to
/%0 so for you. In the face of this.sage counsel
why do you tell me of such a &dtise as your
ofera susper and your ball to ballet dancers,
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accentuating the dots over the i’s by treating
me to « list of -he virtues of those same frail
fair ones? 5o you think they compare well
witn other women save in the one difference
of poverty. Mes compliments upon };ﬂur lady
squaintances, kindly omit.me from the list.
Really, the owl you mention as having hovered
over you at midnight on the platform of the
towers of Notre Dame failed -signally in im-
parting the smallest particle of his traditionary
wisdom to you, if you think to win my friend-
ship by these frank declarations of a “aste I
find questionable. I am glad that you at least
own to the fact that those women are stupid.
You close your letter with asking me not to be
‘annoyed at the picture you -draw of yourself,
but [ am distinctly so.

[11

The story you tell me of the young figurante
who played the parts of vultures, devils, anc
monkeys, in order to support a dying mother,

and who lived a little saint the while- in spifz
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- of the temptations and surrmﬁndings of a theatre,
is a pretty one enough, and withal touching, but
it does not alter my D'ijinimn of women-of her
class, as a class. And why, may I ask, do ;'Du
begin 'yﬂar letter by telling me that frankness
and truth are rarely good to employ towaras
women, and in a few lines farther on, with more
frankness than politeness, ask me to tell you
whether the life this same little saintly figurante
leads (presumably when she is not personating
monkey or devil) does not possess infinitely
more rerit than my own? Arc you bent upon
making me scriously angry, and is this the style
in WhICh you propose to carry on bur corre-
spnv-dence'r‘ Do not,”I implore you, prﬂvmke

-me so often. Have I not told- you that my

temper is not a good one? I think I must
have been born in an east wind, I am so
frightfully uncertain.  Just how sorrw I am for
your poor mothexs illness, I can hardly find
words to say ; I know your tender love for her,

“and can well understand how the anxiety of
the past week must have tried you. Thank
Cod tha* the danger is over.
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Your postscript is most disappointing. Deon’t
tell me” seriousl that I am not- after all to
heve the aguarelle ; 1 have so set my heart upon
it. Of course I send you the tapestry all the
same, but that does not in the least prévent my
regretting the loss of my share of the compact.
‘Why not send the picture in any case, and let
me judge of its merit? |

You are right, very right, in-suggesting as a
rule for general guidance—* Never select a
woman for a confidante,” false as 1 feel myself
to be towards my sex in so cordially agreeing
with you ; en revancie, however, I cannot agree
with you when you assert that we are in this
world only to battle against our kind, to Si’ﬁﬂd
our lives in a-hand-to-hand fight with every-.
thing and everybody. And I much doubt
whether you believe it either; §nur tone in
making the statement is weak, and you fall
back too quickly upon your friend and his
supporting Egyptian hieroglyphics. Have you,
par exemple, found life all war, women all false ?~
Jen doute. |

One of my relations tells me that- he has
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heard much of you, and that you are not all
good, that ycuir books, for instarce, are decidedly
bad., Is this true? Never try to deceive e,
I would rather have truth at any price, even
should it beggar my whole life until the end.
Do yon, T wonder, understand me, or shall T
give you a little sketch of what [ think I am
for your future guidance? Suppose I try. I
am very truthfGl], that first and foremost ; loyal
to a fault, with no half-hearted friendship de-
pending upon the varying opinions of others,
and <¢hanging with them. Not jealous, for 1
have too proud a confidence where I love, and
were the confidence destroyed it would kill the
lov:. Between these two estates there is too
- barren a soil for jealousy to -grow in. You
will probably smile at this, and call it over-
~boastful, or very crude. If so, do not tell me
that you have done so. Ah, the=e comes a
weak spot in th= sketch—the things I cannot
bear to hear, On second thoughts I will leave ~

" the picture unfinished,
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IV

i

Wednesday.

I am glad~that you liked the portrait which
[ drew of myself, and did not find it too flatter-
i;g, but would it not be wiser to wait and see
it completed before pronouncing judgment?
It 1s a heavenly day, so clear that God’s own
truth seems to pierce the skies above, descending
in shafts of light and giving to mortals a clearer
insight 1nto people and things around tflem,
hence my fear that your opinion of me riay be
over-good.

Little can you imagine the storm of indig-
nation you aroused in me by your remark .nat
your feelings or me were those suitable for a -
fourteen-year-old-niece. Merce. Anything less
like a respectable uncle than yourself I canno”™
well imagine. The #d/e would never suit you,
believe me, so do not try it, ~

Now in return for your story of the phleg-
matic musical animal who called forth such
stormy devotion in a female breast, and who,
himself cold and indifferent, was_ loved to tl:;
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e

extent of a watery grave being sought by his
innamorata as solace for his indifferencs, let e
ask the question why ‘the women who Iormm{nt
men with their uncertain tempers, drive faem
wild with jealousy, laugh contemptuously at
their humble entreaties, and fling their momy
to the winds, have twice the hold upon their
affections that the patient, long-suffering, do-
mestic, frugal %riseldas have, whose existences
are onc long penance of unsuccessful efforts to
please? Answer this comprehensively, and you
will kave solved a riddle which has puzzled
women since Eve asked questions in Paradise,

The subject interests me doubly at this
mﬁ;ilent, for my love 5 promised ; 1 am engaged.
As an “uncle” you will, I hope, feel duly in-
terested in the news, perhaps, even spare time
-from y:::nurh many grown-up friends in Paris,
those who have passed the infagtile age of
fourteen, and send me your good wishes. As
things now are perhaps it will be wiser D{th to-
send the aguarelle.
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V
1522 September.

18 it convenable to begin your letter as you
do, to address me as “ Mariguita de mi Abma”
just after I tell you that I am engaged, that I
have made my choice for life, that I have given
my love to some one else? Why will you not’
take me seriously? I find th- matter serious
enough, heaven knows ; in fact rather too solemn
to suit me.

Oh, why do you write as you do when you
must know that I am unhappy, wretched ? Yes,.
I' expect to be in Paris in October, but for many
reasons it will be better not to see you v.;]*en
there. Go to your fat Flemish wmmen'; thei‘i‘
only recommendation to me is that they are on
canvas, and not in the flesh! Make no sacri=
fices for me by remaining in Paris instead of
going to Antwerp, it will be time doubly lost,

~ for you will lose the sight of your pictures and .
not be blessed with a glimpse of me. - I am
quite decided that it will be better not to meet.

But send me the aguarelle by all means. - I have
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changed my mind as to that, and can see no
good reason-~why I should not have . So
you have decided that it is to be the.monk

o

after all, not Valasque’s infant Marguerite. ~In

what wa;f did you spoi! the copy of this latter ?
I am grasping, I should have liked both. -
. The idea of seeing you in October tempts
me strongly, but there are grave reasons why I
should not dg =0. No, my time then will all
be taken up in getting my trousseau ; you know
there is nothing on earth women love so much
as. shopping.
How 1 wish this horrible rain would stop.
It is getting on my nerves, 1 seem to feel each
dro£ on my heart, afd I am sure a deep in-
. denture of some kind will be worn into that
sensitive organ. But rain indentures would at
least be clean, that is some comfort; and they
cannot leave any ache behind them, poor little
harmless washedout things.
I have a surprise in store for you, that is, -
“unless between now and October I do not”
change my mind and decide not to tell you of

it Yeu may judge from that last sentence



-
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that I have changed my mind upon another
subject, and intend after all to see-you ; but you
are mistaken, it was a mere slip of the pen. I
afi convinced that it would be so infinitely
wiser for us not to meet. i

- It is Sunday, and the church bells at this
moment are ringing loudly, and horribly out of
tune. They too, like the rain, would get upon
my nerves if their hideous discord lasted much
longer. I will go to church, and see if the.
services can exorcise the demon of unrest which -
seems to possess me. Thank God mon futur
is not here ; he left for London yesterday. But
I forget, you take no interest in him, in which
you are wrong, for he i1s a most estimable
young man., _Would I marry him if he were.
not? In no way can I agree with you that
the fact of being bound is of itselt sufficient to
preclude the possibility of true love. The idea
is a horrible one, and if accepted would destroy
all the moral foundations of society. As to
_your further suggestion that being bound to
some one else would almost inevitably have
the result of making me care for you, - treat .
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with the scorn which it deserves. Adieu.

Enjoy Amsterdam ; worship at the shrine of

Rubens, and try in Antwerp Cathedral to gai;l

a few Christian ideas as well as suggestions of
- colour a;d flesh tints.—Your friend always.

VI
302n September.

“ Love excuses all, but we must be quite sure
that it is love.” These words of your letter are,
I think, the saddest you ever wrote, the saddest
any one could write. What infinite possibili-
ties they suggest, what boundless sorrow, when
the™ awakening shall come and one discovers

-the paltry imitations which one has mistaken
for the original, the base coin believed to be
“terling gold. How can one ever be sure of
finding real love when the devil himself has not
half the disguiscelove can assume at command,
and Satan’s imagination, lively as it is, grows
Fabsqlutely uninventive in comparison with
Cupid’s? And yet, on the other hand, may not

teo muth caution lose one the best thing life
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can give, leaving in exchange regret and re-
morse as one’s-twin companions o the grave?
 Oh, 4ow sad you have made me! There 1s
not enough backbone, moral or physical, in my .
whole nature to throw off the load of "sadness
‘which you have with those few words laid
upon it.

You tell me that you too are #iste, and
moreover 1ll, and that adds tc my own depres-
sion. I am glad that we are returning to
London to-morrow ; any change is welcome: to
me when one’s mind is at a palsied standstill
such as mine has reached, even a fog instead of
sunshine, or muddy pavements in placie of
orassy fields, ' | -

And so you have determined to stop on in-
Paris in spite of my repeated assurances that I
will not meet you there. You say you will see
me, or not see me, as I may choose, but believe
me when I tell you I have already chosen, and
- firmly decided, that it is best not to see };Du;_'
- Why shall I not confess the truth once and for
ever? I am afraid of you. There, are you

satisfied?  Is your vanity preening its feathets
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like a peacock in the sun? Does a soothing
satisfaction flgw through your veins and- bring
a placid expression to your features ? All this
ought by rights to be the result of my candid
confession, and I make no doubt it is. Weﬂ,
much good may it do you. To me it proves the
fact that I am above all things magnanimous.
I return you good for evil, in giving you
pleasure in exchange for the unutterable sad-
ness which yc;u have given to me. It grows
and deepens as I write, this dreary sadness, it
hurts me almost to tears. “Love excuses all,
but we must be quite sure that it is love”
Ah, how could you write such words, or how,
‘onge written, could yom have the heart to send
.them to me, weighted as they are with the
demons of doubt and mistrust, with fear, sorrow,
unrest, agc&n?y, despair, temptation! Ay, there
comes the sting, they tempt me. _And you

F

send them to represent yourself, the tempter!
How dare you? |

See you in Paris—no, never. Promise me
to burn all the letters I have written to you, I
“vish it.
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I must make still another confession to you.
[ have bearded the lion in his den, gone in
person to see M. V——"—, and persuaded him
to"write to you. It needed some courage to
do this, as 3;:::11 can imagine, but what I have
=+ill to tell needs more.

But it is best to be frank about it and
confess the truth. I read the letter which he
entrusted me with for you, Are you very angry? |
Do you find me beneath cﬂntempt, or will you
forgive me? With this mortifying statement,
which conscience compels me to make, I think
I had better close. If you are unforgiving this
shall be my last letter.

If you like I will send-you a “ schizzo”

vii

LONDON, 3d October.

Your long silence had alrﬁgst convinced me
- that being unable to pardon my indiscretion
in reference to M. V——'s letter, you had"
determined to let my last epistle remain the
last, as I had hinted. Judge of my delight,
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A

tﬁerefnre, when this morning as I wa$ going for
a melancholy walk in a still more melancholy
drizzle, the postman ard I met face to facl
on the doorstep, and in a moment the dear
familiar hiandwriting greeted my ';ayes. With
what eagerness did I break the seal, tear openr
the envelope, and seek the first words; and
how thankful, how grateful, was I to your
forgiving heart in that you had made them
what they are. It shows how anxiously guilty
I had been, that the proportionate relief should
be so great. You say that you want “ws
amz: féeminin”’ In consequence of the curious
construction of your language I cannot translate
that sentence into Enslish, we having but one
gender for the word friend. I wonder the
IF:'ench who are so clever in most things did
not manage a little more cleverly in this. Is
it not awkward sometimes to speak of “uxn
amie” when frmzf obvious reasons “un ami”
would suit one’s purpose infinitely better ?
~Un ami féminin,” although rather a contradic-
- tion of terms, has the merit of originality, and
J_adm:;_miginality. Further, I am immensely



16 AN AUTHOR'S LOVE VII

flattered that you think I could fill this want
and become this original sexless thing. ~ Done,
I accept. 1 will be your “ami féminin” = The
pcsition solves so many difficulties, and yt_:iu.
promise so ;nergetically never to fali in love
vith me, that there can be no danger. 1
believe you would make a friend worth having,
that you would be loyal as you are noble, and,_.
best of all, be uninfluenced by others. It will
be good to have such a friend, and 1 prﬂmis__e'__
to be faithful in return. How a few words’
can change the face of nature. Since reading
yvour letter the melancholy mist itself seems
almost cheerful, so much sunshine is in my
heart I do not feel the want of 1t iIn the
outside world. I walked through the damp
streets feeling $0 licht and springy that it was
with difficulty I kept my feet upon the ground,
(Will that sentence convey the slightest idea
to your mind of what I really mean?) The
- two or three friends I met must have thought
me rather mad, for I answered their queétioné at’”
- random, thinking the while of your proposition,

T

“un ami fémenn” I to be that to yax! It
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" means so much—I wonder if to you it means
just the same_that I imagine it to be? We
must talk it over, for now 1 think we mightﬁ
meet, I really think so; there would be no
danger. “With your absurd reasons for the
fact that it would be impossible for me to fall”
in love with you I do not agree at all, they
are unﬁrorthy of you, and I shall not discuss
them. Why do ~you so malign yourself? I
being your friend now can ask such questions,
I like it, this appointment of “ami féminin”
'ﬁnthing has ever happened to me in my life
which has pleased me more, perhaps not so much.
Any woman can be a wife, or une maztresse,
according to her views Jupon such subjects, but
so few can be a true friend. Will you think
me boastful if I say that I believe I possess
many of the qualities which go to make a
real friend? Not the weak, pulseless,. forceless
F.thing which so often usurps the name, but an
honest, loyal, helpful soul, that lives and feels
;_af{d suffers and dares, yet does not change ;
steadfast amid good report and evil réport;
| trle in werd and in deed ; tender in weakness,
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and generous in pain. Tell me, is my idea
yours ? - .

Yes, I pity you (as your friend) for the
mille raisons which you tell me make you sad.
Let me share them with you, and divide their

"heavy weight. What is a friend good for
unless for this ?P— Voire ami fémnin.

P.5.—Do you know I have been quite il ?.

VIII
Friday.

AMIGO DE MI ALMA-—Your last letter ought
by rights to have made me very angry, for in
it you take not the slightest notice of my
consent to hecome your friend ; you tell me as
though it were something new to you that
Lady M—— has told you of my approaching
marriage. say that in consequence of this you
will burn my letters, ask me to do the siamer
with yours, and bid me an eternal adieu. Of
what can you be thinking? Did I not tell
you frankly of my engagement, and was it not

after that announcement that I prom:ised to pe
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your friend? Have you never received that
letter, and is that perhaps the explanation of
the curiously abrupt reticent production which
has just been handed to me 'purpurting to be
from you? I confess to being sorely puzzled.

-

The “sclizze” is ready, and I would forward
it to Pall Mall, to M. V——'s care, only I
much fear that curiosity may tempt him to
examine if, whiclh I should not like. Advise
me what to do about it. I will at once send
to him for the picture you mention.

Do you know, 1 pity you, for your letter
leads me to believe that you are either suffering
and ill, or else diabolically cross. Either state
is bad enough for the person most concerned,
but I think the latter is worse in its conse-
quences to others, And I pity myself, for you
have made me cross, and worst of all do I pity
the unfortunate man who is to marry me.
Dien! his lot will I much fear, not be an
enviable one. Women of my nature ought not

~
fo marry; it is a mistake. I wonder why I

do it?
1. had f1eant not to allude to the ridiculous
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story of a diamond, the “false stone” with
whicl: you fill your letter, No more than
yourself do I understand why you should take
the trouble of telling me this story, nor why
you should go out of your way to veil the
identity of a woman (for of course the “ false
diamond ” was a woman) under such a trans-
parent allegory. One thing which you tell me
I can quite believe, namely, “hat the figure of
rhetoric, called irony, is entirely under your
control. I beg that you will never try its
effect upon me. Why should we quarrel as we
do? Treéve d'liostilitds, let us be really friends;
it is much simpler, so restful where everything
seems uncertain. Do you remember -once
asking me a question to which I would give
no answer? Well, let 1t remai_l"l unanswered,
AL ~~——— MARIQUITAA

IX

LONDON, Thursday.

Impossible to write anything worth reading
to-day, for I am iil, and in conseqzence biue
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_devils are rampant. I think it is partly this
suicidal fog which has upset me ;- certainly this_
is not a cheery place in November. I am
going to have my portrait painted for you, and
will not E:rget your suggestion that when it is

being doné 1 shall think of you as Awmigo de
me Alma.

X
Qi Novewniber.

Yes, I am much better; many thanks for
your sympathy. You say that [ have no heart;
ma joi, 1 believe you are about right! I begin
to believe also that one gets along tolerably
well-with whatever may take the place of that
noxstion of one’s being when the rightful tenant
vacates. You see, mon beaun moguer, your teach-
ings are not all thrown away upon me. I do
retain a little of the much wisdom lying in your
hcynical reflections,~and in course of time you
may actually be'proud of your pupil.

] My portrait is not bad, now that it is finished.
Shall I send it to you care of M. V—— or
" fn'}ward it direct to Paris?
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Why will you harp on the story of your
diamond ? What do I care whether she be
false-or true! Pour a little acid over her and
tind out ; if she stands the test, good ; if not,
and she should shrivel up and disaﬁpear, why,
“better still.  You see she bores me. Adieu.

XI

November,

Are you equal to a long long letter from to-
day, dear friend; shall you be able to stand
pages of all sorts of fears and imaginings, a |
full soul-communion of my heart with yours?
I acknowledge the justice of your reproz-hes,
and feel that my letters lately have been short
and doubtless unsatisfactory. You accuse me
of being unable to say, “ J'az forz”’—but there
you are wrong. Not only can I confess frankly
that I am mistaken, but I ~an add the wnrdsa
which to many pecople are harder still to say—
I am sorry. 1 would not give much for eithérﬂ
a man or woman who could not, for there
would unquestionably be something viry wrong
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‘about them. There is a good deal of common
sense in some of the old saws, such as, “ IHonest
confession is cood for the soul” and Peccato
confessalo é meszo perdonato,” and half a dozen
more in as many different languages. There
is something very real and soothing in that odd
warm glow which comes to one’s heart in gentle
swelling waves of feeling after the fault has
been confessed, er the misunderstanding cleared
aﬁray, and the kiss of perfect pardon and glad
comprehensiveness has consecrated and sealed
anew the friendship or the love. He who has
never felt this weight of doubt or vexation lifted,
and the warm trustful belief born again all fresh
and holy, has missed ¢ne of the purest joys to
_be tasted upon earth. I pity those who can-
not say frankly and freely “1 am sorry,” for
the three small words possess a mighty magic
for softening angry suspicion, and hgaling sore
and wounded feclings where grander phrases
would be powerless. But why should all natures
De alike? It would make the old saws useless
if they were, and deprive us of one of the truest

of, then all, “Variety is the spice of life.”
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How terribly monotonous it would be if all the
flower> were roses, every woman-a queen, and
each man a philospphér. My private opinion
i1s that it takes at least six men such aslnne
meets every day to make one reaily'_valuable
ovne. I like so many men for one particﬁlar
~quality which they may possess, and so few
men for all. Comprenes-vons ?  Shall 1 ever
understand all your characteristics, I wonder,
for that you are a being of many different
phases, more, far more, than are given unto the
majority of mortals, I am convinced even by
our short acquaintance. One of my male
friends I like because he brings me bondons,
always doing so at the precise moment whren.
my inner man craves that particular form of.
sustenance ; another helps to illuminate the
groping darkness of my mind as to'a future
state, his strong faith giving me a strength
which I would not barter for untold sums ﬂf,.
gold ; yet another wholly disapproves of me,
but the forceful almost brutal way in which he
tells me home truths and expﬂseslﬁ. all my

personal idiosyncrasies, affects me like & braciné
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tonic which I would not be without. And yet
again there is one who finds me perfeci, and
so cunningly does he word his creed of m;'
perfections that it penetrates my heart with
sweet cn;wictinn, while my spirit acknowledges
the profoundness of his discrimination in almosc
grovelling gratitude ; one  am persuaded can-
not possess a teaspoonful of brains in the whole
space of his crarium, but he whistles divinely,
and in certain moods he stands the favourite.
And so on through them all, yet not one of the
lﬁng list knows how to love me as I would be
loved, not one has been able to call forth love as
love should be, from: my capricious heart. Is
tha¢ perchance the #4/e Tate destines you to play,
.my unknown, mysterious friend ? Nous vervons.

My God, I am engaged! Both the fact and
its corresponding man had entirely escaped
my memory. .

