
DEDICATORY k
to you you were stricken with that sudden silence,

that attentive seriousness, if you remember, and
regarded me for a long time without making any
remark. Well, another one is done and I inscribe it

to you. Of course I know perfectly well that books
are nothing to you, that you read only the perplexing

and defaced human hieroglyphics around you. I

know that when you receive a copy of this new affair,

through the British Post Office in the Rue Franque,

you will not read it. You will lay it carefully in a
drawer, and let it go at that. And knowing this, and
without feeling sad about it, either, since I have no
fancy for bookish women, I am anxious that you
should read at least the dedication. So I am writing

it here by the window, hurriedly, in words you will

understand, and I shall leave it on the table, and you
will find it later, when I am gone.

Listen.

The fact is, this dedication, like the book which
follows after it, is not merely an act of homage. It is

a symbol of emancipation from an influence under
which I have lived for two thirds of your lifetime. I

must tell you that I have always been troubled by
visions of beings whom I call dream-women. I was a
solitary child. Girls were disconcerting creatures

who revealed to me only the unamiable sides of their

natures. But I discovered that I possessed the


