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¢erity seem to me t'.e most beautifsl

uct of .homiage ever made .8 .. #>man.
1 ihave recelved many hvndreds, from a'l
clacfes of persos—frcm k =gs, sculptois,
painters and other artists; from universiy
men, students »f phil- sophy and theology :
from doctors, lawyers, soldiers, poets and
musicians ; from the eda .tel aud from tde
flliterate. They are of all nations, written
in all the la.ds which I cave visited.

Many of these tri'utes notaeg would
tempt me to give to the wo 14, and nene—-
with one or two exceg-ins—with ther
writers jlcntified. TLe :elestion whivh I
have macde for publlcatios, with the full
nomes Of the writers reser-ed, 4 think form
quite a complote gurwes of the ®hole fleld
of love Ictrer yriting. 1 do ant sce what
better examplss any oa~ could bave than
th.se outpourings fiom devoted eouls. Of
ccasse, the omaremary occupation of the
writer swrgely Foverus his etyle of expies-
slon. Ore would ne: expect tue sold’es of
tLe sindent of phii soPiav to sxyres, Bimself

l OVE letters that bear the mark of sia-
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meuy different k'vds of .2inds and souls.

1 find them 2il beauriful in their sentl-
ment und tbeir sincerity. My heart bleeds
for the poor theolegical student who Lum-
bly begs to he my vales that he may be
daily in to. sr=eemce of what I wear and
ase. When a writer affers to cut off the
ynger that has toucbad oy glore without
my permission—leaving me whe alternadve
of .ending him that glose—I kncw that Le
is a p.ct, accustomed fo cinthe his senti-
ments In original metaphor. The titled
scelpter who offers me sparriage, &od then
cxplains why he realizes tbat I cannot ac-
cept any such relationship, I kaow makes
his ofier in good faith. As for the poung
violinist, who passionately declares me a
vamplre—he, too, is sincere. Musicluns
ale sreatures of wild fancies and imnpulses,
sud aie alwaye saved by their Intense
agotiem. I am happy to say tbat my violin-
st had fargotten all about me in a week.

I think I treasure the letters written to
me dy Swedca and Norweglang above all
ctliers. The love of theése' people is pure
srd originates In platonic adwiration, The
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Imagine him to be. He forws a marked
contrast with the sentimental German.
He loves patieedly, no mastter whether hils
love Is returved or not. He =il wait pa-
tiently for yecrs iu the Aax: ¢f ~ lixte
bappiness.

What shall I say of the Englisn? They
love ponestly, but in a matter-of-fact sort
of way, as tho.gh love-making were gov-
erned by the rules of business, They must
miss a great deal of pleas~re—though,
course, much pain is spared to them.
Americans are quick to render nomsge to 3
beautiful woman, but they hold themselves
well in hand. He does not let himself fall
head ovar heels in love at first sight. Even
when he grows warm it appears to me thar
he is scheming all the time to get the bet-
ter of some business competitor.

The i1mpetuous lover is the Freuchwan,
who “loves a la follie—loves ardently and

oftecn. He might do without bread and

butter, but not without love. It is the
same wich all the Latin races. But if youa

must not love in return, then thank heaven
for admicers from Northlazd, who love po
eticaliy, platonicslly, inteliectuuily. Somg

l%2 tuc poct; por ths plebeirn like the
arlstocrat. PerLaps it i3 Lecuuse ay ert ls

The love

Grrmung ate wore sentimental. They want juy perhaps—in auother golcen age—al,
to teli y2u continually of thelr love for men will find thelr greatest joy in loving

ideally; in realizing tbat in maiters of the

Jast of o - . L < i 5
the oldest of all tas arts, acd 2ppnals egaal- you, and they expec i“ to reciprocate ) o.¢” ‘ahove all otoers, it ‘s woiw blessed

Iy to evesy criar of intelligencs, tuat the iLmmediately.

Jove lo:ters T base eceived reorammt ¥0 *:eu is nes the Wastar thot some people

From My -Archives of Love.

From the King of the Belgians.

Mademoiselle:—8ince I bave seen you—It was barely an hour
ago, while a great audience was at your feet—a throne seemed
but a poor thing. Does such a mark of human vanity (no! such
fetters riveted upon unwilllug ankles by heredity!) dlsmay you—
you whe are so naive in your human perfections? Can Yyou
think of me as gimply a man? WIIl you receive me as the least
arrogant of the sex whom the sight of you enslaves? Verily I
am that, for I tremble before the white vision of you that Is
still in my eyes. * LEOPOLD.