You will call me flippant, if this letter reaches .
you when in a serious mood ; or dull, should it
?in_d you bored with life. Is it not a trifle
dangemus, this experiment we are trying of a
triendsh®p in pen and ink and paper? A letter.
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- What thing on carth more dangerous to confide
in?  “Nritten at blood heat, it may reach its
destination when the reciptent’s mental ther-
mometer counts zero, and the burning words
and thrilling sentences may turn to ice and be
~ongealed as they are read. Or, penned in
irritation and anger, they may turn a melting
mood to gall, and raise evil spirits which all
future efforts may be powerless to exorcise.
Ten thousand devilries may lie unsuspected
among the hastily-scribbled words or carefully-
thought-out phrases, destined to play unutterable
havoc when the seal shall be broken and the
contents disclosed. A letter; the most uncer-
tain thing in a world of uncertainties, the hast
or the worst thing devised by mortals. Were
I beside you and said a stupid thing, the
quick contraction of your fmreheadﬁwould warm
me of my blunder ; or if the thought were good
and you should find it worthy, how soon the .
sudden light in your eyes or the amused line
about your mouth would make me know yuu£
thoughts. 1 can hear your answer to this
suggestive sentence.  You will say -t once,
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“Then meet me. Think no more of these
absurd reasons which you cannot even cxplain,
but which you persist in regarding as_insut-
mountable,” and so on, until you make yourself
angry, and me remorseful. Alas, it is not
possible ; circumstances are too strong for mz,
and it is not wholly want of courage on my
part, as you seem to think. If it ever is, this
much-talked-of meeting, it will be your talisman
on the “peleton de fil” which brings it about,
not MARIQUITA.
£.S~—Remember that in the fairy tale of
Prince Ahmed the clue of thread was to roll till
it reached the gates of the castle; when it stopped
four lions were to be”seen, awake and roaring,
but a bribe of food thrown to them rendered

them safe to pass!

XII
(Letter missing)

XIIT
LONDON, 12£4 December.
You are really here, actually in London! Is
“the sarme sunless sky above your head and mine,
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the same #riste atmosphere around us both?
Ah, was it wise to come? “LLemme propose,
Lien dispose” At any-time after five o'clock
you will find_me. |

XIIIA

LONDON, 1724 December 1840.

There are some happinesses- so great Satan
cannot pardon them, and they do not come
from God. - They are the origin of all the
tortures and scourgings which have been dealt
to human souls since the world began, or since
penitence existed. My scourging has com-
menced in the misery of your absence; will -it
end there? Words cannot say how I miss you
and miss the delight of being with you. 1 am
nervous, overwrought, defiant, reckless, in a
word, just in that tragic state of mind when
the very last thing I should do is what I am
doing, putting my tumultuous thoughts on
paper. A faint glimmer of reason tells me
this, but is not suffictently strong to restrain
me from the folly. Do not answer me™ In the
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L

- same tone, do not take me an sériemx, do
not mention. my engagement, which 4 have
broken—perhaps the one act of my life_which
deserves commendation. Write me one of yGur
airy unserious letters, with no deep meaning to
it, like a cool fresh hand laid lightly on a burt:-
ing head tormented with sick fancies and evil
dreams. Not too dear a hand, which would
thrill one with its touch, or distress one lest its
owner should tire in the act of standing by the
‘couch and ministering to the pain, but one that
is only kind and compassionate, belonging to a
good dear soul who would not have you turn
and thank him, or bid him rest, only wishing
yau to sleep and forgét. Ay, forget. Memory
is counted a good thing to possess, but is not
forgetting a far higher art, a vastly better thing ?

Yet not for all the world could give would I
forget the bliss unspeakable of the days just
past. Write to me, as I have said, lightly,
taking no heed of my tragic gloominess. My

“head aches, I long for the cool compassionate
hand,—A for toujours.
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XIV

—_

CTHATEAU BEAUSEJOUR,
1647 February 1842,

E N

Shall you be glad to hear from me again,
Gier ami? 1 answer the question for myself,
and write. As you will see by the heading of
my letter, I am with our kind old friend
Madame de C , but in a day or two I go
to England for a short visit, after which my

plans are uncertain, You promised me once

some souvenirs of your Eastern travels (not the
Turkish slippers ; those I still refuse) ; send them
to me here, before I leave, From England 1
will send you a “protocol” in some measnv-e
outlining our future relations; do you not find
the idea a rather wise one? I am well, andl
very happy at the prospect of hearing from you
again, perhaps seeing you, of that anon. When
in England I go direct to Castle D , Lord
D 's place in Surrey,which they tell me is one
of those houses best worth seeing in the country.
I will give you no news of myself until I hear

-

from you, and although your letter will, 7 hope,
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reach me here, I shall not answer it until I

reach D——. Madame de C——— begs me to

send mille amitiés de sa part.  Shall T sign myself
MARIQUITA ?

XV -

D—— CASTLE, SURREY,
March 1842,

Where have I read that the gift of a mirror
is either the most delicate compliment or the
most deliberate insult? With what you will
probably be pleased to term my *infernal
coquetry,” I choose to flatter myself that the
lovely thing you call “wxn miroir Turce)” and
which came to me quile safely before I left the
- Chéateau Beauséjour, is meant as the former.
Thank you so much ; it is a million times better
than the slippers. When you mentioned com--
fitures of rose, bergamot, and jasmine, it sounded
more like food for angels than for mortals
cursed with digestions, but oh, the sticky sweet-
ness of the dreadful things, how can you like
them? Frankly, they are not to my taste,
Ine jar I gave, as you told me, to Madame de
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C——, and she said far more amiable things
about-it than I possibly can, if [ am to retain
any regard for veracity. But thank you again
sc much for the mirror. |

A curious thing has happened to me. An
-ld gentleman—and not so very old ecither—
who knew me from babyhood died suddenly,
and left me all his fortune., Why, he alone
knew, and as he has taken the knowledge with
him to that place from which no traveller
returns, small chance exists of any one else
ever being enlightened as to his motives. 1
can hardly understand my new estate as yet,
and strangely enough do not feel tempted to
spend a penny of my unaccustomed wealth.
I should have thought that any one blessed
with the extravagant tastes which I possess,
after having had them repressed all through
life, would rush into wild expenditure, buy
everything, and throw money away scnselessly,
but this absence of all desire to spend anything,
in me of all living people, is incnmprehensibleﬁ -
I suppose it i1s the first strangeness of knowing
that I could be lavish if I would. - [ -think I
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_Shéuld like to travel, I have seen so few places
‘or things, and the world contains so many.
Write me a long account of your journeyings,
and tell me what is best worth the time spert
upon it. I have a fancy to go to different
countries, not as a mere tourist, to “do the-
sights” in as short a time as possible, but to
settle for some length of time in some one
attractive spot, to study the languages in the
countries they severally belong to, and study
the people, their ways and national character-
istics, at the same time. What think you of
my idea? I feared that my last letter would
anger you, and was not therefore astonished at
your not answering it~ The protocol I felt
sure you would disapprove of ; all the same, I
think that I did right in sending it! See how
forgiving I ain for your total disregard of it, I
write humbly asking your advice as to the dis-
position of myself and my new impﬂ;tance in
the coming years, -answer me nicely, and send
e that little history of yourself and your
journeyings.

1 The-letter referred to is evidently lost.

22 = m -
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This old castle of Lord D—— is delicious ;
how 1 wish you could enjoy it with me. It is
positively steeped and saturated in memories,
rhe walls have grown gray with all that they
have seen* and heard, the very stones seem
mellow with the patience and humblencss which
hoary old Time alone can bring. So much has
happened here, so many great ones of the earth
have lived and died in these wide wainscotéd
rooms and shadowy corridors and noble halls,:
that I wonder visible palpable spirits do not
meet one at every turn. I almost wish they
did, and that they would stop and tell us of
the buried past, and whether it is true that they
think the present is puay and bloodless, the life
of to-day a mere faint copying of the good qld
times so stirring and bold.

To-morrow I return to London, but only for
a day or two. Write to me there as soon as
you receive this, if you are not still ill-tempered.

—Adieu. Je vous aime.
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XVI

PARIS, 1122 March 1842.

I left London suddenly, and have been here
for the past three days, but purposcly have not
let you know, To-night I leave Paris for Italy
with Madame C Your charming letter

reached me just before I left London, and the

account of your travels makes me long still
more to see foreign lands, therefore I go. You
ask me if I have changed, and add that you are
impatiently waiting for me to become “ mozns
70lte” before again meeting me. To punish
you- for this wicked wish I will tell you that I
ar>- 7ot “wmoins jolie” than when =ou saw me
last. My mirror, your delightful Turkish one,
tells me decidedly a flattering tale which I
should not have mentioned to you butfor this
r-mim‘l'n:::-ly wish of yours. I believe I could rival
your beauty of Saragosa should we meet. As
a;mall souvenir 1 send you a purse, but feel
obliced to confess that I did not embroider it

;_m;75_e1f.—ﬂ i reyoLr.
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XVII

Wednesday, April 1842..

You actually saw me when I was in Parié_
and yet did not speak to me! How can you
own to such a baseness? It is just as well that
- you add the statement that the feeling which
prevented you from doing so was “ mesquin.” It
may have been my “satanic pride,” as you
forcibly put it, which made me pass throﬁg'h
without telling you, but pray what term would
you apply to your own conduct in seeing %mé;-
half coming to speak to me, and then letting
me go my way in silence whilst silently; going
yours? Do not write to me of egotism-and
hypocrisy if~calmly and in cold blood you <id
this thing. Must we always quarrel? No,
you have not the right to scold me, as in a
little spasm of repentancefl later on in your
letter you wisely mention. - If you could but#
know all! I had no time before leaving Pa._zfis:"'
to let you know at what date we expect.tﬁ_bé-_
in Naples. Madame de C |

mortal like myself, therefore our “un.ted pla:ns'

is an uncertain
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" are dﬁuﬁly uncertain. I will ask her if she
Ifemeﬁlbers the occasion you mention, but that
‘you upon any occasion ever played the »&% of
“niais” 1 cannot believe. I am half sorry now
that I did not let you know I was in Paris.
It being morally impossible to go back to that™
time and to decide anew and differently, I
“can say this without consequences. But only
in speech can I teil you of my experiences of
the last two years, not on paper. The phases
of wifehood and widowhood safely passed, the
change in the woman’s “legal status” which
long ago you told me invariably affected her
for the worse. Will you find it so, I wonder,
in-my case? £k bien, we have not met, the
tale is not yet told, and as yet you can know
nothing. I half long, half dread, to meet you,
S0 great is the gulf that has opened and
wfdened and closed between us since those
sunless golden December days in London.

XVIITD

Perhaps I have remained childish in many

tnings, and "very glad am I if because of this



8 AN AUTHOR'S LOVE XVII

fact I can be childishly delighted at ynﬁr
saying that my eyes please you, that they even
com»are favourably with those of the beauties
of Constantinople and Smyrna, to whom yﬂ.l.kl'_
have doubtless said so many more amiable
things than you say to me. Why waste your
time in repeating so often that I-am a
hypocrite? In your heart of hearts you know
the statement is cruelly untrue, yet in the face
of this you quote my own language to me in
Jonathan Swift’s immoral maxim—“A lie is
too good a thing to be wasted "——thinking by
it to convince me of the care with which you
employ a lie. I send you an essence; translate'
the word into ifts real meaning and ce=se
reproaching .me because I am trying to 0.
what I believe to be right.

(The “emainder of this letter is missing.)

XIX

(Missing)
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XX
D——, 10t fuly 1842.

While you are amusing yourself at Avignon

I am leading the quietest and most studious

life possible in this tiny Swiss village lost

amﬁng- mountains and lakes, where I walk

and row and swim for exercise, lest too much

learning should drive me mad. 1 am trymng

to master Greek, and am at the same time

reading Pope’s translation of Homer. In time,

if the quiet of my present life continues, I may

“accomplish something. You give me no definite
news about your chance for becoming one of

the immortals. It is the only kind of immor-

~trlity 1 wish for you just yet. To see you an
Academician would. give me immense pleasure

“and pride, to lose you from this life would, I
think, kill me, or, worse than that, leave me to

live with life’s light extinguished. 1 felt sure

that you would read my expression aright, and

knew that by “essence” I meant friendship.

But here, in this quiet spot so far removed

irom the falseness of the world, so near to
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God’s heaven where truth shines in the blue
of the sky above and is reflectec” in the crystal
waters below, touching the white mountain-tops
as they reach far beyond the delusions of eaﬁ:ﬁ,
here with the very air breathing truth in its
‘pure freshness untainted by contact with e:arth'
~or things earthy, some inward force stronger
than myself compels me to write that which
I know will make you angry, and you will
answer with scornful cynical words, which will
cut and hurt me. Yet even knowing this,
perhaps because of knowing it, the truth around
me in sky and air and crystal water forces me
to speak. It is not only friendship that I feel,
but love so strong that every good resolutian
I have made.snaps like glass in ;'msty weathe, _
Therefore I see but one way _to end the
struggle—half measures are useless, I must
break off everything, If I write to you, I say
what I have promised myself not even to
think ; 1f I see you, it is worse still. You have
told me your story of-the pain blanc and. the
pacn bis at the very moment when it does me
good in helping me to see things-clcarly, not
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'.eié:actly the effect you intended it to have

,I perhaps, but t*.e one which of itself it has had.
We must meet no more, and I must write to
you no more. Nothing is left me to give ycu
save my prayers, and for all good and for
‘every blessing these shall be yours.—Adieu.

XXI

D , 20tk July 1842.

I give it up—you are iﬁcnrrigibie——-—ynu are
past praying for! Let us be friends again as
before. Qur journey to Italy must be much
later than I hoped; en atfendant 1 daily go
deeper into Greek, and am becoming much
‘iglterested in it. I send this to Paris, as
it is, I fancy, too late now to catch you at
Avignon,

XXII

D——, 5¢2 Sepéember 1842.

Quel conte de fées is this you tell me a propos
of. a mysterious female travelling alone with
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you for upwards of some fifty hours or so?
Are you emulating the pious ar’d most moral
Dear Swift in your old age, and shall you
write a history of still another “sentimental
journey”? I can only trust that a kind
‘Providence will protect you as it did him, and
that with him you will be able devoutly to
exclaim, your eyes raised to heaven and |
gratitude filling your heart the while, “God
tempers the wind to the shorn lamb” Shall -
you take this aveniure de vwopage as the
foundation for that new moral novel of which
you spoke to me in your last letter? I send
you a scrap of my Greek writing, let me know
if you can decipher it.—Aille aniitiés.

.

X XIII

D

, 1228 Oclober.

We are just leaving this quiet spot where 1
have passed through several phases of feeling
in regard to you. - |

The time spent here has been one of those
pauses In life which are, I think; given to
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mortals for a purpose. One of those intervals
where, if the™ will but face the music and

~answer honestly the questions conscience_ puts

to them, those answers must of necessity prove
how they have used the limitless freedom
granted them as individual free agents. The
choice between good and evil which, when
closely looked into, assumes an appalling re-
sponsibility, has been their own willing choice,

- and nothing further is left for them to do but

manfully abide the issue. The only trouble is,
that if the pause be too long and the examina-
tion prove unsatisfactory, a restlessness follows,
and, like the possessed one in the parable, “ The
last state of that man is worse than the first.”

_2=If - introspection may be useful at times,

doubtless it is so, but I hold strongly to the
belief that in no case can fruitless looking back
be of any avail. No regret or remorse can
undo the past; the record of each act is written
and sealed and closed for ever. Why waste the
strength of the present-in useless repinings, in
utterly futile wishes for the “ might have been”?
The seccnd stage of the pause has come to me,
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“and an intolerable restlessness POSSEsSses me.
To-morrow we leave the moun{ains and this
chilly clarified air of crystal truth, betaking .
ourselves we do not quite know where, perhaps
Italy, perhaps Paris. |

Are there any good Greek novels to be had ?
You once suggested that 1 would end by be-
coming an author, but have no fear. 1 may
have committed many follies, and may commit:
still more before the time allotted me for follies
has gone to swell the roll of years, but that
weakest of all weaknesses, that crowning folly
of follies, writing a book, can at least never be
laid to the door of Votre amie devoude.

XXIV

PaRIS, Wednesday, October 1842.

I am here, but contrary to your expectation ;
you see I tell you of- the fact. My cousin,’
Madame G

me.,

and my brother are both with
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XXV
Thursday.

Your note has just come. Enchanted io
accept your Joge at the Italian’s to-night. My
- brother will accompany me. MARIQUITA.

XXVI
Sunday Fvening, October 1842.

“A Roland for your Oliver.” You told me
“once of a dream that you had had ; of a garden
‘in Valencia, where I was with you, and where

you spoke a language which in your waking
Fours you do not understand, and attempted
to do a deed which in reality would be impos-
sible to you, namely, to crush to death a woman
(your false diamond) with a heavy stone from
the wall above. Now hear my dream, which
Jnade last night one long hour of bewildered
~misery to me. As in =ours, we two were alone
together in some strange country, unlike any
'I Jave Ttver seen, with wide, far-reaching deserts
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all around me, rippling with fine golden sand,
hot and glinting in the sun. The sky was of
a blue which seemed to live, so fervid was it
sO penetrating in the warmth, and depth, and
richness of its colour, while not a cloud broke
the evenness of its sapphire surface. No trees
were there of any kind save only one, but that
one so perfect in its slender symmetry, so
delicate in the tender tinting of its drooping
feathery branches, each one a wide long leaf
divided into thin pointed smaller leaves, the
whole a thing of such exquisite and matchless
beauty that I knew I stood beneath an Eastern
palm. The still loveliness of the scene was
marred only by one unsightly object, but that
a ghastly one. DBleached and dry the gaurt.
skeleton of a camel lay on the glistening sand,
its whitened bones, which were picked clean by
carrion birds, telling in their bare mute stillness
of the noble-hearted beast who had bravely
struggled on with weakening limbs and failing'r
breath, courageously keering up with the caravan
laden with costly stuffs and fragrant spices, the
treasured products of other landg which were
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being brought back across long miles of desert
wastes. Telling so pitifully also of how at
last the limbs refused to carry the brave heart
farther, of how the laboured breath fluttered
painfully, giving one great sigh of almost human
pain, then stopped for ever. But not before a
suffering also almost human had come to the
spirit of the great awkward beast, who, with dying
eyes turning slowly from side to side, watched
the halt made by the caravan, and heard the
order given to unload the bags of silks and
spices which it had carried so far, to take off
the trappings and coloured worsted tassels
of which it had been so proud, and saw all
these borne away and placed on other beasts,
sktrong and still of use. Then came the order
to go forward, and the endless line of camels
and men ana gay brilliant colours stretched out
along the sand, growing smaller and smaller as
they went on towards friends and welcome and
home, until at last there was only a speck in
t?ze far distance, each moment growing smaller
and smaller still until it was gone, and nothing
rzmained but sand and sky and deadly burning
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heat. Haply the glazing eyes grew dim and
sightless before those other ’fferent specks
Fagainst the vivid blue took form and shape_'_.
and came steadily nearer, the ghoulish cartion’
birds, In my dream you stood beneath the
palm alert and wakeful, but a strange du'l_l*'
apathy stole slowly over me in the sultry noon-
day heat, and I could not clearly see the brigh-t'
forms coming suddenly out of space, Iové_ly
women from all four corners of the world, hair
all golden, or burnished bronze, or richest black,
eyes of all colours flashing brilliant glances, and-
laughing, tempting lips calling softly in tones
like fairy music. They were all around ﬁs,
these witching shapes of beauty, but so drowsy
was I, that I hecard and saw too vaguely fo
really comprehend, until at last my heavy eyésﬁ
half closed, your face the last and only one 1
looked upon, and even when the sleep-drugged
lids dropped wholly, the impress of your features
was still beneath them as I fcll into a deep
dreamless calm. When I awoke (in my drean.i)
it was cool still starlight, and I waked so gently
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move. The palﬁl still reached towards heaven
in soft faint Jusky lines, and a light breeze
stirred the feathery leaves which at mid-day
had not moved. I spoke your name, but no
:answei‘ disturbed the starlit stillness, and I
- thought that perhaps you too slept. Slowly
remembrance of the waking day came back to
mé, and the lovely forms of the tempting
women grew distinct and brilliant to my mind
as they had not seemed when actually before
my eyes. The music voices seemed to call
~you still, but far, far off, like distant echoes.
I started up, and the second time spoke your
name with sharp distinctness which seemed to
- c* the stillness of the night like a pointed
Jdnstrument.  Only my own voice answered me,
and I looked wildly around. The bones of
the dead camel gleamed ghostly white, the palm
was beside me 1in its exquisite beauty.-the star-
 studded heaven above, the waste of desert all
around, but you were gone, I was alone, With
a. piercing cry I awoke trembling and cold.
Will you interpret my dream for me ? you know
that I have rever refused anything that you



50 AN AUTHOR'S LOVE "XXVII

have asked. How good of you to say that you
have an Etruscan seal for me; . will use it in.
sealing my letters to you, but never when I

!

write to others.

XXVII

So you do not interpret my dream after all,
only wonder where [ have learned that you
have friends in the four quarters of the globe,
and add the monstrous fable that in reality you
possess but one in Spain, or as you idiomatically
express it, “je wen ai gu'un ou quune & Madrid.”
The number strikes me as modest for a man
of your undoubted merit, but then I know that
you arc modest, and moreover discreet with™a,
discreetness far beyond that generally vouchsafed
to your sex. Your original idea' of the three
heads amuses me vastly, and I am puzzling the
one which I know to be actually fastened upon
my own shoulders with vain imaginings as to
what third quality can possibly remain in me
which is worthy to join those of a coquette and

a diplomatist,
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Are you really ill, or do you say so merely
to excite my cumpassion, which for you, as well,
you know, flows in a plenteous stream -t a
moment’s notice? No, you looked far too
vigorous the other day for it to be possible
that illness and you have aught in common.
The impression you then left upon me was so
perfectly agreeable a one, that in justice to you
and to myself I find it wise to leave it undis-
turbed. You could never again, I believe, be so
delightful, and in order that this impression
may remain unspoitled and tenderly enshrined
. withm my memory, I have decided not to see

you again during the remainder of my stay in

Paris.,

-

XXVIII

PARIS, Novembey 1842.

As we seem to be remaining on here in-
definitely, ten thousand annoying things having
arisen to prevent, for the- moment at least, the
Italian journey, I write to y;::u again.  The
se?ltgnce a1 yovr last letter telling me that you
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arc really ill, touched my heart, which, believe
me, is not so hard as you suppose it to be, only
somcwhat curiously constituted, and probably
different from those belonging to other women
you have met.

