[no date, place]

Maybe,


And maybe, my dreams are insane, my tears insane… and they don’t remember longing there, in the capital, that I am alone and far away… And maybe I’m long since forgotten. I don’t think he loves me; another
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words of an empty conversation. Like a reproach my thought sparked… And my excessively ardent imagination was captivated by a wondrous dream. And caressing the sweet delusion I gave my soul up to it – did I dream it, or it simply seemed that…me
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and it’s shameful for all acquaintances and even your relatives. Here everyone asks what Lyova writes. I answer that I don’t know myself. Then nobody believes me. They say that I don’t want to say and I’m hiding (my God) how painful it becomes
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no matter how many letters I write and all in vain, there’s no answer. Lyovochka surely I deserve that much from you. I don’t know if so I don’t know what I could have done to deserve this but at the end of it all I don’t know what will happen next already
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