From a Poet of X .nt Parnasse.

To the White Goddess:—It was I, in the borrowed rags of a
strect sweeper, who opened your carriage door and touched the
glove upon the hand that sways the world. White Goddess, the
aet was sacrilege. Command me to cut off the impious finger—
or. as token of your divine forgiveness, send to me the glove
which my mortal grasp defiled. HECTOR.

From a Swedish Student of Philosophy.

Mademoliselle:—] saw you this evening at Upsala looking from
the window of you- car. The sight was gone in an instant, but
st is a souvenir which will last all my life. The fleeting vislon,
the farewell gesture so gracious and noble will pemain with me
alwnys. I was not fortunate enough to see you at the theatre,
as my studies do not allow me to go to Stockholm. But I know
that you are ‘the most beautiful woman in the world. Surely
you will not be angry with an audacious son of the North who
wi'} carry your lmage in his heart always. OSWALD.

And a Medical Student.

Mademolselle:—] am a medlcal student of Upsala. I have
geen you at Gopenhagen and twice at Stockholm. I cannot speak
your Janguage! Ob. it is terrible! Now I am at Upsala and I
¢hall . never see you agaln, but I thank you for the dellclous
‘?om:enlr you have given me--that one mild glance from your
beautiul eyes. : SWEN.

> Notes from Four Anonymous Students.

Light of the Universe:—! have seen you once, a8 you were
leaving Goleborg. 1 was near your carriage, and shall npever
forget that night. What does it avail to tell you that you are
¢ivine? All the werld knows it. I am like a drop of water in
this great sea. [ admire you and adore you as foes no one else
' all the universe, and I shall ever preserve as my greatest
pride and the wost perfect happiness of my life the remem-
brance of having seen youl

WIll you come again to Goievorgi Ba thrice welcome! I
ean say no more, for my heart is fil'el with love.

You are the smn which sbeds eternal glory. You are the
moon resplendent in the sky. You are the glcaming star brighter
than daylight In onr du!ll world!

Beautiful yoddess, Clen dc Merode, pardam me If I write to
yo1. Your yloricwe eyes, yonr beauciful eyes, are ilke those of
gn angel. Ir my dreams they smile upon me, and I am tappy.

: Frowm an Olficer in the French Avmy,
“ ylaCAwoldélle: 1 have bat ans excuse, but cne explansti~s, vor
this letter. Yes, 1 adore you, I love ycu as one can adore and
love oply 2 heamiful wenran carved from marble by the hands of
the Crestor. Do you know, :ademo'sellc, tkxt the Qirst dnty of
a eoidter, | might soy i fust rignt, is to edore heauty and
joath, arl tf zeed be glve his life to carve them? Thelefore, I,
gn'dler, leatonast, man, 1 "are toll yoa, midemoisella, that you
gre tke moct beau 1f2] womar In th: eorld, thal yeo sre sn 1fdor-
gble anzel, acd that I ar happy only to I i+ evim yoN.

tter writlng Rus- (o give than to recelve.
CLEa ME MEZHODR

How Kings,
Aristocrats,
Plebeians,
Posts,
Sculptors.
Painters,
nusicians,
Students of
Philosophy,
fiedicine and
Cireology—
Some Demand-
ing Al and Others
Asiimg  Dothing —
Expressed  Chamselves

P 4

Fiench Beauty,

I am no* an ignorant lad. I have seen a good deal of Europe,
but never before have I eeen such a pretty head, such eyes, and
such a divine being: neither have 1 ever done such a purposeless
thing as to write a letter of admiration. Do not laugh, mademol-
selle, bur receive these words as the expression of a respectful
love, and believe that once seen, your beautiful being is never to
be forgotten. Your devoted LIEUTENANT.

And an Officer of the French Navy.

Mademoiselle: Seven years ago, intoxicated by the beauty of
‘a SBummer evening, the joy of life and youth, and above all
charmed by a portrait of yourself, a young officer dared to write
yoa a letter. Seven years have passed, and during that time 1
have travelled over the world, from the cold shores of Iceland to
the distant seas of China and Japan, and wherever I have gone
your portrait has accompanied me. I sought you in Paris, but
you were gone to America. I entered my country’s service, but
wherever I have gone your picture has followed me, most beauti-
ful of women, most adorable creature of dreams. Now, all of a
gudden, ] sce In a newspaper that you are near, In Sweden, and
that you are coming here, and I am selzed with a fever. Dare I
put myself in the way of seeing you? To gaze upon you, and
then see you vanish—how could I bear it? If once I might touch
with my lips your slender white hand—to cool the fever that
parches them—if once I could feel the thrill of a glance from
your eyes for me alone—ah, no! Better that I should not tempt
insanity further; better that I should go on through life wor-
shipping your portrait, which Is always serene and kindly, and
which I can‘have day and night next my heart! .

