LOVE-LETTERS OF A
WORLDLY WOMAN



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649304325

Love-letters of a worldly woman by W. K. Clifford

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



W. K. CLIFFORD

LOVE-LETTERS OF A
WORLDLY WOMAN

ﬁTrieste






LOVE-LETTERS

OF A

WORLDLY WOMAN

HY

Mes. W, k, CLIFFORD

AUTHGE OF *° MES KEITN'S CRIME' ETC

Y Eerstare B Rerpens i tekes e albrtenaent "

NEW YORK
HARPER & BROTHERS FRANKLIN SQUARE



PREFACE

THESE be three women who loved the
world : not meaning (at least two of them)
the pomps and vanities, but the roum! world
itsell and the people who belong e it All
had the bapdage lifted from their eyes, and
as they bocame wise proved how sad a thing
i wisdom., The first tried o comfort hevseli
with dreams 5 and waits hoping that they will
find their way into the waking-hours, The
second played an eager, réstless game, staking
all her happiness on it; amd perbaps guined
most when she had fost it.  The third looked
up at sorrow, and, secing a little way beyond,
set out on a journey ; but she does not know
vet where it will end.  And the moral is—but
morals are depressing even i they are edily-
ingz ¢ let us leave them to the Preacher,

L. C.
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A MODERN CORRESPONDENCE

SHE—QXN THE DNLNESS (W Gonbbi b=s

long, that is. as we have been
in the habit of measuring time
lately —nearly a month.  T'wo
wonths and wmecting every day,
often twice o iy, bt never missing ongee ;
then i litle puuse, a ilageing, o feing-le-
town, and two days apart—days that were
Hanl o bear for both of vs: then a week,
andd mow o forteighe. A Tast vour leters
cotmpensated nme; new they do oo, Are
they colder? 1 donet know,  Notin words,
perhaps, but they do not send o rush of
joy throozh mwe as ey did a0 itle while

since. Uhew secin Do come Teoin voar it
L]
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lect, vour good-nature, that would not Like
uie o fecl neglected, vour aftectionate dis-
position, not frem vour heard. Are you Le-
g to turn eestive, o think things oaver,
towemder bow 11 was we found the past so
swiet that we were content o spenid wliole
thavs by the river-side, tabling the derttless,
ey talk of happiness, or h:!n.'l!l[l:.' witleh-
g the viver as it went on, secking, per-
baps, the plree which a Lule later our feet
wold know—but not tozether?

I vemember vour telling me once—was it
with dim forcboding of a future that now,
perhaps. deaws near #—that women took
things more seriously than wen.  They are
the foolish women, 1 am going to be wise
—t6 remember as long as vou remember,
and foreet as =oon. 1 think | am doine so
already—il you are. Why should man, who
is strong, always get the hest of it and be
torgiven so much : and woman, wha ts weal,
gt the worst-and be forgiven so hittle ? Why
should you go and lavsh and be mermv, and
1 siaw waiting and listeninz ? Dot this shall
not b, for I oam notl the woman toosit and
weep while the weorld s wide and the days
are long, nnd there are many to—Lo love me?
I dda st Know: 1o come and make o sweet
pretence of love; and who shail sav how
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mch or how little heart will be in it? lris
delighttul to be o woman—yes, even in spite
of all thimgsy but to be a weak woman, and
vood with the moodness invented For her by
men who will have none of 1t themselves;
no, thank vou. It is o sad mastake 1o take
things serfously, especially for women (which
sounds like a guotation from Byron, and is
almosty, but it is & mistake that shall not be
mine. Lot us keep w the surface of all
things, to the to-day in which we live, for-
getting the yesterdays, not dreaming of to-
morrows, The frath of the waves, the green
meadows, and the happy folk walking across
them laughing: the whele world as it faces
the sky: beneath are omly the deep waters,
the black earth, the people sorrowing in
their houses, the dead sleeping i their
oraves.  What have we who would Imiph
in common with these?  Nothing.

Drear, your letters have grown too critieal,
ten Intellectually adoiring.  You sald in one
of them last week that vou revereneed me
for my woodness, | do not want reverence ;
it goes Lo passion’s funcral, And 1 do not
want to be good cither, lor that means a
person knowing all her awn possibilitics and
limits, 1t 15 only of the base and mean
things that one should know one's self atter-



