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I

erening, I knew that I had returned to find you. And I
knew that in some strange way, you recognied me and
claimed me in your heart of hearts, as I claimed you.
From that moment my life changed.

"Is it not wonderful, my beloved, how one rises up
and goes forth to meet love : how time and space become
annihilated, and all barriers of mind and circumstance
are swept away as in an avalanche? Yes, from that
moment my life changed, and yours changed too. But
I knew that I had to wait. I knew that you had to free
yourself in your own way from the memories which
were encompassing you. And all the time I was yeam-
mg to say to you: 'Do not fight with the past. Do
not try to push ^e past on one side. It can never be
forgotten, never be ignored. But something better can
be done with ii It can be faced, understood, and then
gathered up with the present and the future. Let me
help you to do it. I will gather it up with a tenderness
never dreamed of before in the whole world of love.*

"All this I yearned to say to you before I knew the
whole history of your troubled life. And now that you
have told me the whole history, what shall I say to you?
I will say to you that my love for you is a thousandfold
greater than before: that as I learn to know the depth
of your suffering and sadness, I shall learn to make my
love deeper still to reach those depths: that I am wait-
ing for you, with arms outstretched, a thousandfold
more eagerly than before: that my love for you is the
love of a woman for a man, the sore yearning of one
kindred spirit for another kindred spirit, the tender
sympathy of friend with friend, the frank understand-
ing of comrade with comrade—this is my love for you.