HENRI DE L—..

A Plea for Her 'hotograph.

Chere Mademoiselle: I throw myself on your mercy, most di-
vine of mortal creatures. I beg that you send me your photo-
graph. I am the young man who travelled in the compartmert
with you from Christina to Svorta. Ah, madamoiselle, I Implore
you, do not refuse. When our ways parted I was desolate. I
have not heen ab'e to sleep. For me it would have been better if
the sun has been blotted out of the heavens. My brain is burst-
tng with effort to recall each perfect detail of vour giotious form.
Send me the photograph, or I shall go mad with lorg'ng—

He Asks to Ile flor Valet,

Mademoiselle: Have pity upon 192 I Facl. ZMnce seviug goy;
once, that I cannot live except In 7our presence. I am a studegt
at the University. My parents desigs me for she Skareh, [z j4
useless, If I canneot cally Uft my cyze 30 yaur swest fwme, ¢
cannot piace my hsnds uvoa somcarding.of pesrs—your humrlest
belongings—iZ X cannot have the jo¥ «f verviug wou, #ven iu the
most menial capacity, I do ot Inov ehet wiil decome of e,
Have pity upon mc. CHRISTIAN K

‘Tiac Wall #f 2 ¥sung fosnnist,

Mucéematsclle: 1 love you and yet I hate you, fer yoe have
robbed me. Until 1 met you I had my art; now I hive nota-
fng—nothing but my unreguited passion for you, my destroyer.
Do you remaiubar how I begyged you to allow me to play my
violin to you, in your pruscrce only, belleving that the inspira-
tion of such 8 moment -wou'dl mark and make my whole career?
And how rou counsente?, end kow I played as I had never played
before, and how you gave me yoar basd to kiss and declared me
a genlug?

Alas! whlle I dreatved that | was g'vieg my Inspired scul to
my beioved instrument I was glving it tc ywu. Then I was
har pr—! waa o Paradire. In the light of younr zmile 1 could

fmprsvise better than ever e waste:s compescd. But since!
Ah you vampire! From the moment that I left you I Lave been
a clod, and my violin 's desd. « What amends will you make me,
beautiful siren? Will you give yourself to me thet my violin
may live again? WIill you ascept from me the passion that my
beautiful instrument no looger Inspires, and endeavor to repalr
the terrible injury yasn have wrsught with your cold and peifect
beauty that bids others burn while your bosom remains ice?

Photographs
of Cleo De
Merode as She
is Seen on the
Stage by th-

No, I know that you will not. The faslt is mine—it was the Men Who
evil oge prompted me and I ylelded. Now, teo late, I know tha Deluge Her
you are only to be gazed upon from afar. If ever ugaln you re- 2
ceive sucl a request as mume, spare :he blin! supplicant—deny with Love
him your smallest favor, 2

LDELDERT. eestare,
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A Noble Scniptor’s Offer,

Mademoiselle: I do mygelf the great honor to offer yon my
fortune, my title, my name. While you were sitting for me,
and the clay Image of you grew that Is now marble—though less
white than dazzling Cleo—I knew that I should offer you these
small gifts; also I knew that you would decline them. Ag the
truest of artists—the amateur—your acceptance of my great love
would be a shock. An artist, particularly a sculptor, should be
more than human. That is what saves me from despalr. The
most exquisite thing In nature, you must be adored as precious
objects of art are adored. No hand may touch you, no human
emotion mar your lovellness. Radlantly beautiful Cleo, for you
the Individual does not exist. You are for no one because you
are for all. How few there are who realize this, who know that
you have resolutely denied yourself all that the hearts of all
perfect women yearn for! Your reward is that now, at last, the
animated marble which you are has all the serenity of marble.
Mademoiselle, I offer you my fortune, my title, my name as
freely as though I did not know I were dolng no more than
swinging the censer that hangs before your Carara counterfeit.

} ’ i COMTE EDOUARD.
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