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A DAUGHTER OF EVE

To Madame la I'onitessr de Bolognini,

nee Vittn'rcat'i.

If yon rpmcmlicr, dear lady, the plcnsur{> j-onr onnvorisatlon

gave tu a ctTtain traveler, inakiiiu' Paris live for liiiii in Milan,

you will n<»t lie siiriiriscil that !h> slmnld l.-iy one of liis works at

your feet, as a token of gratitude fur so many deli>;titf'il <'ven-

inj;s spent in your societj-, nor tliat lii' sliould seek for it the

shelter of a name which, in old times, was };iven to not a few

of the titles liy one of your early writers, beloveil of tlie Milanese.

You have an lOuf^riiie, \\[\\\ more iliaii tlie jtroinise of beauty,

whose sjieakinfr smile iiroclaims her \o have iulierited from you

the most jirecious jrifts a woman can possess, and ivhose ehild-

hood. It is eertain, will be rich in all tliose j'jys which a harsh

mother refused to the Enp'nie of tliese pa^es. If P'nnR-hiuen

are accused of being frivolous and inconstant, I, you see, am

Italian iu my faithfulness ami attaclinient, IIow often, as I

wrote the name of Eu;i.'nie, have my tlioiiglits carried me back

to the cool stuccoed drawing-room and little garden of the Virnlo

dvi Cai)uiriiii. which used to resound to the dear c'iild's merry

laugliter, to (uir (piarrels, and our stories. You have left the

Carso for tlie Trv Mainisli ri, where I know nothing of your man-

ner of life, and I am forced to picture you, no longer amongst

the pretty tilings, wl'idi doubtless still surround you, but like

one of t!i(> beantiftil h- ads of Carlo I>olci. Kapliat">!, Titian, or

AUori, wliich. in tlieir remoteness, seem to us like ;il)stractious.

If this book succeed in making its way across tlie Alps, it will

tell you of the lively gratitude and respectful friendship of

Y'our humble servant,

De Balzac.
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