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I dare not speak of our darlings. When I look at their
photographs, when I see their eyes so good, so sweet,
the sobs rise from my heart to my lips. When we suffer
for some thing or for some one it is easy to understand
. . . .
But why and, above all, for whom am I
suffering this odious martyrdom?

I press you to my heart.



Alfred.




Do not come until you are completely recovered and
in excellent health. Our children have need of you.


 


23 January, 1895.





My Darling:




I receive your letters every day. As yet they have
given me none from any member of the family, and, on
my side, I have not yet received the authorization to
write to them. I have written to you every day since
Saturday. I hope that you have received all my letters.

You must not be astonished, my darling, at the scene
of La Rochelle. I find it perfectly natural. What
astonishes me is that no one has yet been found to come
forward and tell what our families really are—families
whose names are synonymous with loyalty and honor.
Ah, human cowardice, I have measured its length and
breadth in these sad, dark days!

When I think of what I was but a few months ago,
and when I compare it with my miserable situation to-*day,
I confess that my heart faints, that I give way to
ferocious outbreaks against the injustice of my lot.
Truly I am the victim of the most hideous error of our
century. At times my reason refuses to believe it; it
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