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суШ .' Bow Kings.
Aristocrats,
Plebeians,

Poets,
Sculptors.
Painters, 

musicians,
Students of 
Philosophy, 

medicine and 
Cheoiogy—

Some Demand­
ing ЛII and Others 
flsitmg nothing - 
Expressed Chentseives 
in Amorous Epistles to 

the famous etasstc 
ftench Beauty.
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\Ill ЖЕ.é№Не forw ж markedImagine him to be.msay different k>de of slnds and eouls.
. ^ л і find them all beauîlful In their senti- contrast with the sentimental German.

OVR letters that b*ar ° tlf>|| ment and tbclr -sincerity. My heart bleeds He loves patiently, no m>tter whether his
ccrlty seem to me t -e most be theological student who bum- love Is returuwd or n»t. He vM wait pa-
act of.homage ever made....*™». ье„з“ hemyv.lc.th.t he may be tlently for y,s„ iu the <U>. cf - little

llhavc re>'ei ma7 h‘к7и*' Mlototb dlnylntL. èr.^cJoïwhat l wearXnd happiness, 

clacfe. of persona—from It -ga, Jse wheu a ri„r „ffe;.e t0 cut off the What shall I ray of the Engll.nl They
painters and other artiata ; trom • tbat bai touvUnl my glore without love fconeetly, but In a matter-of-fact sort
men, students -f pbll- . .phy and І£»1°*У. ^7“ ^alon-leavln* me t^e alternative of way, a. though Юте-maklng were gov- 

musician» ° fromThTcdu' ud aid from toe of -ending hliu that .lore-! know that fce erned by the rules of business. They must

Utlteiate They are of all nations, written is a p..ot, accustomed to vlethe hla senti- miss a great deal of pleas-re-though w
■ * 7 a m#nts In oiiglnal metaphor. The titled course, much pain is spared to them.

scelptrr who offers me AArrlagc, and then Americans are quick to render Homage to « 
explains why he realizes that I caunot ac- beautiful woman, hut they hold themselves 
cept any such relationship, I know makes well in hand. He does not let himself fall
his offer In good faith. As for the young head ov*r heels In love at first eight. Even
violinist, who passionately declares me a when he gxows warm it appears to me thar 

vampire—he, too, Is sincere.
creatures of wild fancies and Impulses, ter of some business competitor, 

and aie always saved by their Intense The impetuous lover is the Fre;»ch«oan, 
agotitui. I am happy to say that my violin- who loves a la follie—loves ardently and

often. He might do without bietd and
It is tilt
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E4 Win. all the la«da which I nave visited.
Many of these tributes nofvag would 

tempt me to give to the wo Id, ard none— 
with one or two Qxceo-l-ns—with ihc*r 
writers, identified. The ele/tbn whlvh I 
have made for publication, with the full 
names Of the writers г°ьег -ed, » think form 

ÿ quite a complete iLr-^c
of love letter .vrltinj. I do not see wuat
better examples any ovï could have than „ .
,h;-e outpours Gom dev°Ud «°nU Of ‘‘t tVtetter. “written io buit-.r. but uot without love,

cc-j зо, l (■ ,ч<і, м.у oiciip n * m0 by .Swedes and Norwegian, above all same with all the Latin races. But If you
wr.tcr .segoly ..vc-u. hla style of e; .ie - > The Іоте л those people is pure must not love In return, then thank heaven
slon. Ore vould not erpect tue solder or «tans, -a “ / , .... for .(irnkeis from North laad, who love po
tte sindent of ohi: ,vonhv to iib'M', Sl-a.eif originates In platonic admiration. The etlca,.j,i putonkally, Intellectually. Sont 
Ilka the poet; nor tb, plebeian llltc th. G.-rmuns ale more sentimental. They want day, perhaps-iu another goloen age-ail 