1 quite long for the seal you have promised
me ; it exactly suits my fancy. You must one
day when we meet (should we ever meet
again) tell me the meaning of the device. In-
return I will explain to you the seal I generally'._

use

a six-sided one having mottoes in French,
English, Italian, Arabic, Latin, and German.
The number, you see,, allows of two for each
of my three characters, Diplomatist, Coquette,
and that mysterious third whose title you-sb
cruelly withhold from me. 4 propos of Germar, L
send you a little song, “ Das Lied des Clerchens,”
which I have copied out myself, only the end,
the very end, I have not written. Some day
that too | must tell you. They seem to be |
“accumulating, these bits of information which
can only be imparted- orally, not by pen and
pencil. If only I could be sure that you would

be as charming as you were at oxr 1as. meeting,
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I would without hesitation name the hour for
another, but, pardon my saying so, you are just
the least trifle uncertain. Look into my- eyes
and tell me if this be not the truth.

You remember Madame de P and her

manvaise langue and abominable rudeness to me
some time ago? Well, precisely Madame de
Po——. did T meet to-day when strolling through
the gallery of the Louvre, and had she been
my dearest friend she could not have shown
more pleasure in encountering me. She secm-
ingly ignored completely that anything but the
most cordial relations had ever existed between
us ; apparently had quite forgotten that her
language, both to me and of me, had been any-
{ning but parliamentary, in a word, deported
~ herself entirely as a good friend, while I know
that she has been, and probably still is, one of
my most unscrupulous enemies. How can you
account for the fact that instead of being enraged
at her hypocrisy 1 was merely amused, after a
slow unexcited fashion. at her entire change of
tactics? She is a worldly woman, and to a

certain 2x4ent a clever one, therefore she has
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reasons for the change which she feels it is
worth her while to make, and it is deliberately
that <she forgets and ignores any past unplea-
santness. Again I ask, Why was I agreeable to
that woman? For I was; agreeable not in the
sense of putting myself out in any way, but I did
not snub her, as she had every right to expect
that I should; I did not make her new 73/ at
all difficult for her, on the contrary, I rather
helped her over the stile as [ would have helped
a lame dog who had once bitten me. 1 believe
that there must be a certain altitude of cool
comfortable indifference which if once reached
by mortals renders them positively delightful.
They become convinced that life is too short
and people in general too unimportant to allow
the one to be disturbed, or the other to disturb
them, and as a consequence no one has power
to irritate them, or vex them, or move them to
violent emotion of any kind, while they in turn
grow placidly inclined towards every one. . This
really is the only argument I can find to ex-

plain my agreeable delightfulness to Madame
de P

, who, I am certain, thovsht e all_of
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that. There was no forgiving Christian charity
in it; no slightest wish to resume our old
friendly relations; only the most absolute in-
difference, 1 should not care if [ never saw
her again, but if I met her to-morrow I should
be just as agreeable to her as I was to-day.

A ring has come at the outer door of the
apartment, What unqualified happiness would
be my portion at this moment if I could be
certain that within the next I should see youn,
hear you speak, and look into your eyes; if I
could be sure that your hand had rung the bell,
and that quickly I should have you by my side,
feel your breath upon my check, and drink in
that intoxicating sensc of nearness which makes
cach nerve thrill with a joy so deep it is almost
pain! Yet more than ever [ belicve that it is
wiser, far wiser, for us not to mect. Aufwie-
dersehin. i

P.S.—The visitor announced by the bell was
a cadaverous-looking priest bringing a subscrip-
tion-book for a female orphan asylum!

F ]
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XXIX

(Letter missing)

XXX

PaRrIs, December 1842,

MON CIIER AMI INSOUCIANT—A/as possible '
to receive your gracious visit to-day, for still
another brother has come to join me, and I owe
to him at least the first twenty-four hours of
his stay in Paris,

Surely it was for you, smon cher, that the
description given of a friend of mine was
originally intended. He is a trifle cynical, this
friend, and decidedly pessimistic, and of him it
was reported that he never believed in anything
until he saw 1t, and then he was convinced that
it was an optical illusion. The accuracy of
the description struck me.  Have you by chance
sent the Etruscan-scal to your one friend at
Madrid ?
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XXXI
Sunday Evening.

On Tuesday at two o'clock, if you will, we
might try the Musdée, that is, if this evil thing
called a headache has by that time returned
to the lower regions where it rightly belongs.
- Were it not for this wretched meZgraine 1 would
write you a wild legend of the north in return

for your story of the Spanish barber.

XX XII

Thursday, Midnight.

You were #res genti/ to-day, and on my part,
believe me, 1 am #vés reconnaissante.  Your
fears lest I should take cold were unfoundcd,
and I slept perfectly well, with no tormenting
‘dreams of lonely deserts and an Eastern version
of the Venusberg in Tannhaiiser, with wastes
of sand, a palm tree, gnd_the skeleton of a

camel for the wmise en scene.
Afterall; how few days in the year, or in a
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whole life, does a human being really live! |
We sleep, wake, go through a certain number
of dnties or so-called pleasures, eat, read, walk,
see those who are around us, and then sleep
again, but who in their senses could seriously
call that living?  Existing if you 'jw'ill, but
nothing more. A whole life, and only a few
days, at best a few months, of living such as
deserves the name, to be gathered out of the
long stretch of ycars. The thought makes me
melancholy, so I will say good-night, lest my.
dreary mood affects you too. On second
thoughts I will bid you good morning, for that
is the time when this note will reach you, and
I would that on opening it you might find a
sunshiny morgengruss, not gloomy melanchol}._
The flowers I send are fresh and sweet as I
write, and may perhaps keep a tiny perfume
for your waking ; I bought them at the marché
of the Madeleine in returning home to-day after:
our walk.—ZBorn jour. MARIQUITA. -
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XXXIII

PARIS, -
Friday, 10tk December.

Do not tempt mec. When the 21st of
January comes I may, and probably shall,
repent in sackcloth and ashes, but on this roth
day of December my mind is firm and unmov-
able, I cannot, will not, go again to the Musée.
The arch tempter is the devil: you can never
take second place in anything, therefore if you
become a tempter it must be arch tempter,
7.¢. the devil.

My nerves are shaken to their foundation
by the most piteous sight I have ever seen.
. You must have noticed the little Jacques, the
merry little black-eyed imp who was always
rtumbling about the courtyard under everybody’s
feet. He was the most amusing little scamp 1
ever met, and the concierge and his wife
positively adored him ; they have no children of
their own, and I believe they picked up this
waif one cold winter night ‘on the Boulevard
{;.rh_t;re he™ had- been purposely lost. Well, poor
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little Jacques strayed beyond the court to-déy, |
and when playing in the street fell under one
- of the lurnbe*ring heavy coal carts, and was
carried back a poor wee bit of crushed humanitjf,

the laughing rosy face all white and sharp with
pain. But through all his suffering he seemed

to have only one thought, how best to cheer
the distracted old couple who are the only
father and mother the little fellow has éﬁ#fl
known. “Do not cry, getz¢ Papa, Mamﬁm, ne .
plenr pas”  This the weak little voice said over |
and over again with pathetic monotonousness, a
pale ghost of a smile on the small drawn features.
Even when the fever came and he grew delirious,
the boy turned restlessly from side to side with
always the same words, “ Ne pleure pas mamagﬂ,_
bon petit papa, ne plenve pas” Poor little child,
there was nothing to do for him, and to-night
or to-morrow he must die, merry little ]acques..r.
Forgive me for not coming again as you
wish, and do not quarrel or say cutting things
to me. Little Jacques and the tragedy of “his
morsel of life have made me sad, and when 1

am sad “ methinks I love you mest? -~
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XXXIV

Tuesday, 141k December.

-You have a wonderful patience, mon am:, and
a persistence which ought to carry you far.
Still ﬂ;i:ping on the Musée. If from now until
.20th January you dwell upon this one idea,
will it not get upon your nerves, and ought you
not to keep those same nerves quite calm for
the trying ordeal of those thirty-nine visits to
the Academicians which to my feeble intellect
appear almost as formidable as the Thirty-nine
Articles of the Protestant faith?
You say that I know well how to gild the
most bitter pill ; what if I confess that I find it
_better for my own peace of mind not to see
- you, for the flattering (and true) reason that a
terrible fear then comes over me that the time
may arrive when 1 shall never see you more?
This is a finer gilding than most pills are coated
with. If you could but understand that I am
very weak where you only Ehink me a coquette.
I have a handkerchief fGr you, which took

‘my fancy immensely ; I wonder if you will like
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it. Tell me how to send. it to you, and pray

that I may keep my resolution not to see you.

XXXV
(Letter missing)

XXXVI

(Letter missing)

XXXVII

PARIS,
Monday, December 1842,

Why to-night, of all nights, should a far-awayﬁ
memory of my.strange lonely childhood come-
to me with a vivid distinctness? You will
smile at the reminiscence, and smile still more
at the weighty importance I attached to it
when it was a very rcal and serious experience
to me, but I was a queer child, and it is -
characteristicc' I am afraid I was wofully
conceifed, and it n.ay be that just such experi-

ences were needed in order to suppress miy undue
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opinion of myself. One cold winter morning
I awoke positively bristling wlth good resolu-
tions. 1 had been devouring a good many
books too highly seasoned with religious views
for a small person of my morbid tendencies; I
was in a highly-strung state of self-sacrifice,
Eelieving with fanatical fierceness that even I
could work out my own salvation by prayer
and good works, and a strict mortifying of
fleshly lusts, 1 was, in a word, in a frightfully
pharisaical frame of mind, believing sccretly
that I did all these things already, if not quite
perfectly, still infinitely better than the children
around me, or even some of the grown-up
~ people ;. believing also that I was on special
_terms of privileged intimacy with the Almighty,
that I understood Him, and He me, a good deal
better than most people. Jesus was my friend,
the smallest act in my daily life I did for Him,
and to please Him. I had been peculiarly lucky
for some time past, had won approbation for
my quickness at my lessons, and been praised
with unusual generosity ic: various things.

ofy little-heart swelled with the true pharisaical
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complacency, and I felt the delightfully soothing
‘consciousness that I was “not as other men
are,’ only I said children not men. FIor some
days this exalted state of mind had worked
very well, and each night I said longer and lnnger,
Prayers, positively revelling in the “state of
holiness to which I had attained, wrestling with
“God as I imagined Jacob wrestled with the ’
angel, only all my entreaties were for others,
for my playmates, my companions at school,
my naughty little brothers, that they might |
finally be brought to know the beauty of
holiness, might rcach the state of boundless
satisfaction and divine peace which I by special-
grace had alrcady reached. | - |

On the particular winter morning referred to, _
this glow of gﬂdliﬁﬂss was very strong .in ne,
I yearned like the saints of old to be up and:
doing, to buckle my armour on and to- fight
the battles of the Lord. Ifailing actual wvisible:
warfare against Satan, I mecant to scourge my- -
self, and to chastise the carnal lusts with gredter

severity than ever. First dressing without a fire,
that I might mortify the flesh, blur and shivering
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- I went down. and inspected the ready laid
breakfast-table. I remembered that an ugly
crack ‘disﬁgurecl my youngest brother’s favourite
china mug from which he drank his morning
~draught of milk. The child himself had not
noticed the blemish across the Iarge- gilt letters,
spelling—* Love the Giver,” which was the pride
of his baby heart, but I had, and at the time it

appeared, congratulated myself that it was in |
his mug not mine. In the flush of righteousness
which filled my heart to bursting, I determined
to exchange the cups and give my little brother
the whole one. At this very moment he came to
the table, and I hastened to make the exchange,
‘before he could sce it, for did not the Bible say
~ Let not your left hand know what the right
hand doeth,” and had not the full meaning of
that sentencc been made clear to me? But,
alas, neither right nor left hand could be de-
pended on that fateful day. So frozen were
 my fingers after the fireless room, that I clumsily
- let the mug fall, and my brother howled with
grief for his hopelessly brokc.i treasure. I was
sharply scalded, but bore it meekly for “ Jesus’
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sake” as I kept repeating to my sore little
heart, which knew so well my real motive and
my innocence. The baby brother refused to
kiss me, striking at me in unforgiving anger
for destroying the thing he loved the best, and
heavy-hearted I went to my lessons, pmmptlﬁr
receiving a mark for being late, won because’ I
had stopped to make peace with the child I had
unintentionally wronged. Several little friends
studied with me, and the class in history held
one girl so nearly my equal in her love for
books that we were called the rivals, but for
some time past she had occupied the first place,
A question came that day at which she hesi-
tated : if she could not reply to it her place -

-5

would be mine. It was a terrible moment, °.
knew the required answer, the coveted honour
was within my grasp, but the Bible told me to |
prefer others before myself, and this girl was

my friend, She only needed a hint, one word,

and I knew she would remember all that was

necessary. opeaking while reciting lessons
was strictly forbiuGen by our governess, but I
took out my pocket handkerchief, <ctghed, and
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quickly whispered the word which I knew would
save my companion. She took advantage of
my hint, and remained head of the class; but
for me a speedy judgment followed. - When
accused of having spoken, I dared not lie, so
received two more bad marks to add to the one
for unpunctuality ; but worse, far worse than
this was the blow dealt me by the friend I had
rescued at the cost of my own advancement.
.She unhesitatingly denied having heard what I
had said. This literally staggered me for a
moment, and bitterly did I reproach her when
later we spoke together, but she was scornful
in her denials, and I knew when we parted
that our friendship, which had been bound by
shlemn oaths to endure through eternity, was
destroyed. During that entire day the same
evil chance followed me. On every side I was
misunderstood or reprimanded for things I had
not done, until I grew fearful and bewildered.
Al my sclf-satisfaction seemed to shrivel up;
the confident reliance I had had upon God melted
away, the warm glow which aad enveloped me
and .made ‘mie feel so strong had grown chill
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and feeble, and a sullen despair seemed creeping
over me with a resentful sense of injustice. As
the ea.ly winter evening came on I wandered:
about the house disconsolately, too proud to
confess the soreness of my wounded feelings,x
too miserable to stay in the warm <heerful
nursery where the little brothers were playing.
We children had been left to the care of ser-
vants, and in the cgreat lonely house the nursery
was the one bright spot.  Finally, I went to the
library where the shutters of the windows were
not yet closed, and curled myself up among the
cushions in one of the low wide seats. I can -
see the little crumpled figure now, with the
sore child’s heart almost bursting, and the
rebellious tears which came hot and fast, dashe. .
away by angry little hands. The room grew
darker and the things in it turned to mere
shadowy outlines, but the small form in the
window-seat sat on looking hopelessly at the
frosty stars which blinked and' twinkled moek- |
ingly. )

“ Nobody loves ;n_e, nobody cares. It's no
use trying. I don’t believe there is a God, or
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He would not let people not understand. Why
do people hurt me so when I want to be
good ?”

Poor little angry, doubting, lonely child. 1
feel sorry for her as I sit here to-night, writing
.to you. are you sorry for her, or do you not
understand ?

The hot tears came faster still, and the child
let them fall. Presently a cold nose rubbed
itself against her hand, and a yellow greyhound
jumped up beside her. Passionately she threw
her arms around the dog drawing him tightly
to her.

“Q Zippy, Zippy, love me! Love me back!
Don’t run away, 1 love you Zip, love me back,
ove me back!”

Please be sorry for the little child,

I think I never have loved you as I loved
you yesterday.
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XXXVIII

PARIS,
New Year's Day 1343,

The very first words that I write in this glad
New year of grace must be for you; but have
you welcome large enough for all the love they
bring, the wishes that every good on earth .may
come to you, the prayer that sorrow and pain
may never be your portion, the trust that future
years may gather only blessings, joy, delight
for you, till life shall close, and gentle death
shall bring you peace ?

For the letters you send my brother 1 cannot
thank you in writing when I know you to be
so near, therefore meet me as usual, and you-
will find me appreciative of this latest kindness
added to so many earlier ones.

They tell me that once an Academician, a
man becomes something between a rock and a
mummy ; is this true, and shall you turn in%o
this sensitive thing ?  Are the following German

characters correct ? Hkk liebe dich.
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XXXIX
Wednesday.

Your account of Rachel amused me very
much, one can hardly blame her for being
annoyed at the absurd interruptions during her
recitation. Yes, certainly I will come for the
walk. At two oclock to-morrow, Thursday.
Do pray for iine weather, this sort of thing may
be good for fishes, but I hardly swim well
enough to enjoy it——A demain.

XL

Friday Evening, 154 January 1843.
You seecmed so anxious lest I should suffer
from our drenching that I send a line to assure
you that I am all right. My cheeks burned so
when I came in that my cousin Madame G
asked if I had fever; I did not tell her the
yaried excitements we had gone through in

order to find a shelter from the tempest, enough
I think to account for a d%zen fevers! What

a rain Chat was, worse a thousand times than
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‘that of a fortnight ago, when I declined to play
the part of fish, Why were you sad yesterday ?
~The question has sorcly puzzled me since we .

parted. Au revoir, an revoir !/

XLI
Safurday,

Sotired! Oh so tired am I, that were it not
for my promise I would not write ; instead I
should like to sleep, but happiness I think makes
me wakeful. Could I but be sure of such
dreams as our meeting of yesterday 1 would
sleep in spite of happiness, knowing that they
would bring so deep a joy that in them I could’
lull my soul to sweet forgetfulness till we could

meet again.

XILII
1,30—— I/ﬁ;‘dﬁ&’ﬂfﬂ_}q -
Sanuary 1843.

The weather is <> uncertain that I have
decided not to walk, and send this before two
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o'clock that you may not wait for me. Were
you quite just yesterday, or kind? I think you
- were neither. And because I may or may not
do this or that one day and not another, you
should not claim the one or the other as a pre-
cedent, Unless you promise to- remember my
conditions, and to keep your own promises, our.
walks must be discontinued. You would not
believe that I scriously meant this when I said
it the other day, almost a week ago, but do you
not believe it now? You call the walks a
pleasure ; you tell me they are the greatest
happiness you know ; yet deliberately you pre-
vent them from being enjoyed, and this by your

- own perverseness. s this reasonable ?

XILIII

(Letter missing)

XLIV

(Letter missing)
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XLV
200k January 1843,

A truce, a truce, a truce! Life is not worth
the living at such a price as this. I cry mea
culpa, so have done; let this unseemly strife
between us end, and let us be at peace. So |
weary am I, so tired, I think I would purchase
peacc at any price, if death itself must prove
the penalty. Come, I have drugged my con-.
scicnce. We'll look at it together. It lies so

still—so still—what is so still as a conscience

drugged? [ seem unable to find a simile

strong enough; out of your cleverness, your
mocking, cutting rhetoric of speech, your wit,
your irony, your cruel, cold sharp cynicism, _
choose me a fitting phrase to say how still, how |
stilly quiet a thing a drugged conscience is. 1
am very weak in words, actions are my forte,
apd actions they say speak louder than words!
~ So still, so still, so deadly still! My God! I
know how still it lies, I have found the simile,
The gaunt ghastl - skeleton rotting on the
sand !'!! There it is; the simile, nct the skele- -
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ton, I write so fast I may not make the words
distinct. But you must see it ; even in a dream
it was cut so sharp against God’s heaven of
blue. It never moved so much as a hairs
breadth ; the white ghostly thing with the stars
looking at it pityingly in the oft south wind.
Even the brecze did not move it ; and the sun,
burning with a furnace hecat, never stirred it,
only bleached it drier and drier. Heavens, it
was dry enough I trow when I saw it, perhaps
now 1t is whitened dust, blown to the four
corners of the earth. Then it could no longer
be my simile, for it would move, and movement
for a conscience drugged is a foolish contradic-
tion in terms. Well now love me—Ilove me
back! love me back! I feel like that little
crumpled figure that once sat in the window-
seat in the dusky gloaming all alone. The poor
little angry, doubting, lonely child, whom I told
you I was sorry for. She had fought herﬁf‘lﬂ{
ficht with such a confident, conceited, phari-
saical little ignorant heart, and when the end
came it was “ Love me, ~c7e! l.ove me back.

I love yeu” And the little yellow greyhound,
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poor faithful affectionate dead and buried little
Zippy dog, settled warmly down beside her in
the chilly dark and licked the angry childish
hands which had dashed the tears away, and
loved her back again. “Is thy servant a dog
that he should 4o this thing?” The term dog
does not seem (o be used in quite a flattering
sense in this somewhat sarcastic biblical ques-
tion, but for myself I rather query if the fidelity
of a dog has ever been equalled by a man.
What think you? Ask pardon, then love me
back, love me 'back! Love is the only real
sunshine, and without sunshine 1 cannot live.
I have a sharp pain in my side, the left; 1is that

where conscience is, or only one’s heart?

XLVI

PARIS, 24 February,

Could we not find some new place for our
walks? There are too many people one knows
in Paris now to mal 2 it either safe or amusing

to risk meeting them, - .t
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XLVII

(Letter missing)

XLVIII
PAT 3,

Sunday Mornin,, 11th February.

