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 For a while now, the bad weather had ceased; the season was advancing; and suddenly 

the almond trees bloomed. – It was the first of March. I went down to the Spanish plaza in the 

morning. The peasants had stripped the countryside of its white branches, and the flowers of the 

almond trees were packed in the baskets of sellers. My enchantment was such that I bought a 

whole bunch. Three men brought it over for me. I went home with all of this spring. The 

branches stuck to the doors; the petals snowed on the carpet. I placed them everywhere, in all the 

vases, whitening the living room, from which Marceline was, at the moment, gone. Already I 

was rejoicing at her delight… I heard her coming. Here she was. She opened the door. What’s 

wrong with her?... She was staggering… She burst in tears. 

 -What’s wrong? my dear Marceline… 

I fussed around her, covered her with gentle caresses. Then, as if to excuse her crying: 

-The odor of these flowers bothers me, she said… 

 And it’s a delicate odor, a light odor of honey… Without saying anything, I grabbed the 

innocent fragile branches, broke them, brought them outside, and threw them, furious, with 

bloodshot eyes. – Oh! such a small amount of spring, yet she can no longer handle it!... 

 I often think back to her crying and I think now that, already feeling to blame, it’s for the 

regret of other springs that she was crying. – I think also that the strong experience strong 

happiness while the weak experience lesser happiness because strong happiness would cause 

them pain. A wave of relief overtook Marceline; a few more sobs and she could no longer stand 

it. What she called happiness was what I called rest, and I no longer wanted to nor could rest. 

 Four days later, we left for Sorrento. I was disappointed that there was no more warmth. 

Everything seemed to be shivering. The wind never stopped blowing and exhausted Marceline a 
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great deal. We wanted to stay in the same hotel that we had stayed on our last trip; we even 

stayed in the same room… We looked around in surprise, under the dull sky, the scenery looked 

lifeless, even the hotel garden, which we thought was lovely when we last walked around in 

love, was bleak. 

 We decided to travel through the Palermo Sea, which everyone was praising for its 

climate; we returned to Naples where we would board and were delayed again. But in Naples at 

least I was not bored. Naples was a lively city where the past does not haunt. 

 I was with Marceline at almost every minute of the day. At night, she went to bed early, 

tired out; I watched her as she fell asleep, and sometimes I even went to bed, then, when her 

breathing slowed showing me that she was asleep, I got up quietly, I got dressed in the dark; I 

slipped outside like a robber. 

 Outside! Oh! I wanted to shout with joy. What was I going to do? I didn’t know. The sky, 

gloomy during the day, was free of clouds; the moon, almost full, shined. I walked around, with 

no goal, with no purpose, with no obligation. I looked at everything with a fresh perspective; I 

heard every sound with a more attentive ear; I inhaled the humidity in the air; I touched 

everything; I wandered. 

 Our last night in Naples, I prolonged this restless debauchery. When I arrived home, I 

found Marceline in tears. She was scared; she told me, having woken up abruptly and not feeling 

me close to her. 
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