, * a, , л tn tell vîu continually of their love for men will hud their greatest joy lu lovingailttociat. VcvLaps It la bvetuse my art Is Ю tell j -u continually t i 7 ideally; la realizing mat In mutters of the
the old oat of all tat arts, and appoftls equal- you, and they expec. you to reciprocate keartj al)0ve ajj otners, it e mo:v blessed
ly to ex cry crlar of Intelligence, that the immediately. The love fetter writing Kus- t0 ^ve than to receive. w
love !•: >ii 1 bewv . eccived f*pr4*o»t so -.'to is aw the Tartar that some people CLE-k ЛЕ Ma«Or*R
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Musicians he is scheming all the time to get the b*t- A- ;VXof tlio » h»1» fielt aie Шшfh 'ж m
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к From /Иу Archives of Love. A Noble Senlptor,e Offer.
Mademoiselle: I do mypelf the great honor to offer yon my 

fortune, my title, my name. While yon 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 despair. 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 loveliness. Radiantly beautiful Cleo, for you 
the Individual does not exist. Yon are for no one because you 
are for all. How few there are who realize this, who know that 

have resolutely denied yourself all that the hearts of all

NhL # і

I am not an ignorant lad. I have seen a good deal of Europe, 
Mademoiselle:-Since I have seen you-lt was barely an hour but never nefore have I seen such a pretty head, such eyes, and

feet—a throne seemed such a divine belug; neither have 1 ever done such a purposeless

From the King of the Belgians.
В
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a go while a great audience was at your 
but*a poor thing. Does such a mark of human vanity (no! such thing as to write a letter of admiration. Do not laugh, mademoi­

selle, bur receive these words as the expression of a respectful 
love, and believe that once seen, your beautiful being is never to

LIEUTENANT. \ ■цк'Ч

fetters riveted upon unwilling ankles by heredityI) dismay you­
you who are so naive In your human perfections? Can you 
think of me as simply a man? Will you receive me as the least be forgotten. It our devoted 
arrogant of the sex whom the sight of you enslaves? Verily I 
am that, for I tremble before the white vision of you that la

LEOPOLD.
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And an Officer of the French Navy.

Mademoiselle: Seven years ago, intoxicated by the beauty of 
a Summer evening, the Joy of life and youth, and above all 
charmed by a portrait of yourself, a young officer dared to write 

letter. Seven years have passed, and during that time 1

it ч :,ii

mm:still In my eyes. * it 1From a Poet of H-nt Parnaeee.
To the White Goddess:—Jt was 1. In the borrowed rags of a you a 

«rert sweeper who opened your csrrisge door and touched the have travelled over the world, from the cold shores of Iceland to 
glove upon the hand that sways the world. White Goddess, the the distant seas of China and Japan, and wherever I have gone 
net was sacrilege. Command me to cut oft the Impious finger- your portrait has accompanied me. I sought you In Paris, but 

token of your divine forgiveness, send to me the glove you were gone to America. 1 entered my country’s service, but
wherever I have gone your picture has followed me. most beautl-

ms
!t Is a soutenir which w as a my .. ... then see you vanish—how could I bear It? If once I might touch
the farewell gesture so grac ous an no e theatre with my llpe your slender white hand—to cool the fever that

not or “nn e en°ug . ° U. . ,]m But J knosJ parches them—If once I coaid feel the thrill of a glance from
studies do not allow mo о K world Surely Уопг eyes for me alone—ah, no! Better that I should not tempt

the most beautiful woman In the world. Surely (arther. bctter thaf , 6b0uld g0 on througtl ll(e wor.

shipping your portrait, which Is always serene and kindly, and 
which I can have day and night next my heart!

Ш КЧ !1 ivflkk I
1 you

perfect women yearn fori Your reward la that now, at last, the 
animated marble which yon are has all the serenity of marble. 
Mademoiselle, I offer yon my fortune, my title, my name as 
freely as though I did not know I were doing no more than 
swinging the censer that hangs before your Carara counterfeit.