Wer besser l1e6t?  Should you ever ask me
that question again most unhesitatingly could
1 give the answer——1 love best. But you
will not think so when I add that I shall not
be able to see you to-day, I am feeling anything
but well, and several annoying things prevent
all hope of my being able to enjoy our walk.
Further, I cannot name any day or hour just at
present when I can promise to come. We
must trust to circumstances growing favourable.
With a most unsmiling face do I write all this,
for I am disappointed, mazs
~wous 7 All the world scems going to Chh\d:k;\

from my window, as I write, I scc men, women, -

gue <oules-

and children coming and going up the wide
steps of the Madeleine [1™an endless ceaseless

stgeam. -
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There 1s a place (I will not tell you where,
and you are never likely to come across it), but
there is one lovely corner of the Wﬂﬂd, where, -
could I go to-day, 1 should feel the better for
it. A quiet spot, where prayer is real and faith
is not a dreca. - Imagine a wide, blue lake,
stretched out in shimmering beauty ; from its
shores rise gently-sloping hills, grass-covered,
or thick with foliage in every shade of green,
where deep cool shadows lie in dark streaks so
restful amidst the flooding sunshine. Far off is
one white-capped mountain peak, kissed every
morning by the earliest sunbeam and the first
pink flush of dawn, and cvery evening greeted
by the latest crimson glow of the purple god as
he slowly sinks to rest. Fair islands dot the
lake, fairest of all the one I take you to on a
quiet summer Sunday. Through a wood, along
a narrrw winding path with high trees on either
sid- must you go, until a pile of stones sur-
- mounted by a cross arrests your cye. The
path leads on, and a stillness seems to have
fallen on you as y~u walk, perhaps from the
shadow of the cross. Soon, quite straight before
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you is a wooded grove of white birch trees, tall
slim poplars, and young leafy oaks. A space
is hére, around it rustic scats, and fronting you
as you stand, a rocky altar twined with flowers,
above this a tall white cross with arms out-
stretched. Overhead only the “":ep blue vault
of heaven, around the trano .l water of the
lake, The place is Lmﬁf but slowly onc by
one the rustic seats fill quietly; those who fll
them sceming to be hushed by the same curious
stillness which has fallen on you since passing
the wayside cross. There is something holy in
the silence, and the whisper of the breeze which
just stirs the leaves in passing making them
glint and flash in the sunlight, seems to fill you
with a strangely penetrating sense of calm.
Suddenly, in the distance, comes a faint far

sound of voices singing, at first almost unheard,
but each moment growing clearer, louder~in the
hymn of praise ; and presently a strain of n\mc\
swells the sound, while white-robed choristers
wend along the curving path, their fresh young
voices mounting up towarl=-heaven, higher and

higher, until, as the surpliced band reaches the
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space before the altar the sound has grown to

thnllmg gladness. Those "quiet ones who fill
the - rustic seats have ]mned their voices to the |
song, and joyous echoes fill the shadowy wood,
floating far across the shining lake. Ah, this is
-indeed " - its purest, simplest form. The
"stiliness falls &, ain, one single earnest voice
pleading to God above for mercy and for-
civeness of sins to erring mortals, being the only
one that breaks upon the air., High above the
kneeling forms stands the tall white cfﬂss, not |
only as the emblem of that other shameful tree
upon which’ hung "the God Man, but with
a loving, yearning tenderness all its own.
Strangely enough it bends slightly forward, not
sufficiently to affricht you, lest weighted with
atll the E;g{:}ny and woe of those for whose sins
it once bore the sacrifice, it should fall upon
and crrish y.c;-u, but tenderly, wooingly, as though
to- caw you nearer and enfold yqul in the
" stretched -out arms, “mighty to save”” Hot -
waves of feeling sweep over you, strange un-
bidden tears come ~3" your cycs, the world and

scheming noisy life scem immeasurahly far off
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+ from you in this island chapel by the lake with

~only God’s high, freec heaven for a dome.
‘Thoughts which have not been yours for years
come crowding quickly, speakine with small

. still voices. Those you have loyr d and lost, and s
perfcarce bave learned to l'fﬁihaut feel nearer
tn you in that lovely, lonely spot than they ever
can in a busy world ; some spell draws you
close to them with all the old, warm love of
long ago. The prayers are over, the glad

* praise mounts once more o Heziven and then,
as the choristers wind slowly thrmugh the wood

" again, the sound of’ smgmg voices grows fainter
and fainter, dying away at last in a distant,
deep Amen. The hushed sense of silence

comes anew, all is so still.

I saw it once long years ago, the strangely
peaceful, lake-side chapel in the wood ; I wish
I could show it to you to-day.

But it is not here, not in brilliant Paris ;
there is no room for it, no soil on wh¥h to
plant so plain a cross, and in all the wide, broad
streets of Paris not space enorrh for that narrow

curving path leading to the altar, and where
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the Amen dies away. It is not here, but the
old life is, the wicked, ola humbugging life of
the wicked, old humbugging world, with its
iron force of habit, its pleasant, mocking smiles,
its thousand -~ursed doubts and wonderings,
its cool, intellec...' reasonings, its.saturnine
humour, its red-blooded passions.  Vive [amonr
is the song sung best in Paris—Love is the
god we worship, you and I, the dear god who
claims our adoration. And ’tis not a bad -
worship after all, not for us, for you and for me
—in Patis.

It looks like snow. I am wise, I think, to
decide against our walk for to-day, but unless 1
send this letter quickly, it will hardly reach you
before the hour when we should have met, 1

kiss you in my heart, ax revoir.

XLIX

Sunday Eventng, 1114 Fféma?j.

Dear heart, da not cavil at my every word,

almost my every thought. I was really ill
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this morning, and therefore could not walk;
really occupied with nccessar}; things (all con-
cerning other people), therefore could not meet
you, much as I wished to do sn. Yesterday
afternoon I too found the weather superb, yet
where de you suppose I spent the glorious
sunshiny hours? In the Petit St. Thomas, that
fearful shop, crushed, crowded, almost suffo-
cated ; tormented to buy on the right side and
on the left, elbowed by fat women who had
breakfasted on onions, mes panvres preds écrasés
by fatter men come to buy cotton night-caps.
Altogether it was a pleasant way to spend a
perfect afternoon, far pleasanter than merely
walking with you in the park at Versailles or
-under the great trees at St. Germain! My
cousin 1s going away on Thursday, and wanted
me to help her with her shopping. Could I
say “ No, I would rather =not, thank you kindly ;-
I have promised to spend just that time with
the cleverest, wittiest man in France, he is far
more amusing than you”? Be reasonable, at
least outwardly. It is the li*‘le outward reason

that. leaves us a few loopholes in this mad
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world of ours for bits of delicious stolen happi-
ness. | |

What have you for me that I shall think-_-'
stupid? Yor n.ust have gone a long way to '.
find that, a stupid thing, when your hands
give if. o

That very last walk must not be repeated—
in detail, comprones-vous ? en gros, mais pas en

Jitail. Please remember this.

L

(Letter missing)

L1
162k February,

Oh the lovely pins, how charming of you!
The blue shawl I find a trifle gay, but have a
" brilliant idea as to how it had best be used. 1
will explain it to you when we mect. My
cousin is waiting in the carriage for me ; I have
not a moment. Oh for a_little sunshine, what
has happened to “he weather? The very first
fine day I promise to try my best, for see you
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soon—1 must. I was furious with you the other
night at the opera, but to-day I forgive you, ¢#

Je vous awme. Love me back, love me back.

LII
(Letter missing)

LIII

Thursday, February 1843.
Is the Mr. Sharpe whose illness I have just

heard of your friend? I once met him in
London. Poor man. What a monstrous,
threadbare sort of a week I have passed!
- Shops, shops, shops, until every idea in my
head seems turned into lace or ribbon- On
Friday or Saturday I hope to be free. Do take
care of your poor eye. I am sincerely dis-
tressed about if.

LIV
(Letter missing)
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LV -
(Letter missing)

ILVI
27th February 1843.

What can 1 say to you to help your sad
thoughts? You know that you have all my
sympathy. Go at once to London if you think
you ought to do so, or if it would give you
pleasurc, or give pleasure to your sick friend.
You may later regret not having done so. [
will write to you while you are gone, should
yvou decide to go, then, after that, I think 1
will write no more, I dare not, I find more

courage comes to me in speaking.

LVII
Thursday Morning, 15t Marck 1843.
Saturday, at the same time and place, weather

permitting !

“LVIII

(Letter missing)
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LVIX

(Letter missing)

ILX
PARIS, Friday.

If you love the sunshine I adore it! I
sympathise with the religion which makes the
sun its god, so great is my devotion far it. I
know that I am better physically and morally
when it shines upon me ; it improves my temper
and puts mc at peace with mankind. But that
you love me better in sunshine than at other
-times suggests other ideas not so ciear to my
mind as my own are upon the incalculable value
of the sun. No, I do not quite approve of this;
it does not appeal to me with the entire appre-
ciation which most of  your ideas excite. 1
have just read the final sentence of your note
again, and more carefully, and find that I was
a trifle hasty in my rendering of it. You
distinctly say after all, that*}}c:u love me “das
Yous les temps,” but that the happiness of seeing
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me is greater happiness when the sun illuminates
it. Now the subtilty of this distinction appeals
to me delightfully, for does it not prove that
sunshine affects ~-ou as it does me, giving you
more pleasure in all life, even in love? A4 /a |
bosne frenve, 1 like you to think like me, and T
try to think with you. |

What an inanely stupid letter! A bread-
and-butter miss of sixteen would blush to send
it! But.l feel idiotic, rather drunk with sunshine,
I have so long been starved without it. Light
your cigarette with my silly silly letter,-mon
bear soledd, it is the wisest use you can make
of it, if even in that very distant form the word
wise can be written near it.  Oh Sonnenschein !
Oh Sonnenschein ! A mardi. |

£.5.—1 forgot to say that I am going to the

country.

—_—

LXI

Saturday, 1914 Marck 1843, |

There are letters and if.zters, as I suppose

there are varying distinctions between fools _as
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a class and philosophers as a class. Having
sent you my last epistle in the guise of the
most infantile of weak little black and white
fools, I will try to-day to desp:7:ch my thoughts
by an old philosopher gray and hoary with
wisdom. = Wisdom shall look from his cyes and
his wrinkled forehead, in his bushy brows and

snowy locks, and shall run down his venerable

beard as the oil ran down Aaron’s in the Bible
story. By the way, when in England did you
ever hear that story sun'g as a sacred anthem ?
I have, once, but I am not particularly keen
about doing so again. The oil ran down his
beard, ran down—Aaron—-the oil—it ran—his
‘beard ran down—down—down—Aaron—down
.—the o1l, the oil, the oil, down Aaron——down
-—down—the oil his beard ran down—ran—
- God knows where it finally did or did not run
or whether it was the .oil, or Aaron, or the
‘beard which eventually ran down—down—
down—. The only comprehensive impression
- left upon my mind when the anthem was over
was that the beard aid Aaren and the oil were

going on in such an extraordinary and improper



go AN AUTHOR'S LOVE LXI

manner and getting so mixed, that I felt
decidedly shy about having anything to do with '
any of them. |

I have written to a friend of mine in London
for the rare and valuable book you so much
wished for: if any one can procure it he will be
able to do so; his own library is one of the.
best in the country, and he has exceptional
chances for picking up literary gems. If he is |
in tow= he will answer at once, and will also
begin his search for the book without loss of
time, but it may be that he is abroad—h< fre-
quently goes away at this season. However,
my letter is gone, is already posted, and just so
soon as 1 receive his answer I will send it to
you. Let us hope that it may be favourable .
in every way. You need not be uneasy lest
my asking for the book may cause astonishment.
My book-worm friend is accustomed to my
eccentricities, and will not give the request a
second thought—not in the way you fear. As
for the price, if you propose paying such a sum
as that I can only say, ® F ather you than me!”

« Me ” would very strongly object,.although. as
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a rule I consider money spent in books as well
invested. ’ )

Why oh why are you so sad? In almost
every letter you tell me that yon are friste,
do you think it makes me gay to hear it?
What can- I do for you, what say to you, in
what words write to you, in order to cure you
of this mortal melancholy? I try cach mood
in turn, grave and gay, silly and serious; I
rack my brain for stories to make you=laugh,
for something to bring a smile to your grave lips,
becaue always in my ear are ringing the words
you write so often—~¢riste, trés triste, bien triste.
* How can I cheer your sadness? Only tell me,
and you shall be #risfe no more. Wil it please
vou to hear that for Monday, the whole of
Monday, a long long happy Monday, I can be
yours ? I shall be free for the entire day, and
will use my freedom ir making myself your
captive, “ An it please you, my lord.” Does 1t
please you, will you order sunshine, and a gentle
western breeze, and a happiness which nothing
~ can disturb, and a orcat grert love for me, and

a cheerful selon and cosy little déreuner a la
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Jfourchette at the Pavillon Henri Quatre, near
the great trees at St. Gerinain where Louise dé
ta Vallicre loved the king, and where the :
magnificent LoTis XIV loyed Louise? Wil_l'-_
you order all this and have it ready for Monday, .
blessed Monday the 21st day of March in the
year of grace 1843 ? |
Now have I not kept my promise and sent
you a letter freighted with wisdom, for do I not -
know *hat the wisdom you like best in me, and -
find the wisest, is the folly of love? Ah yes, I
know, and I love you for your wise fol'y, as

you love me in return for my foolish wisdom.

LXI1
Monday Fuentng, 2158 March 1843.

Once upon a time there was a little girl
called Mary who had a friend named Grace.
The friend was older than Mary, and in the
child’s affection for her was mingled a little
fear and not a little hur.bleness. One da;i"

Mary’s mother said to her, “1If you are very
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good for a whole week, study your lessons well,
and are careful with your copy, and neither
make a noise nor ask firesome questions, you
shall go and spend Saturday w™h Aunt Marion
at Clnver-Patch, it the weataer is quite fair,
and take Giracie with you.”

This announcement to the child meant just
bliss, absolute bliss, nothing more and nothing
less.  Aunt Marion was the dearest, kindest
old maid aunt in the world ; Clover Paich was
the dearest old house in existence, and had the
mosta beautiful gardens and clover fields, filled
~with fruit and flowers. Oh how weﬁry long
the week seemed to little Mary., She studied
her lessons until her little brain was dizzy, and
wrotc out her copy over and over again, very
careful to make big round letters, but afraid to
ask what the words meant because mother
might call it a tiresome question.

NOTHING NEW UNDER THE SUN.

It looked very much like a lie, and Mary
hardly liked to write it over, so often. Her
doll was new, with its pretty pink cheeks and
roynd little body, so new that Mary was afraid
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to take it to Clover Patch with her, much as
she wanted to show it te~Aunt Marion. - You
sec the paint had not. rubbed off yzt, and no
holes had beer stuck in the body, so Mary -
could not know that it w;s stuffed with saw-
dust. Sevcral things she could think of were
new, but she would not run any risk, so held
her peace. Every night she prayed with a
beautiful faith that it might be “quite fair
weather” on Saturday, and she was painfully
quiet that no sound of hers might imperil the
success of the trip to Clover Patch. The day -
came, warm and bright ; Grace was sweet and
graciﬂus : Aunt Marion her dear old self ; fruit,
flowers, fresh country milk, evr:rything. was
delicious.  The children played in the new-,
mown hay, gathered buttercups, and shouted
with !delight when the little round gold spot
was reflected in their dimpled chins, tossed
cowslip balls and twined daisy chains, fed the
downy vyellow chickens, and gazed entranced
at the new litter of pigs, the funny round pinky
white and black thipgs with sweet little curled-up

tails. A very long, long happy day at Clover
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Patch was bliss indeed. But the children grew
tired at fast, and = little cross, and almost
before t}_‘?y knew it an awful ending had come
to their happiness. (louds -were coming up
quickly, and Marf orew {rig tened—she was
terribly afraid of a thunderstorm. Grace was
‘not at all sympathetic, but a good deal superior
to her younger fricnd, and she only laughed at
little Mary’s troubled face, “Oh, Gracie, let us
go into the house quickly, 1t is getting so
dark.”

“I did not know you were a coward.”

“OUh, I'm not a coward, but look, quick, oh,
there’s the thunder.”

“Well, if you're not a coward, stay here.”

“But oh, Gracie—the lightning, please
come In.”

“ Now you are going to cry. I woulan’t be
a coward and a cry-baby both.”

The words were bad enough, they made
Mary's little hecart swell with indignation, but
the laugh—the heartless mocking laugh so hard
and scornful with tI'» cruel scorn of childhood—

was more than little Mary’s heart could bear.
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She clenched her fist tight with sudden passion,
her small face -ras very white. )

“And now you arc a little spitf e,” Grace
sald suddenly, b=fore her companion had time
to speak. _ A

“And you——you are a liar, and liars go to
hell, and the devil burns them !” ..

The words almost choked her, but she had
said them, those awful words which made her .
trembie when mother told her about them on
Sunday nights. And said them to Grace, her
friend that she loved. Oh what an ending to
the blissful summer day! |

Do you believe tn asoul? Is it an embryo,
a spiritual essence;a germ? Shall everything
that we have now, all that we are, all the fears
and loves and hatreds that we feel in the ﬂESh,.
fall away and leave us only a seed, and shall
one seed know another seed for the old love it
loved on earth when both are changed and
cloritfied? Or does 1t go and dwell in a star,
this spirit which they say wings its flicht above
and is not buried in the griund with the poor
~ body it has lived with always but which it
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- leaves behind to worms? And do the stars
Ifecagnise each other *
" Some “ise ones tell us we shall meet again
and be the same ; same hands, se-ne feet, a mouth
to eat and 'kiss, “raised incorn ptible ”—that i
- the phrase. In which do you believe? Tell me.
My heart and I are very tired to-night, we
| have puzzled so long over old things and new.
But there is nothing new, nothing absolutely
new can be, because the days of miracles are
over, and although the world still has its full
complement of fools, they are nineteenth cen-
tury fools who do not believe in miracles. It
Is, however, given to some silvery tongues to tell
old truths so cunningly, and “o turn their old
dyed garments so cleverly, that even the fools
are taken in. It strikes me that we grow a
little too analytical and metaphysical to be

quite amusing. Good-night.

LXIII

Saturday, 10 AM., 30tk March,

It must be for "onday from two to five,

to-day I cannot possibly leave,
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LXIV
Friday Morning, & y April, -

Only a short time since I wrotc to you that
the time of mira les was p;;st, and 10, one has
happened! Is that a proper term to apply to
1 miracle? I am unaccustomed to such things.
Do they happen, or take place, or merely exist 3
they are certainly puzzling. On Monday, for
to-morrow 1 cannot come, I will explain the
miracle, and you shall tell me how to under-
stand it. Now do remember this; so_often
when we meet we quite forget, at leas. I do,
the things I mean to tell you, for instance, you
never said whether you liked my little essay on
Wilheln Meister, and 1 wrote it more for your
opinion than for anything else. Do not spoil
the coming Monday as you did the last, it really
is too stupid for us to quarrel as we do, even
the “making up” does not really make up for
what we each time lose and suffer., When I
am gone you will regret it all, and I probably

shall regret it still more. ~Let us be more sen-
sible.
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I.XV

PARIS, Tuesday, 12th April,

A, that was a happy day with no draw-
back, if only your poor eyes diu not suffer from
that wretched cowrant d’air. 1 scarcely dare
write lest some word or phrase of mine may.
spoil the “afterglow,” which I know cannot
last long, but which I would hold undisturbed
in its perfect beauty until the last tint~steals
away ; even then it will always have a dear
corner tn my memory, a place to itself in my
gallery of mind pictures, a little quiet place
where the brilliancy of the other paintings will
not clash or be too strong for the soft tones and
dreamy tenderness of this,

At dinner last night some one spoke of
Catullus and his works, but I did not own to
having read them. A d*cussion arose as to
the precise date at which women’s influence in
the world began, and the various opinions

amused me.  Tell me yours,
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LXVI

Y

PARIs, “d May.

I wore the ivy in my hair to-n’sht when 1 -
dined with the C »mtesse de"B——, ~oing after-
wards to see the jfex d'arfifice 1t suddenly
struck me in the middle of dinner that they
might compare me to a ruin in consequence of
my decorations, and I was quite uncomfortable ;.
it would be exactly like M. N——, who was
present, to do this. Here is a little comparison
for you, a little conundrum for you to find an )
answer to by the time we meet, or if vou are

very industrious you may discover it before that

and write me the_answer.

LXVII
(Letter missing)

-,

LXVIII
PARIS, 1322 fune 1843,
I think I cannot bes# it much longer, this

incessant quarrelling when we meet, and your
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unkindness during the short time that you are
with me~ Why not .et it all end ? it would be
better for “oth of us, -I do not love you less
when I wiite these words; if }UL’. could know
the sadness whieh they echo in my heart you
would believe this. No, I think I love you
more, but I cannot understand you. As you
have often said, our natures must bec very
different, entirely different; if so, what is this
curious bond between them? To me ycu seem
possessed with some strange restlessness and
morbid melancholy which utterly spoils your
life, and in return you never see me without
overwhelming me with reproaches, if not for
one thing, for another. I tell you 1 cannot,
will not, bear it longer. If you love me, then in
God’s name cease tormenting me as well as
yourself with these wretched doubts and ques-
tionings and complain*s. 1 have been ili,
seriously ill, and there is nothing to account
for my illness save the misery of this apparently
hopeless state of things existing between 1;5*
You have made me w :ep bitter tears of alternate
self-reproach- and indignation, and finally of



102 AN AUTHOR'S LOVE - LXIX"

complete miserable bewilderment as to this un-

happy conditica of affai’s, Believe me, tears -

like these are not gocd to mingle with love,
they are toc b.tter, too scorching, they blister
love’s wings and fall too heavily on love’s heart.
I feel worn out with a dreary sort af hopeless-
ness ; if you know 2 cure for pain like this send

it to me quickly.

LXIX

PARIS, Safurday, 6 P.M., 23d fune,

One line before I have to dress for a large
dinner at Madamec de G 's,  Although I

said good-bye to you less than an hour ago, I

cannot refrain from writing to tell you that a
happy calm which seems to penetrate my whole
being seems also to have wiped out all remem-
brance of the misery and unhappiness which has
overwhelmed me lately., Why cannot it always
be so, or would life perhaps be then too blessed,
too wholly happy for it to be life? 1 know
that you are free to-nigh*” will you not write to

me, that the first words my eves fall upon
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to-morrow. shall prove that to-day has not been
~a dream? Yes, writ. to me. . have not taken

cold.

LXX
Sth July.

Let me dream—1ULet me dream.

LXXI -
PARIS, 285i4 July.

When I remember how short the time now
is beiore you must lcave and all our happy
days be wer, I can scarce write for the grief
that comes over me. In losing you 1 shall lose
my other better self, and must wander on as
aimlessly as those tortured ones in Dante’s hell,
who have lost their mates and can know peace
never again. Will yow think of me when you
have gone, think kindly and never bitterly?  If
I have hurt you I have hurt myself far more,
so let that make amends.

I must soon decile where my summer is tc

be spent ; all my plans have been in abeyance
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lately, it was so fair to dream and idly drift
from day to duay withou” any fixed -plan or.
purpose. But all dreeming must, ~ suppose,
onc day end- And the end should be good,
peaceful, and con venable. Before all things, no -
regrets, Or reproaches, or vain looking back ;
no futile wishing that things had been other.
than they were and are. So to part were well,
perhaps better than to drcam on indefinitely.
When a break comes naturally and calmly, a
journey, a friendly parting, is 1t not wiser to
accept quietly this solution, to go our several
ways in life in peaceable commonplace fashion,
rather than to wait for an end whi.n may be
tragic, or worse still, a wretched, played-out
comedy ? Think of this, my friend, and tell
me the result of your thoughts,

LXXII
Thursday, 28th July.
Your letter received last evening was no
answer to minc of the 2gth. Will you not
write? I wished to speal” to you on Monday,
but could not. ]
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LXXIII

. PARIS,
Thursday Evening, 2d August 1843.

