
A VIRGIN HEART
act which won for Leonor his first smile from
the girl, a smile that was still vague, a smile
in which the soul, so hng solicited, showed
itself for an instant, as though at a window
visited at last by the sun.

One day, while they were holding a lilac that
was being transplanted, their hands met. Rose
withdrew hers without affectation, but a little

later she approached it once more and perhaps
that tree, as it was wrenched from the earth,
felt a thrill of love passing through its sleeping
trunk.

Leonor thought of nothing but the charm of
his present life; he analysed himself no more;
he made no plots or projects; he breathed pure
air, he was opening out.

Though less wretched. Rose still suffered.
One evening, when she was undressing to go
to bed, she called to mind all the liberties she
had permitted. No detail was spared her, and
it was in vain that her body revolted ; along her
nerves she felt the now shameful shudder of
her former voluptuousness. She threw herself
into her bed and soon, in the warmth, the
imaginrry contacts grew more numerous and
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