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You tell me, poor darling, not to think, not to try to
understand. Oh, try to understand! I have never done
that; it is impossible for me. But how can I stop my
thoughts? All that I can do is, as I have told you, to try
to wait for the supreme day of truth.

During the last months I wrote you long letters, in
which I poured out my over-burdened heart. What
would you? For three years I have seen myself the toy
of events to which I am a stranger, having never deviated
from the absolute rule of conduct that I had imposed
upon myself, that my conscience as a loyal soldier
devoted to his country had imposed upon me. Even
in spite of yourself the bitterness mounts from the
heart to the lips; anger sometimes takes you by the
throat and you cry out in pain.

Formerly I swore never to speak of myself, to close
my eyes to everything, because for me, as for you, for us
all, there can be but one supreme consolation—that of
truth, of unshrouded light.

But while my too long sufferings, the appalling situation,
the climate, which by its own power alone makes
the brain burn—while all this combined has not made me
forget a single one of my duties, it has ended by leaving
me in a state of cerebral and nervous erethismus that is
terrible. I understand thoroughly, too, my good darling,
that you cannot give me details. In affairs like
this, where grave interests are at stake, silence is necessary,
obligatory.

I chatter on to you, though I have nothing to tell you;
but all this does me good, it rests my heart and relaxes
the tension of my nerves. Truly, my heart often is
shrivelled with poignant grief when I think of you, of
our children; and then I ask myself what I can have
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