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and I am to sail to-morrow morning. Now, as I have

told you more than once, it is very difficult to know
just how anything takes you because you have at

your command an alluring immobility, a sort of

sudden static receptiveness which is, to an English-

man, a Westerner that is, at once familiar and

enigmatic. And when one has informed you, dis-

tinctly if ungrammatically, in three languages, that

one is going away for good, and you assume for a

moment that aforementioned immobility, and mur-

mur "C 'est la guerre" I ask you, what is one to

think?

And perhaps you will recall that you then went on

brushing your hair precisely as though I had made
some banal remark about the weather. > detached

observer would say
—"This woman has no heart.

She is too stupid to understand. " However, as I am
something more than a detached observer, I know
that in spite of that grufiF, laconic attitude of yours,

that enigmatic immobility, you realize what this

means to us, to me, to you.

So, while you are down in the garden, and the light

is still quite good by this western window, I am
writing this for you. As we say over in America,

"Let me tell you something." I have written a book,

and I am dedicating it to you. As you are aware, I

have written books before. When I explained this