-

It was an odd interview ; I ' m not quite sure
“to-night whether [ am myself, or some one else,
you wiil probably suggest that I am neither,
-only a statue made of a material a trifle colder
than marble. In truth, you would not be far
wrong this time, for I feel frozen ; not externally,
I took no cold and nope you did not, but all
- my 1deas secm congealed. You are writing to
me, 1 know, perhaps at this very moment.

What witl. you say, I wonder, how will you
| speak of our curious interview? I think I
know what onc part of your letter will be, one
idea that in some form or other you will suggest,
Tt is this, that we put away the past, and begin
anew. You will express it more poetically, in
choicer language, but that will be the sense
‘underlying your words, at least I think so. 1
shall be very curious to see if I have judged
rightly. .

-
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- LXXIV
Ath A wust 1843.

Yes, it vas a good “reconimencement,”
whether absolui:ly wise or not is another
question which we had better not discuss. But

I was very happy, happy for one long golden
afternoon, and that at least is something, no-

small thing either to save and hold and keep as

fact ard memory, Adieu, ¢f ax revorr.

LXXV

- PARIS, 0th August,

I cannot let you go without one line, al-
though it may be the last I write, for your
words wounded me too cruelly yesterday casily
to forget them. They cannot, however, prevent

my wishing you boz voyage.

LXXVI

(Letter missing)
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LXXVII

VERSAILLES,
1124 Augrst 1843.

The whole morning has } zen spent by me
under our favourite trees trying by force of

reading German to make the long hours pass

. more quickly. They are very long these hours

passed without you. The weather is lovely,
that at least is one satisfactory bit in the gener-
ally muddled state of my affairs. I can walk
all day if I like, and be troubled neither by
undue neat nor rain. Very few people are here;
the two  -etty children of Lady C—— have
been left in charge of their nurse while her
ladyship disports herself and her toilettes at
Trouville ; old M. de L—-— still p’u.rsues his re-
searches in the gallery for his Notes on Painting
(what an awful book it will be when finished !) ;
and an American family, who afford me much
amusemcnt, are about the only humans I see.
This Transatlantic party are delicious, each one
perfect in his or lber particular way. They
have actually crossed that terrible Atlantic
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Ocean, and made a journey that would stagger
most people, ICr the purnose of educating and
marrying their daughter in foreigr lands. I._H
must begin ry description with th - cjaughter-;m—' )
she is so much the most important member.
She is lovely—a charming ﬁg’;lrr:, complexion
like smooth young rose leaves, wavy brown
hair, good eyes, and teeth quite perfect. But -
her voice, Mon Dien ! her voice! Do they |
never .teach their children to modulate their
voices in that country? It is something quite |
too awful. This girl comes into the salle ¢
manger dressed delightfully, a trifle mich, and
with diamonds in her ears that i England
would be worn at a Court ball ; but she is so
pretty that she almost produces the effect of a
picture, so the dressing, even in its inappropti-
ateness, would not matter so much if only she
would remain a picture and not open her lips.
But that shrill, unmusical voice, high over every
other sound in the room, is quite terrible. No
matter who is talking, even the rest of her own
party, she still screams or likc a pretty young

peacock until one’s ears tingle. . The plump
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mamma, wearing more diamonds, does not
seem to mind this in the least, ~r in fact any-
thing else- which her daughter does or does not
do. She is ‘uite placid under all circumstances,
and plainfy shows that she-is a generation
behind the girl in education and culture. The
papa is going to encounter the Atlantic again,
. and be absent from his family for months, that
he may make more dollars for his family to
spend, and be able to send supplies for the
trousseau of Mademoiselle, for the pretty daughter
1s engaged, the fiancé being no less a personage
than I'ttle Prince P-——, that small atéacké of
the Sara’qian Legation in London whom I
~always thought the most ferlorn, moth-eaten
human specimen 1 ever met. He is c75/f do
dettes, and they say scrofulous, but his coiyornne
Jermde, like charity, covers a multitude of sins.
They gladly pay his debts, these good demo-
cratic Americans, with their hardly - earned
dollars, and still more gladly bestow upon him
their sweet young daughter, blooming with
health and bcauty. _The sight of it all is rather

disgusting ; one is «pt to hope better things
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from a new country claiming to be free from
~ old-world follies. ..

The owl's feather came safely, but was not
necded for the purpose you men ion. Even -
without it under my pillow as a dream talis-
man, my sleeping as well as waking thoughts
are seldom given to any one but yourself,
Hardly a safe employment for them, I know,
and each day I tell myself that the time has
come to seek something else as mental food,
while evening rcturns only to find the old .
thoughts occupied as usual. Adieu! I await

. your letters with impatience.

TXXVIII

(Letter missing)

LXXIX
September 1843.
Ah, why did we meet again! Why disturb
a memory grown calm and peaccful by an
actuality gloomy, stormy, mutually reproachful !
What is this strange, to.menting, mysterious
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affinity which seems to bind us together when
reason, simple common sense cven, so plainly
says that there is something so radically differ-
ent in our patures that union of spirit is a
simple impussibility ?  This sort of thing, this
meeting and fru’tless regretting, is silly childish-
ness, it has not even the dignity of madness to
excuse it. Come, in common sense, let us end
‘the whole matter. You are leaving Paris
almost immediately ; good, then do not let us
meet again! 1 will wish you oz voyage as a
friend. We will write to each other sometimes,
forget cach other agradually, and all is said.
This is th~ only sensible thing we can do ; let
us be sensib.e, and let this be.the end.

LXXX

PARIS, Scpiemiber,

I am glad that yﬂu'dfpcl not accept my letter
and its suggestions as final, I am glad that we
did meet beforc you left, and that we were
sensible enough to part friends—the best and
dearest of friends. A ter all that we have been
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to each other, arfy other course than this would,
I think, hardly have proved us to pussess much
spirit, to say nothing of plain common sense.

To-morrow 1 leave Paris and g0 to Hann-
over for a time to revisit nmy old naunts, but
how long I shail remain I dc net yet know.
I send this to Avignon, and shall “hope for a -
long letter from there. Send me some archi-
tectural sketches; you must remember our dis-

cussion about them.

LXXXI

HANNO® R,
268k Sepls nber 1843.

Me woict once more in the old familiar
German town where long ago 1 struggled with
the terrible German language. 1 never told
you, I think, of my first winter here, but it was
amusing enough, or rather it is amusing to look
back upon; at the time there were decided
drawbacks to merriment. My guardian was
not sorry when I petitioned to be sent to
Germany in order to lear 1 the language on the



1Exx1 PROSPER MERIMEE'S ‘INCONNUE’ 113

spot (for well I knew that any attempt on my
part to learn it elsewbere would-be a conspicu-
ous - failure !), and he promptly packed me off
under chargd of some old ladies travelling in
this direction. I was dEpDSit&‘i like a parcel—
“this side up with care,” and “fragile,” marked
in the corners. My new abode was the sunny
little room looking out upon the Georg Strasse,
where, for the sake of old associations, I am
to-day writing to you. Remember at that time
I was innocent of the smallest knowledge of
the language which more than once lately I
have eployed to tell you of the state of my
affections. ok lieke dick meant nothing to me
then: I could not have saic it or written it
had the refusal to do so been extermination.
Frau Finanzrithin Muthmann was the unpro-
‘nounceable title T was told to give the fat,
shapeless woman who was lady of the house,
and ﬁrhﬂ, to add to her slender widow’s income,
consented to take young women like myself
anxious to learn the language of the FFatherland.
Glibly enough can I say her name now, but

then it was not so casy. There were two



114 AN AUTHOR'S LOVE - LXXXI

daughters—a pretty blue-eyed Fraulein Marie,
about twenty, “nd a child with lorg fair braids
of wonderful hair in a.marvellous state of tidi-
ness, and rne son, a lout cal":d Heinrich.
The name has always been odious to me since,
for its owner fell in love with meS and my first
experience of German beer and German Schwdr-
merei combined did not capture my fancy..
He was always drinking beer, that odious
Heinrich, even when indulging in the wildest
metaphors to express his passion for myself.
Had I engaged an apartment in the Tower of
Babel during its building I should h».e been
equally enlightened in regard to what was
coing on around me as I was for the first week
or so in this little German houschold to which
I must not forget to add one other pupil, but
one who was so far advanced in German that
she scorned any other tongue ; and a cousin of
Fraulein Marie—a tall Prussian officer who 1
am convinced kept his ramrod down his back
when it was not needed for active service.
Never shall 1 forget tiow I disgraced myself

the first time this gallan. soldier appeared upon
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the scene. I had never seen the mﬂitary |
social salute=—the Feels click:d sharply to-
gether ; the quick downward jerk of the hea;:i,
and instant raising of it again as though a
snap-hinge united the skull of the magnificent
animal to his spine; the spasmodic motion
from one person to another, for to each in turn
- must the whole performance be strictly gone
through with, from the first stiff taking of
position to the very end of the hinge mowement,
Oh how I laughed and almost suffocated in my
vain efforts to prevent the cntire company from
knowin, what so convulsed me! Later we
became verv good friends-—the Herr Lieutenant
and I ; he did not sciwérm {or me as much as
Heinrich did, and in consequence 1 found him
more agreeable. It was a pleasant life enough ;
I worked hard at mastering the language, and
enjoyed the walks to_beautiful Herrenhausen,
and the afternoon concerts under the trees, and
the early evenings at theatre or opera. We
had seats in the Fremden /Joge near the stage
for the better hearine of the German words,
and. the first_ tenor, from whom three times a
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week I took singing lessons, made eyes at me
in the sentimer'tal parts of his #de. It was a
new sensation to be -made love to so very.
publicly an( yet with no one ' nderstanding |
but myself, an¢ I found it quite romantic.
Yes, it was a decidedly pleasant life, even the
Wurst tasted good, and 1 learned to drink my-
little fasche of Tivoli beer quite comfortably-
before going to bed on theatre nights. We
were '] tucked up and asleep about ten o’clock, -
the plays beginning there before six, and not |
having you to dream about in those early
days I slept soundly, and was all *_-.;a.dy for
the day’s work when I awoke. -~ A simple,
plcasant life, ana I like to recall it as I sit
n mg} old room to-day and feel myself so
charsed. -

1 liked your description of Avignon. 'The
palace of the Popes -1 remember well, and a
little shrine on the old bridge struck me as so.
pretty and picturesque that I made a sketch of
it which T still have. I saw a good deal, I think,
in those few months “;I}}‘?I] I was abroad, but

I long to see more, that is the worst of travel-
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'f"iing“; the cry is always more, more, and one is
never satisfied. .

- Write to me of all your wanderings; I caa
read as marv pages as you will sand, and not

tire of so doing. Adieu.

LXXXII

(Letter missing)

LXXXIII

PARIS, 138k November 1843,

Arried here last evening. To see you
again—-can it be possible! I shall be free all

. day to-morrow,

LXXXIV

(Letter missing)

F
-

LXXXV

PARIS, 1322 December,

We are absolute fcals, no other word will
do.. To part friends, to write each to other as

-
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friends, to have reached a wise calm_phasé of

-existence, to count upon meetinrj again as h
friends with all save happy memories of the past
blotted out, ~nd to make an abswrd flasco of
everything as we did to-day! The contempt 1
feel for myself passes words, and aot to put it
more strongly, my respect for you is decidedly
less. I write no more after signing myself, as
I now do for the last time, M. |

LXXXVI
(L.etter missing)

LXXXVII

Friday, 1484 January 1844.

No, you received no letter from me on
Tuesday, for the simple reason that I did not
- write ong, nor did I this year send you a New
Year Greeting as I did last. If you have kept
my letters—a foolish thing to do by the way—-
rcad that one of last New™Ycar’s Day over again ;

if I reraember rightly ". contains sufficient
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tenderness to content a man for a long time.
I am rather_ill, and have been taking care of
my aunt, who is with me, and who is more Z
still. Th’s must be my excuse for a short and
absolutely ur.nteresting letter, a thing of ink
and paper n)t ceserving the “ame of letter, but
all that I propose sending you, therefore you
~must, I fear, make the best yc:u' can of it.

If you have time for such.trivialities make
me a sketch of our woods.

LXXXVIII

(Letter missing)

LXXXIX

PAasIS, Sunday, 11tk March.

After all, I find that it will be absolutely
impossible for me to meet you to-morrow. I

am sorry, but I really -annot arrange the walk,
a bientdt.
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XC.

Thursday Morning, 15th March,

I am so excited I can hardly wa't to hear
the result. Of course you will e elected, of
that there can be .10 doubt, Wher I next see
you you will be enrolled among the Immortals,
and I shall have a grave Academician all for

myself ! Diew vons garde.

—_—

XClI
Friday, 166k March 1844.

Laugh at me if you will, but I could not
help it, I cried when it was all over and you
were really nominated! 1 know it was the
acme of silliness, but I had worked myself up
to a tremendous pitch of excitement; I do not
think I could have stood your losing the nomina-
. tion, for in spite of all ﬁyc_:u say I feel sure that .
in your heart you cared about it. You must.
be so busy I will not take up a moment longer -
of your time, only send warmest congratulations,
best wishes, love. HAdieu.";}zmz vénérable /
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XCIT

(Letter missing)

XCIII

Of course I saw what you sent me “en pletne
Acaddmic,” and naturally my fizst impulse was
to screen myself behind the friendly hat_of my
next neighbour, in blank terror lest she and all
the world beside should see it too, and know
that it v+as meant for me! How could you do
such a dangerous and compromising thing ? and

how sweet of you to think ~f me at such a
moment and to do it!

Your spcech did not seem in the least too
long, and I enjoyed it immensely. But 1 will
write no more ; we are to_meet soon, in less than
an hcur now, and I can say all the much that
still remains to be said in person., Had I
known it was so late I should not have written,
this will hardly reach you before it is time for

you to come for me. 4 wous de cowur. -
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XCIV

_Paris, 274k Afril 1844.

Your last-letter was so- humble, you your-
self so lamblike and mild during our last walk,
that the soft and unusual glow of your complai-
sance still floats around me like a halo. My
friends do not know me in this effulgent, radiant .
state, and I assure you my success at dinnets
and balls is something quite phenomenal. Does |
this announcement enrage you, or are you still
like the tenderest morsel of spring mutton ?
As I passed the butchers’ shops to-day 1nd saw
paper roses pinned on their prize sheep, I vras
strongly tempted-to stop and buy some to send
to you at Strasburg.

I am just so happy that it is a pleasure
merely to live. Nothing particular has happened
to produce this exaggerated state of feeling, but
it 1s in the sweet “ youngness” of the yea= the
tenderness of the first spring foliage, the tiny little
leaves uncurling so gently, the life in the balmy
air like a pure wine exkilarating but not grossly
intoxica”ing, the butterfl: "children with innocent
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eyes toddling_along the Champs Elysées, the
sky all dotred with ficecy rainbow-tinted clouds,
studding the heavens with sapphires and opals
which flast in the mellow sunshir> Only to
live on such « day as this is purc happiness,
but to live with the knﬂwlejge that another
heart beats with you and for you, another warm,
-_Iiving, loving humaa being thinks of and cares
for you, ah, 2zvi/e happiness doubled and in-
tensitied. Can you wonder that [ am gay when
+ I feel and know all this, and when I am in this
loveliest city by the Seine, this brilliant flashing
Paris? Come back to me here, and I promise
tha” our thread of life shall be taken up again
where it was dropped, as though no break or
pause of any kind had come in the weaving of
it. Come back to me, but quickly, while the
sunshine lasts.

XCV

PARIS,
Tuesday, 30th July.

How long it is since 1 have written to you,
but.meeting every day was better, was™it not ?
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better than the best of letters. Now 1 suppose
that little interJude is over, and thac we butl_m
n.ust “to life again,” an outside, oth~r people’s
life, a nois», bustling, ordinary 1fe. Well,
dreaming for ever would, I suppose, end in
softening of the Lrain, and we 3til~ have heads,
~although for so long now hearts have been
trumps. I feel that I must make an effort, and
seriously pull r=yself together, must go away
somewhere and show the world, my portion of
it at least, that I still do live, and am tolerably .
sane. How much longer shall you be in Paris?-
I ought to go to the country almost imme-
diately, but I promise to see you again first.-

XCVI
PARIS, 1874 August,

You see 1 am still here in spite of your sar-
castic suggestion the other day, that it~ was
quite possible for me to take “ French leave,”
Let me know to-morrow the date when you
must leave Paris, that I"may make my arrange-

ments & :cordingiy.
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XCVII
(Letter missing)

XCVIII .

PARIS,

5t Seplembey 1844.
After changing "all my plans and remaining
on here simply for the pleasure of seeing you
again, I find our interview of the day, before
yesterday, and your letter of Monday 3d, just,
punishment for the &é#se 1 have evidently com-
mitted in doing so. You bid me an eternal
acieu, “pendant que wvons avez du cowrage.”
" Merci. You suggest that wve can love each
other only at a distance, that perhaps when we
- have both rcached a comfortable old ape we
may meet again with pleasure, but that while
- waiting for this millenpium you beg I will in
botl. happiness and unhappiness remember you.
You also say that no anger remains with you,
~only a great sadness. You still further add
(and the sentence makcs me think you must be

dying) that you hope now I will pardca you.
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For a lately nominated Academician the
composition as a whole of this ‘most extra-
ordinary letter strikes_me as a fri' e weak, if
you do not"mind my saying so. As an ex-
ample of French style it may be all right, but
in crude Englishﬂ:t produces uﬁmn'x;ny mind the
idea of a mental feeblencss which is simply
incredible, when I remember who it is that.
writes it. Have you already softening of the
brain? I feared it in my own case, should our
idle dreaming be indefinitcly prolonged, but I
did not seriously anticipate it as the -end of
yOur Career.

Wake up, take a tonic, cut your finger, do
anything to rega*n your scattcred senses, and |
meet me at two o'clock to-morrow, Thursday,
6th September; if you do not do this it will

indeed be adieu with a vengeance,
XCIX
(Letter missing)

C
(Letter n~issing)
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CI

 D—, _
142 Seplember 1844.
From 1 »itiers you writé me *“hat my last
letter reachea you, but you make no sort of
allusion to (wo previous orss in which were
one or two r;:_lluestiﬂns which, if you remember, I
_also asked you at- our last meeting in Paris,
when after all we did not have that final tragic
partfﬁg, did not say that cternal adieu, which
you were to express while you still had d«
courage! Oh, how infantile we are to quarrel
as we do, kiss and make friends, and go on
writing as calmly as possible after our little
tempests in 4 teapot. You bave a way of not
answering questions which is very reprehensible,
but it is no use for me to waste time in repeat-
ing them, for they were rather frivolous, and
| anything less frivolous than I feel to-day could
hard'y be imagined. i
There is a man here who interests me
strangely, a man who is in great mental trouble,
and whom I have met In a most extraordinary

way. 1 do not yet quite understanc how it



_—
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came about ; how a clergyman Gf_ti;E Chu'f'bh of
England should take me of all pe; le into his
confidence ; how he ever came to te 1 me_of his
doubts and “.is terrible experience. It was one.
of those sfrange confessions wlich are some-
times made by tie most retiCen” men to the
most unlikely of listeners. A mutual friegd
mentioned his name to mc one day as we all
stood at the bkotel door together, he merely
bowed, and a moment later moved away, and I
did not give him a second thought. The
following afternoon late, I found myﬂelf: far
away from our 1inn, and a sudden mountain
storm came up beforc I could find shelte~ of
any kind. It wa2s not only an unpleasant but
a dangerous position, for the lightning plays
odd . tricks in these wild rocky districts, and is
no respecter of persons. I confess to having
been a good deal frightened, and as 1 looked
helplessly about the sig}_'xt of the tall An~lican
pricst 1 had met the day before was a very
welcome one, he was at least a human being
and a man, and might xznow of some hut where

we coul” find temporary safety.  As it happened
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“he did, and for more than an hour we were
together in a empty cabin on the hillside, used
by the gcit-herds in the summer-time, The
-storm incr. 1sed, anc the danger o. it was very
evident. How it came about, I repeat, I do not
know, but the conversation 'Lhrned upon fear,
trust in God, and faith. Shall I ever forget
that man’s stricken, haggard face as he told me
his story! Told me, while the Iightning played
about us in forked tongues of flame, of his
- simple, childlike, unquestioning belief in God
- and Ch-ist, in angels and in an old-fashioned
cloven-footed devil. How he had preached the
wor, and taught plain Christian Bible truths
such as he himself had learnec at his mother's
knee. How, little by little, doubts came, ques-
tionings arose, faith became clouded, how the
wonderful story of Christianity which he had
reverently received, and in which he had rever-
ently “instructed others, took gradually but
surely the hues of a lovely fairy tale, which
man’s intellect could only smile at, not seriously
accept. How the troulle grew greater and
books and study only =ade it worse, vatil in
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order to remain an honest man he had fled from
church and people, taking his nori 1al holiday
tor a season, knowing well in his h art that it
was a farewell for all time. As the storm
increased the man’s exlitement grew ; I think
he forgot that [ was there, and falked only to |
himself or the spirits he remgnised_in the storm -
shrieks. Oh, it was awful "the great agony of
a soul in doubl, Never can I forget the un-
utterable horror of it. The tortured pagl, the
seething agony, the writhing despair of that -
human soul! It was an infinity of -anguish
compared to which the physical crushing of
bone or rending of flesh or muscle can” be
nothing. It wa= sport for devils, rare mirth for
the arch-fiend himself bored with the puny
impotenice 'of man in fashioning evil  Rich
rare sport for the old pagan to watch a=nine-
teenth - century conscience so saturated with
intellectual culture that it had throwh old
beliefs to the winds, and denied as fables God
and Satan equally. To be doubted must con-
vulse the power of ¢vil with devilish delight,

and I "zan fancy him ~volving out of his own,
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inner devii's-doubted consciousness a rare re-
finement ¢ sevenge for the pressimption of this
clarifred n ieteenth-centriry intellect, even while
the anguis. ed soul iold of his doubts and of the
peace gone ftrom him for cver. The storm
cleared slightly, and the light;ﬁng ccascd. ‘The
man before me was still looking out over the
~mountains with wide unseeing eyes, unconscious,
I was convinced, that any one was ncar him,
I hated to leave him alonc with his great agony,
yct I dreaded more to -have him come out of
that olld trance-like state, and perhaps re-
member that he had spoken words before a
stronger which he would rather have died than
Cuttered.  So very quietly I stole away and left
-him alone with his tortured soul. It was the
kindest thing that I could do. He did not
appear at dinner that night, and the next morn-
ing very early he was gone,

Nc, I do not fecl frivolous to-day. At this
moment I question whether I shall ever feel so
agaln.