COMTE EDOUARD.
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will not be angry with an audacious son of the North who
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жшAnd a Medical Otndcnt.
medical student of Upsala. I have

HENRI DE
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і шMademoiselle:—1 am а 
seen vou at tzopeuhageu and twice at Stockholm. I cannot speak 
your language! Oh. It Is terrible 1 Now I am at Upsala and I 
shall never see you again, but 1 thank you for the delicious 
souvenir you have given ше- that one mild glance from your 
beautlul eyes. SWEN.

AA Pica for Her Photograph.
Che re 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 compartment 
with you from Christina to Svorta. Ah, mademoiselle, I Implore 
you, do not refuse. When our ways parted I was desolate. I 
have not been able 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 your gloiloue form. 
Send me the photograph, or I shall go mad with lof.g?ng —

He Аякв to He Iter Valet.
Mademoiselle: Have pity upou юс- Ї fed, «tnœ «еЛц уа:і 

life the remem- once, that I cannot live except la your presence. I am a student 
at the University. My parents deelge me fo<* Chur*b. I* j* 

I useless. If I cannot daily lift my oy*# to yw t foent, ;
cannot place my bauds uoo-i sonicnrMug of fws-A'U" humrleec 

You are the belongings—If 2 c.ianot have the joy of ле/vlyg 70a. #v«u iu the
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Light of the Universe:—I have seen you once, as you were 
I was near your carriage, and shall never

V \\m

leaving Goleborg. 
forget that night. What does It avail to tell you that yon are 
divine? AH the world knows It. I am like a drop of water In 

I admire you and adore you as does no one else 
and I shall ever preserve as my greatest

Si/ШрІІІІІ
АЖ;;

NElthis great sea. 
in all the universe, 
pride nnd the most perfect happiness of my 
bra ace of having seen you!

1

Ш 4m mmwill you come again to Goleborg і Be thrice welcome! 
can say no more, for my heart Is fll’ed with love.

Vou are the «no which «beds eternal glory. _ .
„ ,on resplendent In the skv. You are the gleaming star brighter most menial capacity, I do not mo v »h.t will mm* of me. 
than daylight In our dull world! U»vo pity upon me. C9B.1STIA.N b.

Beautiful godd.es. Cleo de Met ode, ц»г(1<ж me If . write to Tic W ill *f a tf'.iinrf t ' а < 11>. 1 в 1. lmpravlse better th.n ever :ke an t..-s corap.scd.
yn. Your florin» eye», yonr beautiful eyes, are like those of M.dvmoticlle: I love you and yet I hate you, far yor. have All you vampire! From the moment that I left you I have been 
gn angel. In my dreams they smile upon me. and I am happy. robbed me. Until I met you I had my art; now I hive note- a ciod; au(i my violin >a deud. «What amends will you make me,

From an Olficer In the French Army. Ing—nothing lint my unrequited passion for you, my destroyer, beautiful siren? Will you give yourself to me th.i my violin
zN,.,u.|>. I have hot on- ex’-nae, but cue espl.n-.tl-m, lor Do you remember how I Vcgfcd you to allow me to play my may live again? Will you aic.pt from me the passion tlmt my

this Ic'ti- Yes I ndor“ уси, І love you as one can adore and violin to you. In your pr.tcrec only, believing that the inapira- beautiful Instrument no loog.r Inspires, and endeavor to repair
: w.;,,a, w,n,ao carved from marble by the hands of tlon of such a moment woo'd mark and make my whole career? the terrible Injury yen have wrought with your cold and pet feet

№ ÀhrsrrttuüW =:z:s;:rœii=K
loath, ar t tf s .Cd bo give h wb\l+ I droâ'.ted ibat I was g vlog my Inspired seul to you are only to be gazed upon from afar. If ever again yon r»-ЕВЕНїНЬВ™-- r r&?sr -a* - -- - - тет
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But since!

m fPhotographs 
of Cleo De 

Alerode as She 
is Seen on the 
Stage by thJ 

Aten Who 
Deluge her 
with Love
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