My Dearest Suzanne,
Being 4in pulblic mest retiring and shy J de,

my dear, take pen in hand te unburden to you my heavy mind fer it 4is a
burden that medesty can no lenger lear in the sight of your beauty. You
are, Suzanne, the very breath of Life to vivify and idluminate with your
radiant presence this my dull and schelarly Life. T can, for ne accountalle
reason contrioed that reason which would compéll me to ixm abanden these dusity
velunes for the oake of one féeeting glimpose of you as you fleat with the
grace of the finesit gossaner from one class reom ie another, heedless of my
imploning though modesit gaze. It 4o noi tee much te say that J would give
gl to you, AL my possessions were but the most humble and mean of offering
before the highi#ot of all gifts — your dove. It is kwx perhaps too much
to aok of you, {for even a momentary glance in my direction is more than J
have a right te ask. Jt 4is a boon fit for a Zews, a Jjupiter or a hercules,
a boon of leauty that paxkxx pales frail Uenus leside you. And s0 your

company with me this night, your presents at the ball will not only osteal

the eyes of those mortals farvworthy than J, but will encure the envey, nay

the aery wrath of the gods themselves. But it is a mosit prepiticus sacrifice.

J renain madame you mest kind, humbéé and obediant servant.
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