This story will not appeal to you, and I
muech wonder why I tell it, unless it is wnat the
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habit of writing to you all that happens in ﬁiy
life has grown “pon me. - You neec not give
me your views of the-incident or efer to it
I know beforehand all that-you can say, it will
only be a repetition of your former words, “ Do
you believe in the dewvil? The wnole question
lies in this. If he alarms you, provide agatnst
his carrying you off)” and so on to the end of.
the chapter.

Think no more of my story.

The forests here are. like old friends, because
they remind me of those near Paris, anc of our
walks together in them. When shall we meet
there ? when do you return? I wish that jou
were here to-day; I would gladly Iﬂmrget in your
wit, and your mockery of all things serious, the
soleinnness of that man’s soul-torture, but 1 said
we were to allude to that no more. 1 =ould
love you to-day as madly as you, even you,
could wish, why are you not here? You would
no longer jecr at me for being a marble statue,
formal, cold, forbidding ; it would be the old
cry over again only mere intensified—*“1 love

you! .ove me back!” " To-night I hunger-and
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thirst for you, I love you with every fibre of
my being; 12adly, unfearingly, with a passionate
recklessncis I have never felt before! A,

thank Go that you are not herc’

CIlI

De—, 118t Novemiber.

I have been able to get out of the trip to
the -Ttalian Lakes, therefore shall be in Paris

about the first weck in December.  Scmpre a
e,

CIII

PARIS, 42 December 1344,

There is such a passion of antagonism in
my soul to-day that I know weil the last thing
I should do is to write, yet I do write. 1 was
very angry with you when we parted.  You are
eniité to a degree aﬁsa:;lutely absurd, and with
it all you are very “hard.,” Do you not know
this? can you not yourself feel it, without my
being forced to tell »ou? I have been #res

souffrante, and 1 know tha. I am irritable to a
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degree. Everything seems going wrong, and
the edges of my life are surely more f-ayed and
r.yged than they have éﬂy right t¢ be, more
wofully uneve than the edges of any one else’s
life. Why cannot we have thirgs when the
Ionging for them i~ upon us? -~ Before we eat
our hearts out with aching vain desire ? Before
all the gilt is worn off the gingerbread and the

- cake itself has grown stale and musty? Why |
not! oh why not! You may think mé un-
gratcfui to write this, when one thing is mine
which I should prize, and I do prize above all
others, and when one infinite happiness has
come to me in that we have met again. And
you will be fairly right. I am ungr=teful, and as
I said before, am to-day frightfully antagonistic
towards men.and things. Why is it, 1 wonder,
that women often wish to bec men, but no
- mortal ear has yet listened to the longing from
_ a masculine heart to be a woman? The Iews
carry the ideca further still; in the service of
their synagogues the males chant in sententious
self-saiisfaction, standing the while in the main
body of the building, “ God, I thank Thee that
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H

TLou hast not made me a woman.” .Above, in
the gallerv ~eyions, to which the females have
been ban shed, comcs the response in muc 1
more humhHle tones—* Gﬂd; I thank Thee that
Thou hast made me _according to Thy will”
To-day I am not humble, I.cannot echo any
such. self-abasing scntiment, I would be any-

thing, 1 think, rather than what I am. The
" flowers of life have poisoned netals, their per-
fumd is stifling, not exhilarating.  Bref, 1 have

blue devils badly, so will write no more.”

F

CIV

PARIS, Thursday, 7tk February.

Let me hear how the reception at the
Academy goes off, that is, if you have time to

send me a line.

CV

Thursday Evening, 7th February.

My warmest congr-tulations. FVous wvoiwc: a

full-fledged Academician. = I was present at
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your reception, but did not tell you beforéhand
that I was going as you had saic™ you would
t > nervous if ;f::ru fancie] any of yur friends
to be looking on. -But it went off ¢ armingly ;
of what had you been afraid? AnJ now for a
good long walk with the seven-league boots.’
What hour will suit you best ?

CVI

D—, 1582 Aupust 1845.

I am only just scitled here, having got
through "my wanderings in Germany with
Madame de C——— very much later than I ex-
pected to. The old haunts ar~ pleasantly
familiar ; I am quite glad to find myself amongst
them once mord. ) |

What is it within us that so quickly responds
to a real touch of the pathetic? We read a
~ book, not particularly well written, perhaps
rather the reverse, and eminently stupid.  One
sentence, one small line which comes unex-
pectedly in the middle of a page, touches us to
quick sympathy, hOt tears come to our eyes,
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and an odd wedge is in our thrrats. And it is
even more.rr aked in real Iife, this prompt re-
sponse to pathos. . cried like a baby th’s
afternoon. -~ A peasant girl in whem I took a
good deal of interest.last summer married a
low quarrelsome-brute who hetween drink and
temper has made her life a misery, and more
than once nearly murdered her in his fits of
‘drunken fury. Now he has . done it quite,
killec her as surely as Cain killed Abel, but she
by a loving lie persisted in saving him irom a
righteously deserved deacdh by the guillotine. 1
went to see the poor thing this afte;nmﬂn, all
that was left of her, for she was nothing but a
broken up m=ss of bones. “] fell from the hay-
~loft, madame, it was so high no one could rall
from there and not be crushed, but 1 do not
mind dying, Francois is so good to me” Until
the very end the poor pretty thing kept repeat-
ing this pitiful lic which was to save her
‘husband, and she finally died with it upon her
lips. Has she been saved or damned by it?
Who will dare to say? -

Life and its problems a1 too intricate for
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me ; of one th ng only do I seem to be quite

quite sure, I love you.

CVIIL-

PARIS, 3d Seplember 18345.

In the soft September dark [ have been
sitting thinking of you, and of our speedy
mecting. Twce of my friends here are il and
I have promised not to go over to Emngland
without them. The fear expressed in your last
letter, therefore, is for the present at least un-

founded ; Lady M

the chance of expounding her theories as to

will not just yet have

“the bascness of being in love,” a~d I individu-

ally cannot become either more or less English
~than I already am from contact with /s
Anglats. Whether I can remain here until the
20th, the date you mention as a probable one
for your return, 1s a question. 1 will do my
best, of that you may rest assured. Do take
care of yourself and do not work too hard. It
15 all very well to accamplish what you under-
take, but there arc bounds to all things, and I
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fear you are rather apt to ov:do it. For
myself, 1 am’ 5plend1dly well and the weather
is perfect. If only ycu were here, what walks,
what talks, we might have. Do mike a speedy
end of all you: tiresome old députés and come
back. You s~y you prefer the-court of a despot
1tﬂ_the- sort of cxistence you are now leading.
ﬁ la bonne heurve, *here is nothing easier for
you to have. I will be the desnot with all the
pleasure in the world ; the court shall be that
- of love, and you shall be prime minister. Come
back, and sce if you do not like the post.

CVIII

PARIS, 15¢ November 1845.

It 1s too lonely here without vou; every-
thing reminds me of the “chill October,” which
together we found only too full of delight by
day and happy dreamsﬂb;r night. 1 am off for
London to-morrow, to pay my English visits
while you are sunning yourself in Spain making
wicked love to dark-eyed Seiioras. Write me
long accounts of the country ; it is one_of the
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many desires >f my heart to see if. 1f you
remain in the land of buli- fights ¢ 1d lace man-
.illas through Dccember dﬂl}?’ returming to Paris
in January, = shotld not wery much wonder if
you found me there on your~ roturn. The
Scotch visits I hrve given up ; it~is too cold to
oo so far north, and my English friends will
surely sce enough of me i= the space of time

between now aad January.

cI1IX

BEECHWOOD HALL, SUSSEX,
1044 November.

It is certainly very nice to fin?d myself back
amidst old friends and old scenes after wander-"
ing so long. and surely the English have brought
the art of living to a perfection unknown in any
other land. I confess I take kindly to the
smoothness and polished culture of it all, the
luxurious homes, and well-trained servants and
thoroughly-groomed horses, and the business of |
life reduced to a well~organised succession of

pleasures.  Therc are_probably “hitches” of
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some sort somewhere, but as a mere guest at
delightful n_c"ﬁtry-hmu_ses one never discovers
therh._ It was almost Ada}rk wher; I reached th~
little country statior some three m’es from this
fascinating Ul place, bt a brougham was wait-
ing for me, anu a tall footrman respectiully
handed me a warm cloak and rug, very welcome
in the chilly November dusk. After driving
along country roads past mod-l cottages and
- the ivjr-cnvered stone church, we came to a long
. avenue where the great trees stood like scntinels,
and finaglly reached an open,door with a cheerful
welcoming light streaming through it, and more
tall respectful servitors waiting at the steps.
The air of b:ing expected always gives one a
~ pleasant sensation, no matter how often it is
repeated. . The first hall entered was a toler-
ably.large squarc one, with an organ standing
“on one side, a wide ﬁreglaqe opposite, and one
or two chairs and tables. A double oak door
and heavy portiéres divide this from the hall
proper, a huge apartment with two more fire-
places, fur rugs, divars, lounging-chairs, tall

plants, and a billiard-table ; armour and stained
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glass windows sreaking the length of the walls,
From this central hall open innum :rable rooms,
‘4 one of whicn I found | 1y hostess and several
members of-the house party, around a cheery
tea-table.

Lady G—— i= as pretty &nd~delightful as
ever, he looks decidedly older than his age
warrants. The beautiful Mrs, W———_ is here,
also her husba=d, Poor man, his life is one
long apology for the stupid airs she gives her-
self. There are onc or two stray men, an
attackhé of the Austrian Embassy with _a very
flerce moustache, a delightful man in the Foreign
Office, and last, not least, Mr. Gladstone., How
he towers above _other mortals! I had never
mec him, and am now delighted at the chance,
~whether he will deign to speak to so unimport-
ant an individual as myself remains to be geen.
Could he only know my immense admiration
for his mental qualitics and the amoumt of
pleasure he would give me by so doing, he
- might be persuaded. Every one in the cauntry;
is talking about him. -

More_people arc comng to-morrow, amongst
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others, an American woman v no sings well,
Some of the ;~al'ty seem to expect great “sport”
from this particular gj*uc;_st, and 1 feel strongl
tempted to whisper-a friend'y word of warning
in her ear. Bt would she accept it as friendly ?
On the whole- I taink the experiment too doubt-
ful- to risk, Amecricans are such an unknown
quantity to mec. I feel sure that I am going to
enjoy my visit ; the human elem-nts are intcrest-
ing, and there is something wonderfully attractive
- in the of -magniﬁccnce and cc;mfﬂrt,
statelincss and unconventionality, about the life
led in these grand old Tudor mansions standing
in +heir acres of sloping wooded parks. Conti-

nentdl Tife wth all its charm nossesses nothing
| equi#‘aleﬁt to it. From here [ expect to g0 to
Lord A—'s in Kent, not far from-here ; I'long

for vour letter from Madrid, and how I envy

you the Murilios! A rzverderc.

—
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CX
PA. 1S, 182k January 1846.

Can ther” be zuy .bEiﬂﬂf in existence less
interesting than a woman with -th: toothache,
or anything on earth more ungleasant than the
toothache itself? 1 flatter myselt that I pos-
sess a fair amount of courage in most things,
but where a de~tist and dentistry is cuncerned,-
I own it frankly, I am found wanting. 1mpos-
sible tor me to venture out with my-footh as it
now is, and I cannot inake up my mind to let
a dentist see it.

How good of you to send me so large a
donation for the poor family I told-yoydf but
I should not have said anything about 'it, I
_intep-ed to belp them entirely myself, and ought
not to have troubled you in regard to them.

You are too generous.

X1
PARIS, 1042 June, |

Arc you better this orning, less cross than

e =t T . 1 e, ., & 4 . |
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human? For your own sake hope so, as I
do not propuse seeing you for some time to
come, it will not mase _so much difference to
me as it must to yc, The books I will send
a little later, 0. ¢ of theia I lent to a friend who
has not yet returned it; but ~romises to do so
before this afternoon. What heavenly weather.

CXII
(Letter missing)

-

CXIII

DIEPPE, 4 August 1846.

In an old worm-eaten book which 1 once
| fqun'd in a ~arrct,its title-page gone and the name
of ite author unknown, I read the following
legend: “The world was very new,but few people
as ye" were in it, and those had not learned
how much of evil and sor:ow and unhappiness
earth can hold ; they still kept some of the
freshness and glad new. .ess of life, too much,
so Satan thought as he left his own kingdom
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and came to -arth for a morning stroll. So
few souls had as yet come down to hell that he
nad plenty of time to spare, and was of far too
restless and .energe_ci-: a disposition to waste the
moments in idleness. “As he vandered on in
the world above, : “s ill temper _incf cascd ; every-
thing looked so fresh and sweet, the few mortals
he came across were so sir‘plf:, so kind to each
other, so innocer:tly happy. This will never
do,’ Satan finally exclaimed, ‘this is entirely
wrong. 1 shall be defrauded of half my popula-." -
tion if -this sort Cf thing goes on; hell will
be horribly dreary unless I can get some of
these nice smiling people down there” It-was
in a garden that Satan made thes? observations,
and he sat down to ponder seriously and work
out some iittle problem for stirrins up these
placid mortals that they might the more cmickly
come to grief on ecarth, and change their
quarters to his domain below. Now, as<a rule,
Satan did not think much of gardens, although
he had a rather pleasant recollection. of the
Garden of Eden, where his first venture in tempt-
ing a-woman had h=en tolerably successful.
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But flowers he despised. The *ery name For-
- get-me-not a::s»;lutely rauscated hi.a; why not
call “it. constancy at unce—a word he hated ;
the passmn-ﬂmwm “eld that within its purple
heart which [atan did not care to see, a
cross and nails positively made him shudder.
The violet meant humblencss, and the lly of
the valley modesly, the dark-eyed pansy deep
remembrance~—pah ! the namcs disgusted him ;

how silly those pcople were to like such things.
- But stop! none of these flowers just mentioned
seemed ~to be as attrac’givr to the men and
women or even the children whom he was
watehing in the garden as still another. What
was this swect fair thing they all seemed to
carry, or to wear, or to play with, this proud
imperial flower growing in such luxuriant pro-
fusion tinted with every shade from deep deep
red to the softest flush of pink, or golden yellow
to pa'sst cream and snowy white? The rose,
the royal rose. Men toy~d lightly with the
roses, women clasped them tenderly to their
- breasts, children kissed tiiem and stroked their
velvet leaves. A light -like flame leaped into

—
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Satan’s eyes, a fierce lurid light so scnrchmg in
its power tliat men and- women said suddenly'
in surprise, ‘ How wajn, it is, how sultry the
day has turned, ard so quizkly too! And the
children languidly stopped play"ﬂg: and ali~the' |
roses seemed to droop. Satan Icft the garden, 3
and wasted no morc time on earth; he ‘had
plenty of work to do down bilow. Going into
his well-fitted 1akoratory he looked with pardﬂn-
able pride upon the rows of bottles and jars.
ranged upon shelves, the while carefully select- .
ing one here and -there, and placing all those
chosen together on one separate shelf.  Then-
when be had enough, he complacently read the
labels of those set apart: R~pturous Joy;
Recklessness ; Human Tears; Heart’s Blood ;"
Mad Delight; Satiety; Contempts Peaceful-
ness ; Hope ; Faith ; Despair; Fool’s Paradise ;
Pride ; Self-abasement ; Distrust ; Agony. |
A smile of grim satisfaction lighted Satan’s
dark clever face. ‘He picked out an empty
jar larger than the others, took off the top and -
placed it beside him.. ready; then he got a
largerhowl, a SpDDI‘] ard a ladle ; then carefully
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_he poured a certain quantity from each bottle,
not measurii'z “them, but guessing -oretty accu-
rately just what propc ‘tion of cach was needed
for the hell’s broth he meant to brew; then
with his spcon he mixed them all together in
the bowl, and vith the ladle dipped out the
thick blood-red liquid, pouring it into the
‘'waiting jar. Af*er carefully covering this, he
labelled it in large letters—LOVE, put back
the vaiious bottles, chose out of a drawer three
. or four paint-brushes of different sizes, and was
about to leave the labo:atory when a sudden
thought struck him. He laughed Hheartily,
‘ Jove, to think that I had almost forgotten the
perfume, This pretty scientific mixture will
deepen the colours but kill the scent, which is
of celestial manufacture, not intended to stand
much handling from hell. 1 must dusta pér-
fume over the roses after I have painted them,
so sweet that it will deceive the most learned
botanist, then the work will be complete, and
~ thousands of men and women will come down
to me”’ Satan at this added to the jar and
the paint-brushes a pa;kagc of fine gold-dust
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powder, and left his laboratory, locking -the
docr behind-hiin, His prepara’iols had taken

im longer than he had “xpected, and he -had

not much ti.ane to reach earth again if he would

get there at the only moment wlan it would

be possible for him to paint the-~oses success-

fully. This he knew would have to be done

as evening was falling and -the flowers were

tired and thirsy.from the day’s heat. Just at

that hour they would drink the sweet fiery
iiquid with eagerness, but if the dew of heaven |,

once fell and they drank that instead, it would

be useless offering them the devil broth. So

Satan hurricd and reached the garden just in
time. The red. roses drank thirstily of the

spérkling liquid he offered, and their colour

decpened te a dusky bloody tint royal in its
bcauty. The pink ones drank and flushed to
warmer hues; the yellow swallowed hastily,
while 2 living gold seemed to come to. their
hearts.  Only the white ones turned away.
They knew that at ecarly dawn they were to be
gathered for a burial : that cold crossed feet,

and folded hands; ana_a pure face paler than

.
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themselves were lying hushed and still, waiting
to be strewn with their white” faint fragrance
before all should be suut out tog ather from the
gay world and the sunshine.  So-sad were the
whrte roses at what the morning must bring
that they turned awa} from Satan and his
broth, they vould wait for Zne peadly dew from
heaven ; it was the last time they could drink
it. Back he went after this rebuff to the red
and y~llow beauties, dusting them thickly with
the powder, giving them all that the” white
roses had refused ; and then with the remainder
of the broth which the sad pale burial flowers
would not touch, he coloured the paint-brushes,
and tinted each folded leaf and petal, every
stem, and even the thorns. These lacter
amused him hugely. ‘To thitk that God in
heaven gives the thorns to love, and leaves me q
to colour it so beautifully and give it this
bewildering intoxicati=g™ scent! His share of
the gift will only prick and give pain, mine
will bring wild -delight and happiness to men
and women at the first, and bring men and
women down to me .t the last. Ha, ha, a
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very clever devil are you, Monsicur Satan;
J€ vous jais nies mmp[zmﬁm.f o

The legend” ended here, or rather the bonk
was torn, anc- the last leaves mijssing, so I could
read no more, but I never forgﬁt_the story, and
have often meant to tell it to yquu Heiésa
clever devil Monsieur Satan, and tio mistake- ‘

Just as it happened last year, I got off sc
late to this place that I much fear I shall be
late in getting back to Paris. There arﬁ,“manjr
pleasalit people here, and 1 am amusing my-self,r
but I do not forget “o look out for a letter
from yc:uu_ when the post comes in. When do
you expect to return to Paris? Take care of

yvourself, and do not gatlher too many rvoses.

CXIV
(Letter missing)

XV
D1EPPE, 2088 August 1846.

It grows more and more ariusing here, and
I am interested in watching several amoureties

in varying stages, *Om;has reached the point
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- o

where the Divorce Court will be the only pos-
sible ending; - another promis2s _considerable
excite_;nent- when the expected sposo arrives
upon the scene ;. a _thira already Cives hope of
orafige blosroms and, marriage settlements ; and
a fourth is sad. - An old story, horribly mono-
~ torous, but dolefully miseiable. -The wrong
ccople joined together, and the right ones dis-

Eﬂvered too late. There will he no esclandye,
| nothing will happen, only four lives will be, or
rather are, blighted. One man will Tly to
ambition for his comfort, another, eventually,
.to drink. One woman will WOrry heaven with
- her prayers until for very pity’s sake heaven will
let her in ; the other will grow harder and
- harder, never really sin, but do more harm by
her cold gﬂm&ness than it is given most sinners
to accomplish. I watch them all in turn, as
the waves come in, break on the shore, and roll
back again to the sed and T decide that the
worst thing in life 1s its frightful monotony.
“Are you in Paris? ILet me know, I cannot
get there yet. Would it give you pleasure if 1
could come? |
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CXVI
) DIEPPE, 157 September.

A new month entered on to-day and 1 am
still here. Your picturc of Paris was dreaty; it
did not tempt me. I think one is almost more
delightfully -alone ./ith a person “they care-for
when in a crowd and a whirl than when jus
they two souls are maste.s of the situatiom
Perhaps this subtle distinction is what kceps me
here, it is almost worthy of you. The sea
seems to be sufficient “or my every need at this
particular moment. Very few pemple are lefte
in the place, not one who interests me. Ihf@f
amourcttes and their respective dramatis pw.mn@
hate taken themselves off to other shores, the
plage is deserted, the rooms at the casing

| empty, even the pefits chevauxr do no more @cingj
for reckless gamblers, Only the sea and I are
left, and we are worderfully good friends.
When I am happy and find life all coulenr de
rose, the sea dances and spartes in the sun-
light and laughs with. me for joy. When I
would dream it plash 'g gently beside me and
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murmurs a low gurgling music that makes my
dream go s.n¢othly 'and in tune; -and whea I
feel-that no gift in lif~ is so good as strength to
do and to dare to battle and tc conquer, the
sea leaps ard roars and towers in high-crested
might, dashing - everything weak and feeble
astie as .it rolls on with a noisC of mighty
nunder. No felend I ever had is so sympa-
thetic as the sea. Until we quarrel, the sea
and I, nere I shall stop, so write to me here, and

miss me, while I love the sea.

