
298 SACRED AND PROFANE LOVE

We parted at the door of my hotel. In the

carriage we had exchanged one long, long kiss.

At the last moment I wanted to alter the pro-

gramme, go with him to his hotel to assist in his

final arrangements, and then see him off at early

morning at the station. But he refused. He
said he could not bear to part from me in public.

Perhaps it was best so. Just as I turned away he

put a packet into my hand. It contained seven

banknotes Cor ten thousand francs each, money
' at it had been my delight to lend him from

t'i.ne to time. Foolish, vain, scrupulous boy

!

I knew not where he haa >btained

It is now evening. Diaz is on the sea. While

writing those last lines I was attacked by fearful

pains in the right side, and cramp, so that I could

not finish. I can scarcely write now. I have

just seen the old English doctor. He says I

have appendicitis, perhaps caused by pips of straw-

berries. And that unless I am operated on at

once And that even if He is telephoning

to the hospital. Diaz ! No ; I shall come safely

through the aflfair. Without me Diaz would fall

ag?in. I see that now. And I have had no child.

I must have a child. Even that girl in the blue

peignoir had a Chance is a strange


