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My dear Eugénie,
So you have finally reached Paris ! Your last letter was 

most interesting ; what a beautiful description you 
gave me of the “ Palais de Versailles,” “ Le Grand 
Trianon !” From which of the guide books did you get it ? 
It seemed strangely familiar to me. Now, don’t be angry 
at my impertinence !

From your letter you must, indeed, be enjoying your
self. I am almost envious ; but by reading between the 
lines, I can see that you are nearly surfeited with plea
sure already ; you have secret longings for a book and a 
shady nook, for cool solitude and refreshing quiet.

I have never been able to quite understand the appa
rent content of social butterflies. The monotony of soli
tude always ennobles, even though it oppresses, but the 
monotony of pleasure seeking palls fearfully while it 
hardens the heart and renders the mind superficial.

You see what a philosopher I have become.
Charlotte has obtained permission from her grand

father to extend her stay here a few weeks longer. She 
is deeply interested in our religion, and electrified me the 
other day by begging for my little statue of the ” Imma
culate Conception." I hated to part with it, it is asso
ciated in my mind with such sweet memories of my 
mother and of my first prayers, but Charlotte’s eyes grew 
so large and wistful that I could not resist her appeal. 
She has a Catholic singleness of heart and great willing
ness, nay almost anxiety to believe.