CXVII

, 10tk Seplember

I had to part from the sea after all, a tele-
gram having called me to this God-for.aken _
place. Dien, how can people exist en province !
It is awful., I trust devoutly that Paris will
see me again towards the end of the month, or |
at the latest, in the first week of October.
Then I promisi to be charming for you, and
how good it will seem to be together again.
You say that you are doiag my picture, or
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several of them ; what dress have you pu;c_ me
in, is it gramde toiletle, or néglig’z, or what? I
wonder if 1 can support existence in this awful
place until Cttober. It I can.only do so with-
out outraging the feelings of my rich- godmotner,
who has promised to leave me her-valuable col-

lection of ckina, it is all I ask.

CXVIII

. I5th September.

Do not expect me to write to you, I have no
ideas, I feel suffocated, and if 1 stay here much
longer I shall make violent love to the cysé
I should have done so already, only he squints.
My godmother fancies that she is consumptive,
‘and dreads a breath of air; her dame de com-
ﬁagm'f is really consumptive, and speaks below
her breath. The china is maddeningly beau-
tiful, or I could not enlure being here a_day

longer. 1 never did care very much about my . -

codmother ; she is a poscuse.” The poor lady
companion I am sorry-for, only my sympathy
frightens more thar it [.bases her; she has had
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. so little in her life; poor thing, that she cannot
underétand_ “t.~ The curé comes ta confess. the
twe old souls, and looks as if he would like to
confess me too. - Instinct doubtizss tells him
that he wcald have the liveliest half-hour he
has pé.ssed fer a- long time if he only could do
sp- Oh, how you must spoil me vhen I come
"0 Paris, to mak= up for the purgatorial time I
‘am having in this qusty old c¢*@tearz with two
invalias and a cross-eyed priest. If only that
exquisite china did not fill the place 1 should

take French leave.

CXIX

PARIS, 8% Oclober 1846, -

ol -

Well, were you content that I should be so
glad to mect you again? You see the starving
processes I had gone ".th';‘ﬂugh in purgatory re-
acted in your favour, and _so famished was I for
a little life whiCh was really worth the living
that I could resist nothing you had to offer.
The rain is coming do o i long straight lines,
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the drops scarcely separated by the smallest
space, I like U perfectly hoprleus rainy day
sich as this is, with nothing uncertain or doubt-

ful about it, Cnly a ﬁteaay, deliberate downpour

which says, “I mecan to rain until~I am tired,
and nothing you can do will s*op.me.” There
is something so determined about such a r3in
that it commands one’s admiration in spite ox
one’s sclf, | |

That new tenor who sang at the “italian
Opera the other night is g_ming to be a succeSs,

the papers are loud in ais praise, and prophecy

. ik -

wonders for him. Paris is filling up, and -

quantities of English are here. Adieu, I gm
tired.
- CXX
- (Letter missing)

CXXI

" LONDON,

241" February 1848.
[ have still no newsof my brother, and am

terribly anxious. “Tow do you like the new
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order of things, and will it last? I am most
anxious to get ~o Paris.

CXXII

T.ONDON, 24 March.

— Some friends -are going over to-morrow,
end I have arraaged to cross with them. Let
me see you either late to-morrow evening or as

early as you can the next day.

CXXIII

PARIS, Marck 1848.

No, fortunately I lost nothing by the failure
of Messrs.

, but since seeirg you some-
friends have almost persuaded me to leave Paris
at once. They think things are growing more
serienms, and that a -;'evmlutimn is inevitable.
Would Paris be safe in that case? I do not
want to leave you here and go away myself,
yet I can hardly give-that as my reason for

remaining. Do advise me,
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CXXIV

 PARIS,
Friday, 10th March.
My sore throat zrows wirs. in this wea_th'ef,
and I dare not go out. Do wri‘e .0 me.

CXXV
« ARIS, 122 May.

I am going away for a few days with Madame
de C ~—, who declares a “milk cure” will
make my throat all right in no time. I wish.
I could Come back and find the politicaZ trouble..

over., A revorr

CXXVI
M——, 1422 May.

Now that I am here I hourly wish myself
back in Paris. The times are too stirring to

be away from the centie of action. Madame -

de C
the milk cure has done my {iroat good, I am

was right in one thing however,

almost well. Let me know what goes on at
the Chambre ; 1 h)pe "o see you on Saturday.



CXXVIIl PROSPER MERIMEE'S ‘INTONNUE® 161

CXXVII

(Letter missing)

CXXVIL
| LONDON,
2% fune 1848.

It is growing insupportable to me, absence
{rom you, when you writec of all this horrible
carnage and bloodshed iround vou. [ hear
~annons in my dreams, and fancy you shot, and
bleeding, and dead, and surrounded with cvery
conceivable horror. Here in London the idea
of going tc Paris at this moment is a madness
not to be explained, but I must in some way
find a plausible reason for doing that very thing
without running the risk of being sent to Bedlam,
for see you I must. Your letters are my only
comfort, but rather a sorrv one, filled as they
are with such gh stly details. Do be careful.
I am sure you run a great deal of unnecessary

risk.
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CXXIX |
LONLONy 622 July.

It is more than provoking, but I cannot get
away at present. The seasen is a very gayH
one, and almost without knowing it, certainly
without intending it, I am kree-leep in social
engagemen.s. It 1s a bore, but it canno. be
helped. I do not fancy the idea of France as
a Republic—-a'l its traditions are opposed to such
a form of government, all its charm lies in the
atmosphere brought by courts and kings and -
an ancient wdlesse. Here they speak openly
of the weakness and timid hesitancjf of tho
king, and think that had he shown more firm-
ness he might have saved his throne. The
royal exiles will, I presume, cventually find a
honie in this tight little island, which holds its
own through wars and rumours of wars, and
keeps its crown steady, no matter what others
tumble off or are exchanged for the red cap
of “Liberty,” Why could you not come to
London for a little? I am sure it would amuse
you, and the change and rest would do you
crood,
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~_

(XXX

LONDON,
13},& July 1848,

I am.in & perfect dread of what may happen
to-morrow, p.ecase send me a despatch or write
| at once. There is sure to be an Cmeente, and you
Sﬁtem to have a "alent for being in the thickest
of these sorts of entertainmongs, I shall be
back in six weeks at the latest; let us hope that
things will settle down by that time, so that we
may have our walks in perce. What- a selfish
sort of animal a human being 1s; I fear that I
thirk far more of these walks of ours than of a
country’s goed, mais, c'est comwe ¢a. As vou
may have 'guessed, you who know me so well, 1
am hugelr dissatished with myself to-night;
‘you will think me selfish not to give up my
amusements here (and, frankly, I am enjoying
myse'?), while I feel guilty for not doing so, yet
cannot find the courage to break off and come.
But let u- settle un the date in about six weeks,
and with much pleasure do I now accept your

1invitation to breakfast v-ith Lady ——
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CXXXI
(Letter missing)

CXXXII

(Letter missing)

CXXXIII

FERNDALE (on the Thames),
18tk Aupgust 1848,

L.ondon was so hot and deserted that I came .-

down here .ast week with the R —s, and
shall stop with them until I can get over to
Paris. It is no use losing your temper because .
I do not come, and there is less use still in up-
braiding mec as you do. 1 am absolutely
dependent upon some lawycers who are settlihg
up an estate, and if you wish to know what the
word aggravation rcally means, try and hurry an
English lawyer. All 1 can do 1s to pray for
patience, and row en the river with the best-
looking man I can find to acccmpany me.  And
the number is not limitr d ; this pretty spot is near

enough to town to allow detained unfortunates
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to ruﬁ down and dine and sleep, or to stay from
Saturday to -M'anday, and conscan* streamr- of
the kind come and co. Mrs. R—— assurcs
‘me confidentiali> *hat it is the only really
amﬁsing life "she knows of, far and away nicer
than London itsclf ; and it is not bad, provided
the right people get together. If I could see
Y{ﬁu coming up the lawn, and if after a pleasant
chat at tea-time out on the- grass under the
oaks I could row you on the river until so late
that it would be a scramble to dress for dinner,
or et you “punt” mec laz.y along Dy the banks
while I told you how much I have missed you
in snite of my London gaieties, I too might find
this life as amusing as Mrs. R—— does;
but as I cannot do all this, and am on the con-
trary restless and anxious to get away in spite
of your doubts upon the subject, I do not enjoy
the lazy placidity of shady lawns and continued
punts-as I should under different circumstances.
You say that you can give me until the 235th,
at three o'clock, aod not an hour longer. 1 feel
- as if a pistol had b_f:f:n sut at my head, a sort

of “money or your life business, your words
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are so peremptory. Could I only cammuﬁicate_
this- startline iinpression to th: iawyer, there
might be some hope, but the outlook is not
hopeful, and i feel about as ~h=erful as the dull,
brown, slowly-moving river near vhich I am
sitting. There is no sign of .. b-at, no sound
of a human voice, not a glint of sunshine ; all
nature is in a neutral-tinted mood depressiﬁg
to a degree, an T feel more neutral, and more
dull and more depressed, than nature. I shall
reduce myself to tears if I go on writing, I am
so sorry for riyself, ar.d 1 think the wisest thing -
I can do is to bid you good-bye and go and eat

some luncheon.

CXXXIV

D——, 215¢ August.

Very unexpectedly I had to come here at a
moment’s notice, but it brings me a trifle nearer
to Paris, and any change was welcome, s rest-
less was I growing by the banks of that slow
brown river. T am afraid « horribly human
sentiment was at the bottom of my restlessness

while at Ferndale, a Lumiliating sentiment to
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owr up to, but a very real one. Everybody
save'.myself’ WAS enjmyilng life' in. his or_ her
particular way, or in the words of the storv,
there were such .lots of good times and I was
not in them ' You see that just makes all the
difference. No -onc likes to see people enjoy
. themselves better than I <o, alwas providing
wat I have a “good time” too, and do not
have to play audicnce for the good times of
other people. I hope you appreciate the
honesty of this statement, and can read between
the lines sufficiently to s 2 why a good time for
“me at Ferndale was an impossibility with your
reverend self in Paris. If that is not a dainty
way of saying many things in a comprehensively
small space, then I know not the art of spéech.
Friday, or at the latest Monday, will sce me

in Paris, Adieu.

CAXV
AVENUER JOSEPHINE, PARIS,

4t November 1848,

How long it seems since I last took up my

pen to write to you, it ‘s qite a strange sensa-
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tion, but if you will be ill, and lose this _-ci'i5p
autumn weathe. which was made for walking,
the least I can do is -to try and cheer you on
paper. I am rather deaf still from the effects of .
the firing, and was at first frightined by ‘the
cannons; 1t 1s not unlike living on top of a
frolicsome v~lcano 1o be in Paris just now, and
I am by no mecans certain chat I enjoy the
situation. -
Of all the qucer collections of odds and en_dsJ
of people, surcly the queerest are gathered to-
gether in thic house. Never before did I stay
in an English pension in Paris, and may I~
never be so weak-minded as to do it again.
The extraordinary experiences these humans
have had, which cxperiences they detail and
_rétail until one’s ears ache, are only fit for a new
edition of the Arabian Nights, There is an .
English widow with her two daughters, and
(from their own accounts) every princelin~ in
[taly has tried to marry one or both of the
young women during the lac: winter which
they spent in Florence  There is a prétty
American woman, f.r tco young and too pretty
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to be'_ left to her own devices, who talks patheti-
cally of how “*erribly Charlie .nisses her,” but
business keeps him in New York, and she fee's
(it her duty to edurcate the child ncre that he
may learn tic language correctly. The child
is 2 baby of “hres, the veriest little Turk I cver
encountered, and will learu a gocd bit more
tnan the correct monunciation of the language if
his mamma will only stay in Pa.is long enough
which 1 fancy she will willingly do. Therc is a
morbid German who gives lessons in Spanish
(did you cver meet a .‘erman -vho did not
assure you that he could instruct better in every
forcign language than a native could ?), and who
thinks it his duty to experience secnsations be-
tween times.  His latest experiment in feeling
was going to the Morgue, and as it had so
completely taken away his own appetite that he
could not eat, he generously proceeded to take
away ours by giving an account of what he had
seen lying on the marble slabs under the water-
jets.  You know it is at dinner-time only that
I see this human mencgerie, and I find once
a day gives me quite s mach of them as I
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care about, The lady of the house sits a_f the
head of the tab*: in a moire silk cress, a small
bechive-shapea cap on her head, all white lace
and red ribuons, and wears cloves with the
fingers cut off, showing elaborate rin vs. Whedher
she burned her hands when sh= b-~gan life as a
kitchen-mai”, or whether she imagines this to
be a purely French fashion to Le strictly followed:
in France, I ca~nnt say. CLhe gives the ladies
around her addresses of the best shops, ze of
those wherce she probably reccives a commission |
on all purchasers sent and offers to ac:cc:mpany
any of the men to the Bon Marché or to buy "
their winter flannels for them ; then after dinner
she presides over a tea-table in the saloz up-
stairs, doling out weak tea at nine o’ciock while
makiag conversation. One man is delightful.
He is, not to put it too gently, the most stupend-
ous liar I ever met, but he lies so charmingly,
and with such abandorn and cheerful confidence,
that his conversation is most refreshing. He
is an American, a western man, and extra-.
ordinarily unconventioral. He has been over

more ground in a less space of time than any
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'indifidual ever compassed before, at least he
58ys SO. Whet he has not se:n he describes
quite as well as the génerality ot people tell »f
~the things their eves have behelu in the flesh,
rather bette:, and skilfully inserts racy anecdotes,
or hairbread h :scapes, or thrilling encounters
with men and beasts, all of whicl one knows
as a fact to be moral and physical impossibilities,
but one enjoys them just as riuch as if they

were truth, simply from the manner of the

telling,
Do send me a line say ng that vou are better.
" Toujours & vous. M.
CXXXVI

PARIS, 302 May 1750,
One word for good-bye although it is so

short a time since wec spoke “face to face.”
Do =0t be too radica. the moment you touch
British soil, enjoy the good dinners they are
sure to give you and accept with a good grace
the compliments they are certain to pay you,

Remember, when the I'nglish say a civil thing
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they generally mean it. You rather frightened
me this morning with your desnerate. belief in
Liberté, E gafz'réi Fraternité, and were altopether
in such a combative state »f mind that you _
struck me as dangerous; write 1°e all y;::ur
impressions.  How you will Late an English

Sunday.

CXXXVII

PARIS, 1284 June.

Your lettes from London dated the 1st
amused mc immensely. 1 am glad you found
a vent for your feelings in Hampton Court, aund
did not allow the atmosphere of the “ILord’s
Day ™ to drive you to suicide. Much as I like
London, I confess that the Sabbaths there are
trying. You do not mention who were vour
party, merely say “we,” and a day at Hampton
Court, as I know by expericnce, may be “very
delightful or quite the reverse, according to
onc’s companions. I sce by tl.e papers that it
1s cold in England, wher~as here it is lovely, but

I will not distract y. ur ztention from cathedrals
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anc architecture by rousing disturbing remini-
scences of nature’s temples, etc. etc. The more
clossly you attend to 'buildings fhere, the more
quickly will you be able to return to our woods
ana forests here, and knowing this I refrain
from any werd “hat might lengthen your stay.
Adijeu. |

CXXXVIII

PARIs,
3d July 1850,

Time for only one more letter to reach you
before your return ; with how much pleasure do
I write this. Your adventure with the man at
Salisbury Cathedral to whom you gave half 2
crown, and who proved to be the person for
whom you had a letter of introduction, was
extremely funny, but wl_iy in the name of all
that was wonderful «.d he keep the money
when the mistake was discovered? His doing
so strikes me s more than odd. Well, no
more until we meet. Ah, how glad, how very

glad, I shall be to see you rzain.
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CXXXIX
L,

| Saturday, 13th June ~851.

I trust sincerely “hat your n.other is going on :
well ; do not forget th-t if there i, anything 1
can send her, anything that she_may fancy which
I can do for her, you are to let me know. Y_{Ju. ~
must have been terribly anxious at this last
attack, and 1 have sympathised with you dur-
ing every hour, The cushion is finished at last,
and I send it off this morning. Rest your -
tired heed oa it scmetimes, and decipher the
symbolical design ; you will recognise the tree,
the branching shady oak, the figure in *he
distance, and the cold December sky. Need I
point out further the tale the picture tells, or

its ending ?

CXL
) 18%4 July 1851,

How glad I am that I was able to return to
Paris from D——, and to sec so much of you
there during the last few weeks, for now I have
been summoned he-e ; “he poor old godmother
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is really ill this time, and I fancy will not be
long in following the departed dame de com-
pagnie to a better world. If she lingers on.1I
" must stay with her, and cannot Le in Paris to
mect you o1’ your return fiom London. This
will not plesse wvou, 1 know, but it pleases me
far less. If you had not leen out of town for
~ the day T could at least have said good-bye to
‘you before leav.ag, Lut even tha* was impossible,

as you will understand. 4 v1entol, 1 hope.

CXLI

PARIS,
Thursday, 2d December 1851,

1 am terrified, and would give much to be
away from nere. The people seem to have
gone mad, and they say the soldiers are shoot-
ing down the populace in all directions. M.
G—— will not allow us to venture out, but goes
himsalf at intervals .nd brings us news. 1
suppose there will be no chance of hearing from
you to-day, but +f it is possible let me have a
line to-night to tell me at least that you are
safe.
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P.S5.—0ur concierge has just been bfﬂugbt in
badly wounded- For God’s sake ve careful.

CXLII
| - Pﬁ"IS,
- frniday, 3d December 1857,
Your note reached me safily late last nignt,
and found me anxiously waitiag for news of
you. What is this about the President, and is
it truc that Cavaignac ard Thiers are among
those arrested? Is Taris to be placed in a
state of siege? I send this by N——, and have’
told him to bring your answer with him if he
can find you. I feel punished for my wish 5o
often expressed that If anything exciting |
occutred here 1 might be on the spot to wit-
ness it. I have seen all that I want to see of
political agitations, and onc conp d’éfat 1s enough
for a lifetime. It 1s s¢ much harder tn sit
quictly at home and only learn of things from
a distance. I envy you for bring on the spot,
and for being in the thick of the fight, but

again 1 implore yon, be careful.
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CXLIII
- PARIS, 230 Mam& 1852._

One of the best. perhaps the ve:y best friend
I ever had, i, dead. How s.mple the words are
to write, how urutterable is the depth of their
meaning, the infinity of the loss they repre-
seuc!  The worla seems so dreary to-night, life
looks such a L.tter failure, and what is yet to

come stretches out in such cgloomy empty

- nothingness. Why i it that those most sorely

needed here seem the fir-t to be taken away ?
1t made me feel strong only to be near this
friend, she played her part in life so bravely
from the moment life thrust a part upon her,
never flinching herself, no matter how hard the
task set her; never failing others, no matter
how severe the test demanded by friendship.
No onc ever helped me as she has helped, and
I am but one of many /ho could say the same.
No one ever had greater trials, ay, and doubts
too, than she, yet before the end came she had
triumphed over all. Time and suffering, suffer-
ing and time, brought redemption at last, but it
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came from the conflict fought silently within,
not by loud ~utward wailing and ___mr.::—a'ning.
My loss 1s fery oreat, and tm-night T . feel
stranded. Lven your presence, I think, I can-
not bear just yet—a soul must be ilone when a
great trial comes, the cup of afdiction is too
small for tvo or more to share, it is filled for

onc alone. Adieu.

CXLIV

PARIS, 22d April 1852,

1 have followed the course of this “affaire

Libyi” with keen interest, and my pride in you

increases at every stage of it. You do indeed

understand the meaning of the word friendship,

How staunch and loyal you are! Uninfluenced
by any one’s opinion, and guided only by what
you feel to be right!  Will it help you through

all the disagreeable an- oyance of the thing to

know that I most warmly and cordtally approve
every step that you have taken, that I sym-
pathise with you, love you, and am very proud

of you?

-_
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CXLV
PARI_S, 23d April-

It they really ccndemn you to prison let me
know at ﬂln:e._ Come to see you there? But
of course, ar.ange that I shall be allowed to do
s¢, and let me know if therc is any ching that [
can attend to for you during all this annoying
'business__. It is M. Libri who'is to be congratu-
lated upon having such a friend as you. Com-
mand me in any way, and believe that you have

my whole love and sympauthy.

CXLVI
PARIS,
Satwurday Morning, 2d May.
My poor friend, your note has this moment
reached me. What can I say, what can any
one ray to you at suca a moment? I know
how deep your attachment was to your mother,
and although he- death was not uncxpected,
does any amount of rreparation ever really

prepare us for these parings which leave us so
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poor, so beggared of love, so desolate in-loneli-
ness? I think not. No love »n "e;}rtb-ca;ﬁ be
sc pure as that of a mother for her child, and
its infinite %enderness_and holiness must, T
think, last on and be a blessed tnseen shield
around him even after its bodi'y e .pression has
been silenccd. | | H

In the first sharpness ot loss we cannot
realise that it .atst be bet.er with those who
have gone than had we kept them here; but
the knowledge, when love is real as was yours,
must in.tiw= bring a peace and consolation”
with 1t. You helped me so much By your
friendship when a short time since sorrow came
so sharply to me. let me try and help you row
when I know how sore and wounded and orief-
ladeﬁ your cwn heart must be—VYour friend

always.

CXLVII

(Letter missing)
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CXIVIII

P.aR1S, Wedn..day M. oFNING.

I shall think of you all day. et me know
" the very Lir’t moment tha you can after the
decision is -ndered what the verdict is. If
they actually send you t- prison it will be
shameful on the part of the judges, but will
‘only prove th't n, man was <ver so firm a
friend as is Prosper Mérimée. How proud M.
Libri ﬂught’ to be. How proud 1 am .hat 1

~can claim Prosper MirimAe as sy friend.

CXLIX
Wednesday Evening.

The wretches !l Quinze jours de prison
mitlle fron-s d'amende! Let me know where
and when you can see me.—Your friend who

honours loyalty and is loyal to you.

