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•prbg. Dten, no doubt, IWM wrong. If I am guilty it it

not of hATing nin airny with Blaiie but of thooe ni|^
on the balcony when I was alone. I see now with a
wondennaat at my own Uindness that it was not of
Blaiae I loved to think but of—4ove, and not I alone
but every woman who it derdiet at twenty.

It it not to much the man the woman lovet but

—

love. Not that big, maladroit, stupid, ttubbom creature,

vdu> thinkt he it ttroog becaute he hat bicept—^but a
tmall, round, pink, elf-like creature, crowned with reset

and armed with a quiver. She lovet him for hit tmile,

fweet and dy, so like hert ; she k>vet him for the bine
ribbon on hit nudity, to like her own modetty. L»iie

lovet him for the gold of his cuds and the iron of his

arrows, but principally for his wings, swift and crud,
that fan ardour. And yihea the woman has children they
axe made after his unage.

Every day I ask MMor to take me back to Algiers

with my cldldraai and Gracieuse. He says only " pa-
tience," and chews the air melandiolically. Patience

!

That is just what I have not. Besides, I know it is all

so useless and so humiliating, this waiting cm a man's
f(»giveness. It is he who ought to ask me for forgive-

ness ; indeed, it is. I have entrusted myself to his guid-

ance. What do I know of life, after all, except yrhtA I

have read and what Vi told me ? My husband's folly

scant far lett excusable than my own folly. When I am
hit age I shall be as quick to suspect as to forgive

—

in a word, I shall know the weaknew of my fellow-

faumans.

I suffer. I know that all happinett it over. I love my
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