CL
PaRris, 3157 May.

[ feel myself to be frightfully guilty because
I breathe this life-givi~g sunshine while you
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are behind bars, and I am well and almost
cheerful even while I have to take- -y walks
alone and you can take none at all. It must
be the pride I feel in hearirg- every one speak _5
of you as they do, as they Cﬂh'ﬂ not help
doing, for but one opinion erist.’ as to your
loyalty, cou-age, and coolness during the whole
of this Libri affair. |
But what a tengle of a wo.ld it is, where
such things are possible. I hope that you
reccived the book safely ; let me know when
you have firished w'*h Zeyle. Think of our”

—

not cven being able to quarrel !

CLI

y 11t Seplember,

While you are wandering in Touraine I
decided that it would I : a capital idea for me
to come and pay my respects to the godmother,
and at the same time take a look at my (pre-
spective) china. It is all right—the china, not
the godmother. ™his latter is as unpleasantly
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wron'g as a-crc}qs'—grﬁined old woman who ought
to aie. and does not possibly can be. No onc
has a frreatcr veneratmn for diguified old age,
- silver locks, and. ail the rest of it, than I have,

anu above all things do 1 d-:light in a beautiful

- old lady w}'}_urins your love and respect by

caun cheerfuiness and swc=tness as she nears
the end of a long life.  But I ask you, Can one
“interest one’s “elf in a querulous, sclfish, old
creature who is always demanding sympathy
for imaginary 1ills woen she is as sounc as a
“dray horse and has not a lovable quality in
“her whole disposition? No; it is the china,
and nothing but the china, which forces even
decent outward civility {rom me to this detest-
able old womuan whose name I bear, and who
in my infancy undertook to renounce the world,
the flesh, and the devil on my account. She
could only, I judge, have been persuaded to do
so bv the hope th.t iy share of such vanities
might fall to her, for to things carnal she is
swedded until her useless tyrannical old life
enas. I know she drove that unlucky woman
who had to live with her cut of the world by
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simple nagging, for never in the whole course
of my experienre have I found any one such a
past mistress of the art,  In spite of her assur-
ances to the contrary, sne 1= nerfectly capable
of altering her wil at the last raoment, and
leaving all this exquisife Seyres tc anything or
any person beside tayself; hence my peniten-
tial pilgrimages to this drea,y spot, and my
efforts to be en*ertaining whea I get here,
Only a day or two longer, however, shail T be
able to stand the strain on my temper; then I
shall go, I think, to Englaid, perhaps Scotland, -
for a few visits, devoutly praying that a kind~
Providence may gather the godmother to her
fathers before it is time for me to come here
again, Write to me of all that you see and
do, and miss me, weary for me as I do for you

cach day and hour,

CLII
(Letter taissing)
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CLIII

LONDON,
30tk September 1852

Why will you persist in travelling when you
are not fit for it? Your letter has caused me
the grecatest anx.ety, and your account of the
sudden attack you seem to nave ha ' makes me
quite miserable. It is very wrong of you to
do this sort of thing. Do return to Paris; I
will give up my visits and meet you there at
any date you name. I wrote to you on your
birthday, but you do no. appear to -have re-
ceived the letter ; our epistles must have crossed.

Now be sensible, come . . .

CLIV

(Letter missing)

CLV

Panas,
10/t Oclober 18353,

Your two last letters, dated the Escurial,
gth October, and Madrid, 25th October, have
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both reached mec together this m{}rniﬁg.._' Did
you carry the -first in your pocket untii you
found a travélling comba_niﬂ_n for it, or are the
postal arrangements in Spain entirely out of
order? Well, herc they both arc. and that is
somcthing, very much indeed fc: they have
given me great plecsure.  Your suggestion tnat
if there 1s anything I wish or I have _buf to
speak to obtain ‘it, is too 1wbl a one for me
not to respond to. I much wish for a Spanish
had, the one
whose historvy you told 1ae. Bring me that,

fan sach as Madame de C

and I will say thank you with effusion. The
little flower which you send in your second
letter has even yet a faint sweet perfume, and
I can frncy it breathing to me some of the
thoughts which I know you had in sending it.
Merci, mon ami. The years as they pass do
not, I think, lessen our friendship. Tell me,
have I kept the cmmpr"ct vell which we made
so long ago? No, do not tell me; not on
paper at least. A question like that should be
asked and answered in far different fashion ;

hand in hand and heart to heart, with frank
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true eyes luoking tlﬁe.reply before the words
can {orm thomselves in speech.

Your account of the comeédie which you super-
intended at Caraﬁ_anl:h::l interestd d me ; your
youg gmd'lﬁses must have been delightful, 1
am glad thet . little play is mixed with all
your work, and that the 4% of Apollo has
fallln to you in 30 goodly a company. You
have such a wide catholicity of . sympathy that
as consvler I should imagine all classes come
tolerably comfortably within your compas-.

The Court has jurt gone to Compidgne, and
-Nieuwe.kerke was not invited ; they say, how-
ever, that he has taken a villa in the town. The
Princess M—-—— is more “ Russian” than ever.
M. D———- tells me that she encourages her
“cousin the emperor” in all that he does.

Adtev, amuses-vous bien, miais——

CLVI

PARIS, 308k October 1853,
Les affimités dlectives 1 will not forget to

remind you of the name ¢ your return, but
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do give me some faint idea of when that is_ to
be. Are you <oing to pass the i‘emaiﬂndér of
your lite in Ivladrjd? 1 shall begin to believe
that you have gathered-rc;sghs there, the reddest
you could find, if - ou do not sool; move ou to
other citics. By all means brit;g “the handker- -~
chiefs, the buttons ™ do not care for. For your
third suggestion, Jos jarretié, es, know, O sage,
that such article- are no *ongcer worn by any
woman possessing the slightest consideration -
for tl.e shape of her leg! -

The arrest of Delnscluse, ancien commissarre
of Ledru Rollin, and of Goudchaux, awncies
Minister of Finance during the Republic, is
causing much comment; and they say that
other arrsts of importance have ‘beert made at
~Tours, Nanfee,‘and Nevers.  The .emperor 1s
blamed for showing too great clemency to the
men sure sooner or later to disturb his reign.

I am glad that at last you will confess tq Iind-
ing beauty in at least part of Willelu: Meister.
I think Goethe has put somc of his m_ps; exqui-
site thoughts within its pages, yet until now you
have always laughed at me for saying so. A,
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do come back ; writing for a constancy is so
poor a compengation for our walks, and the

weather here is wondertully good.

CLVII
PaRis, z25f2 Novenber.

How absur¢ vci are aboyut the garters!
-The femmes de chambre were about right to be
indignant at the idca of your bringing~such
“things for sowwenirs.™ Why are the diplomatic
representatives of the United States aﬁvays CX-
traordinary people who do extraordinary things ?
It is everywhere the same story. Remind me
to tell you an anecdote of the .American
Minister in  London, which 1is. even more
amusing than yours of the man in Spain,lﬂr
rather of his son. If you die in Madrid, do
you wish to be burizd £here, and shall I come
to your funeral? AMa Joi, 1 believe you have
discovered that Lonc friend ” about whom you
told me so long ago, and that accounts for your

continued absence. Am I right?
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CLVIII

PARIS, 15¢ December 184 3.

Just as w_ll, mzon cie/, that you say you have

1

“tant denvie” to see me again, after teiing
me such a disgraceful story as t*e one about
“la b.le,” whose shoulders were placed “« 2
disposition de V.”  The custo.as of a country are
sometimes odd things, but te thisone I doubt not
that you took kindly. Seriously, it is just as-
well “hat you should retu.n to your native land.

The Court comes bac’t to-day from Fon-
tainebleau, where the emperor 1nsisted upors
the strictest etiquette.  No one was allowed to
sit in his presence, whether he himself was
seated or not! Your empress is ‘much in-
teresied in the rorm of spiritualism which makes
tables talk. M. Guizot has been instrumental
in this fusion of the two branches of the House
of Bourbon, while M. 1 hier: is, they say, furious
at it, and s all for the Fmpire. _

When you decide to come back you witl
find a warm and loving welcome from yours

loyally, | M.
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S i CLIX

_ - D, _g‘r.ﬂ'_jﬂ{y 1844,
Your letter of ‘t_hﬂ" ~9th has jist been for-

‘waried to m~ here. Am more distressed than
-1 can say to- le.rn that you are suffering, also
at “he news of your friend’s illness. Ty this
timc I trust you 2~e both better. No; I have
no idea of going tm_Lﬂndﬂn at present, so con-

tinue wi.ting to me here. My plans are very

- unsettled, and I may at any moment be ralled

to ,as I hear thet my__gc:dmmtl}er is very ill.

CLX

B
Louis XIV after the battle of Ramillies said

— “Dien a donc oublic tout ce que j'ar jfait

y 22d August 185,

pour (uz 7?7 What have I done, or left undone,
wha” has Providence forgotten or remembered
against me, that so heavy a blow should fall
upon me?  Can you credit it, when I tell you
that that unscrupulous woman, that shamecless

godmother of mine, has died, actually gone out
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of the world, and left no will behind aer! All
my promised china, the priceless v.d Seévrus, for
the sake of w_t:ich_ [ have endured 50 much, goes
to a distant cousin, whi has never suffered any-
thing at the hands of the old irtilel, for the

simple reason that he never sew her. The--
, with its pictures and furnilure

Chiteau of —
and plate, all go with the c"ina, everythirg, in
fact, passes into the hands of » man who does
not need it, and is incapable of appreéiating if..
Whea 1 remember the -veeks and months of
boredom I have suffered in the society of that |
woman, the numbér of times [ havl smiled
when I could readily have wept with weariness
at her querulous plaints, the restraint I have
put upor that ur;ruly member, the tengue, that
no word of mine might jeopardise the china, 1
could be desperate 1n many ways. It rea_ll}; 1S
trying, for the one weakness to which I “plead
guilty with no reservatiors is a love of rare
china ; and that promised to me by this wretch
of a godmother was worth waiting fprr.' Cen-
sole me by a long letter; it is all that is left
me. If I could be with you in your journey-
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ings. see nature in her loveliest moods, and see
how ¢=ch onc in turn affected you, there might
be hope for me; but to be here alone (for
Madame de O has not yet arhved) know-

_mg my chmn to be gone for ever, and you to
“ be absent in- 'chuitely, is more than I can bear

witl. serenity,

—

CLXI

D ,
- Oth September 1854.

The liitle flower from Innspruck came safely,
and seemed to echo the closing words of your
letter— Ecrives-moi tres-longucment et trés-
tendyement”  You must know so well -that all
the tenderness of my whole being is for jn:::uu,
and for ytju alone ; but that you should care to
hear it anew is not unpleasing to me in the
year 1354, when I remember that it was in
1840 the word “tenderly ” first grew to be a
preminent word in_our mutual dictmnary Ah,
- love, 'you have loved me well, in joy and in

sorrow, through sunshine and with clouded
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skies ; “loyal and true” your mo.to, and un-
changing faith. your creed. Fev, WOom=l: can
claim as mucr; none could a%k for rhr.:nre |
I am curious to hear” yuur c:-pmmn of Vienna ,
it is a place which. fascinated me ~f first morcly
as a sightscer, when | superﬁgldll” enjoyed the- -
gay Iingstrasse and the enchanting shops, the
curious vault of the Capucin Church, the ~olks
Garten with St-auss himself »s lcader of the
orchestra, and the procession of Cﬂrﬁﬁs Christi
in ~hich walked the ctperor, and archdukes,
and Hungarian noblemcn in marvellously pic-
turesqué attire. Later 1 found in the fair city
by the Danube a society more charming than
that of any city I know, a hospitality whicn no
other cepital can equal.  If youonce find your-
sclt among the apreeable Viennese, I {ear me
your return will be a matter of time and
patience, the former yours, the latter mine. 1
know well the fascination of Austrian me.. and
women, and the numcrous delights of Austrian
lif. You will find it gemiitiilach, and cnce

under the spell of that word you are lost.”
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-

cLXm .
. D———,' ]
15t (lober 1854. '\

"Your letzar tells me nothing. You have not
-yet reached \?’E*’Uﬂqa! Such as it is, your letter,
(it hos come to'me just as I am leaving this place
for I'aris, where yc1 will find me if you return

within reasonable time,

CLXITT .
PARIS,

10/ October 18154.

Ah, so “really truly” you find Vienna to be
“un scjour ag:rf’cz&!f:f.” I should havz beer
terribly disappointed had you theught other-
wise, for in so thinking you would not only
have throwr great discredit upon my good
taste, hut proved your ovn to be very bad. 1
can scarcely wait for you to tcll me in_persen
all "your expcriences, in letter form they are
always interesting and ncver satisfactory. The

aneccdote you relate of the Beloian Minister and
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Gortschakoff was most witty. Didf mé:"ntéll
you- of havinz met Prince GDrt:{:hakmﬂ" at
Wildbad ? ‘Two. amusing -incidents aee - con-
ncected with  the mccasi-{ﬁn . >~e, that the clewfer

—_—

Russian paid mec a_ complimm{c which will

—_—

—

remain enshrined in my merﬂmry for frequent
orateful re‘erence when I grovs old and lcaqLa-
cious ; the other will be a_useful warning to me
ncver to play the part of ce*’r-p.w for ambitious

old ladies. The compliment arose from the fact

that the prince spoke innumerable languages .

equally wel!, remind’ng 1ne, in his fearless usC

and ready application of them, of a man [ oncd®

saw throwing knives -at a New Year fair at_

Necuilly. My own conversational powers were

‘imited in thcir expression to English, French, -

and Germar.. One afternoon whin Gortschia-
koff was seated by me under the trees at Wild-
bad, a very beautiful countrywoma.: of his own,
Princess D——, came towards vs, exquis_itely
dressed. and her hands full of yellow roses,
Like most Russians, she too “poke almost every
tongue, and holding -out a rosc she st{_:}ppéd
before ns saying ‘n HMalian with an entrancing

-—
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stnil=, “Your favourite colour, prince; are you
not t}.-:;;ﬁinga to hear the music?” - He took the
flower, paid her a_pretty compiiment, and sat
down again, while F_‘:ilﬂn lady, not overpleased,
wﬁlkgd on.  “Why do yor not join her?” 1
“asked ; “sh¢ cun speak in almost as -many
fereign tongues as you -do —¢ Comment,
magame, you wecounld seriously suggest my
leaving a wom-n svho can couverse with espris
in three languages for the pleasure of hearing
_silly things said in six by wune jolic powupée ?
“You flatter me.” He slow!y pulled the fragrant
Flotre ae Dijon rose to pieces, leaf by leaf, and
remained with me during the rest of the after-
noon, while the beautiful princess enjoyed the
music as best she could without -him. -Rem_ind
me when w~ meet to show you the photograph
of himself which Prince Gortschakoff gave me
at this time It is an oval vignette ridiculously
like the one vou hav: of M. Thiers. In signing
his name he has spelt it Gortchacow.

- My étr:-ry of playing cat’'s-paw is a longer
one, but more instructive, You may have met
Lady M

(not our mutual friend, however)
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in London. You know she bcrraﬁ life Eit the
bottom of the-social ladder, as also did. Mrs.
| not an Lngllshwmman by birth, but
to-day quite a feature ir - English society.
Well, both ladies desired the attentions of the
Russian Chancellor for themselves, and neither -
wished tha other to have ‘hem, so Lady
M—— encouraged me in weeping the prince
from Mrs. B— -—, which lazily amused me for

the moment. She herself, however, was not so-

much amused at the ulumate arrangement of -

things, and eventual'y she became as bitter an™
enemy of mine as she had caused Mrs. B——
to become, while Prince Gortschakoff hored me
in the end, when I found other and younger
men to “alk t¢  He soon depzutted, and I saw
him no more; on the contrary, thre delightfal

partics of Lady M and. the agreeable

dinners of Mrs. B-—— in Londé n continue,
mais je 1wy suis plus. T wonder whether the cat
ogrew philosophical when she licked her poor
burned paw, or whether she sadly and wiely
came to the conclusion. that in future she would

let other people’s <hestnuts alone ?
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T‘!‘_n?; ,.Lééiﬁgimistes were wild with joy when
the news which .came’ from Vienna that Scbas-
topc! was taken proved to be alse, ana cvern
_circulated the re- gr£ that the ﬁnglish and
French had sustained a defext,

The Ame’icap Bonapartes, father and grand—

son, dined withi-the Princess M a few days

e,

ago. M. Chaix W'Est Ange was present, and
gave it_as h% oninion, privately, that the
“marriage of Mademﬂi_selle'Patersc:n, which had
been broken by an iniperial decree of the first
“Napoleon, could no. be recognised by the
present emperor. The ex-king of Westphalia
sent for-him to consult upon the subject. His
- Majesty favours the Bonaparte-Paterson claims,
and poor M. Chaix is in a ternbb‘* quardary, not
wishing d- displcase the powers that be s
Adieu. '
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CLXIV

VERJAILLES 183‘}&. _/m_’;r 1856,

"\ID the t o ycam hat have passed have
made no d;fference all that you s eak of wish-
ing I wﬂl do, even to mcetmg -yc1in London
if it is a pﬂSSlb]E taing to arrange dates. et
me know just when you wi'l return theic—
Yours always as ilways, . . -MARIQUITA.

£.S.—What souvenirs there are in every de-
tail <f this spot. Have_'ynu forgotten? Can
you ever forget?

CLXV
(J-etter missing)

(His letter- CLXV and her letter -CLXVI
both missing.)

CLXVII
DIEPPE, 202k July 856 -

Not a word from you since your letter dated
London, 2oth July, and I have been anxious to



oLxIX  PROSPER TERIMEE'S ‘INCONNUE” 201

hea~ hr:::nw ymu like muntry—hmuse life in Scot-
land. If Sundays are bad in Enﬂ*land they are
worse there. Do wnt:: me of y Jur expe. ‘ences.
I am enjoying -th _Pe'a ‘as much a_ I always do,
Eti_c_am growing anxious _to hear from you,
What yon Jroposed to me when we_lasf met 1
have thought »f carefully -but cannot yet see
My way to appioving of the plan. Let us
wait and talk-it over, I fec. rure that will be
a wiser course than to decide hastily before

we mecet.

CLXVI{I

(Letter missing)

CLXIX

| PARIS,
Sunlay, 14¢h fecember 18 506.
“As you tell me+o do so, I will send this to
Cannes, but fear it will reach that place before 1
y5uao. Where do you taink I spent‘my morn-
ing ? At Versailles, where I made a pilgrim-

age 1n memeriam. Quite alone 1 went, for the
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hundreds of Sunday qlﬁht:eus I did not {:mﬂﬂt
they Dnly madc_the place more Iw:::rnsuly to.me,
bEEIdC “not onc among tnem_knew our haunts,
our bhdd}f gr{ve now wiﬂdlb_l == and_desolate,
our cornet Cf the gallery passed by“ﬂﬂd hidden |
from qirrrht You will ask why » wnt to look
at summer’s bloom w»ud living yretnness turned
to winter’s frost and. cold. ih, why indeed >
Some restless spir.t seumed Sta wgemeon; I
felt forced to gaze upon that thing dead which
living”™ we must never fade again, and what
instcad do you think I fcund? A tiny bud-
ding root which pierced through the hard earth
in our grove, and clear sunlight pouring in
through the once fast-closed window of our
dusky a;‘al,lcry cmner' What does it ‘emblem”
and prf;dxct this lifc and light where cmly stillest-
memorics were laid in darkness?  Oh, love,-let
it mecan what light and life sh~ | nways
- mecan, truth not falaelm{:.d, Joodness not .evil,
faith not suspicion. Will you agree to this, and
not crush the bud or darken the siun-l-;ghﬁf'?-
Our lctters are sur¢ to_cross each other. I~

wonder if you too have in these past days given
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a- thﬂught ‘rf} Versailles and the stra 'ge unreal-

ness of the time spent there ?

- CLXX
GEEEVJ_&, 20t August 1857,

-~ Oh this faszirating place; why havé [ allowed
<0 many ycars {) roll orer my head without
seeing it ? Y-sttﬁrday we weat-to the Castle of
Chillon, spent the night at Vevay, and only re-
turned here this evt:'rninrr I took Bymﬁ with
me, and grew as en’ hus1ast1c as even he could

~ have wished over the fate of the lmnely prisoner.
I could sce the “sunbecam which hath lost its
way,” although as a matter of fact the sun at
“the moment of our being there was high over-
-head and o stray beams were wandering about ;
I felt how “cankering a thing” iron could
becor.c &~ T touchec the rings attached to the
‘ scven plllar% of - Getnic mould,” and so fully
dzd I rcalise the human suffering which had
- Coent 1tsclf in vain longings and hﬂpeless de-
~ spair within those “dungeons decp and old,”

that 1 too looked ugon Chillon’s prison as a
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“holy plac.” and found its “ sad flc ot an altare”
~ There certainly is an immense j;:\_l‘f:asﬁre- in
trqvgil"_fg, noc¢ _rlergly in the varying scenes of
the moment, Jut in “he sor e memocries fo
be garnered up as.mind food for Jature years.
We have allowed oursclves thre w_eks for our

trip, at the end of v hich time 7. . hall hope e

meet you again in ’aris.  \enice is included-
In our programme ; in act, I fanc that most of
our time will be spent there. I have but one

regréie that is, that we cou!d not have made the

journey together, This rcgret will, T feel cer-

tain, only increase as the days go on, a.d will

culminate at Venice the first time I glide along

the canal in a gondola, where you are not, but

where T shail think of you, dream of you, and
long for you. Ah, mon awe, you must be first-
always, far away or close beside me, absent and

present always my first tl ought .~>-one deep

happiness, my loyal love. )

i

This ends the lett{'f‘s to whichi answers ar=.
found in the first volurie.of IProsper Mérimee’s

Lettres @ une Inconnr e, The first of his letters
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ip “he sece d volum :, to which ¢ e of hers
ap) ies in'_ans rer, s number CLXX 1, dated
Par's. Lundi’ S{H}ir’---flr Janvier -.-7558. CArv-
~ thing of _h__e_z'. Fotwecs Dumber CLXX and
| CLXXIV s’em: to be-mrissing.

FND QOF QL1
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