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THE CONFESSIONS
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EERE the self tortunng sophist, wild Roussean,
The apostle of affichon, be who threw
aver and from woe
Wru.ns overwhalming eloquenes, first drew
The breath which made bim wretched: yet be knew
How to make madpess heapttfnl, and cest
O'er erring deads and thoughts a heavenly hue
Of words, Iike sunbeams, dazzling as they pass'd
The eyes, wiich o'er them shed 1ears feelingly and fast.

His love Was DAEEION'S BSSETMCA—AS A Tés
©On Fre by ligh with eihersal Hame
Hindled he was, and blasted for to be
Thue, and anamoyr’d, were 1o am the samm.
But bus was not the love of living dame,
Nor of the dead who nas upon cor dreams.
BEut of 1deal beanty, which became
In mm exiztence, and o'erfiowing teemn
Aleng hs burung pags, distamper d though 1t seems

H:s life wag one long war with eelf-sought foes,
Or fnends by m sel{ bamsh'd for s mund
Had grown Suspicion's sanciusry, and chose
For 1ts own crae] sacrifice the king,
‘Gaingt wham he raged with fury stranga and blind,
Bat he was frenned—wherefore, wha may know ?
Smnce cause might ba which ekl conld osver find.
But he was fienzied by diseabs or woe
To 1Lat worst pirch of wll, which wears a raasomng show,

ByroN,—Childe Haroid,
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PREFATORY NOTICE

Tne © Confessions,” which is the principal authority
for the first fifty-three years of Rousseau's life, comes to
an end with the year 1765,

It may be useful to give a succinct biographical sketch
of that period, and of the thirieen succeeding yeats up to
the time of his death in 1778.

Jean Jacques Rousseau was born at Geneva, on the
28th of June, 1712, He was descended from a Parisian
family which had settled there since 1554, His father was
2 watchmaker, who, in comsequence of a quarrel with a
captain in the French army, was obliged to leave Geneva,
and Jean Jacques was sent by his uncle, together with bis
cousin, to be educated at the house of a Protestant minister
named Lambercier. At first he lived there happily enough;
but, having been unjustly accused of breaking a comb, he
became restless and dissatisfied, and returnsd to Geneva,
where he remained two or three ysars with his uncle. Even
at that early age his morbid fancy for women began to show
itself. After lengthy deliberation, it was finally decided to
put him with the town-clerk, to be brought up as an
attorney; but he was found so stupid that be was sent
away in disgrace. He was next apprenticed to an engraver,
who treated him with great brutality, and, in spite of his
liking for the trade itself, he became utterly disgusted and
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demoralised, On his return from a walk with his fellow-
apprentices, be found the city gates shut. This had hap-
pened twice before, and his dread of the punishment that
awaited him the third time made him resolve not to return
to his master. After wandering about the neighbourhodd
for some days, he arrived at Confignon, in Savoy, where he
called upon the curé, who gave him a good dinner, and sent
him on to Annecy, with a letter of introduction to Madame
de Warens, the curious person with whom he afterwards
entered upon the extraordinary relations fully described in
the ¢ Confessions.” In consequence of a suggestion made
by M. Sabran, who was dining with her, he was sent to
the hospice for catechumens at Turin, to be converted to
Catholicism.  After having publicly abjured the Protestant
faith, he was turned out to shift for himself, with twenty
francs in his pocket. Through his landlady, a rough but
good-natured woman, he secured the post of lackey to the
Comtesse de Vercellis, but was thrown out of employment
by her death. It was at her house that the well-known
incident of the theft of the ribbon occurred (p. 84). The
Comte de la Roque, Madame de Vercellis's nephew, pro-
cured him a similar situation with the Comte de Gouvon,
Chief Equerry to the Queen of Sardinia, where he might
have improved his position; but, in one of his fits of
“ madness,” as he himself calls them, he suddenly ran
away, intending to lead a vagabond life with a young
Genevese, named Béacle. When their respurces were ex-
hausted, they parted, and Roussean returned to Madame
de Warens, who received him kindly, and took him to
lodge at her house. He took lessons in Latin, and studied
for the priesthood; but he was sent back to Madame de
‘Warens as not clever enough even for a priest. About
this time his passion for rousic began to develop itself,
On his return from Lyons, where he had been sent in the
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company of M. le Maitre, a Parisian organist (whom, by
the way, he shamefully deserted in the public streets when
attacked by a fit), he found that Madame de Warens had
left Annecy. During her absence, he went to see his father
a? Nyon, and set up as a teacher of music at Lausanne, the
duties of which he was utterly incompetent to perform,
Finding himself unable to gain a livelihood, he went to
Neufchatel, where he was more fortunate in the matter of
pupils. In the neighbourhood of this place, he made the
acquaintance of a Greek prelate, who was collecting funds
for the restoration of the Holy Sepulchre. With his usual
impetuosity, he engaged himself to him as secretary and
interpreter, and started off on his way to Jerusalem. He
did not, however, get beyond Soleure, where he was de-
tained by the French Ambassador, who persuaded him to
desert the Archimandrite, and wait and see whether some-
thing better could not be found for him, Finding little
immediate prospect of advancement, he set out for Paris,
the first sight of which greatly disappointed him. Hearing
that Madame de Warens was at Chambéri, he returned to
her, and for a short time held a Government appointment
under the King of Sardinia, which, however, he resigned
in order to devote himself to music. After about ten years’
intimate relationship with Madame de Warens, who treated
him with the greatest kindness, which, in spite of his pro-
testations of affection, he does not seem to have repaid
as he should have done, he finally left her, and became
tutor at Lyons to the children of M, de Mably, But find-
ing himself, as he confesses, unfit for the post, be made
a last attempt to reinstate himself with Madame de Warens,
but as this proved unsuccessful, he again went to Paris,
with a new system of musical notation, which he imagined
was going to make his fortune. But it was unfavourably
received by the Academy of Sciences ; and, being unable
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to ohtain pupils, he accepted the post of secretary to M.
de Montaigu, the French Ambassador at Venice. After
about eighteen months, he threw up this post and returned
to Paris in 1745. At the Hoétel St. Quentin, where he
lived for a time, he formed a connection with a servaht
named Thérése le Vasseur, which lasted for the rest of
his life. He had five children by her, who were all
deposited at the Foundling Hospital. He was for a short
time clerk in the office of M, Dupin, Farmer-General of
Taxes, In 1948, he became acquainted with Madame
d’Epinay, who became one of his best friends, and at her
house he became acquainted with d’Alembert, Diderot,
and Condillac, who engaged him to write articles for the
¢ Encyclopédie.”

In 1749, the Academy of Dijon offered a prize on the
guestion: “Whether the progress of the Arts and Sciences
bas contributed more to the deterioration or improvement
of Morals ?” Rousseau supported the first view, obtained
the prize, and became famous. M. de Francueil, Madame
Dupin's son-in-law, gave him a post in the Receiver-Gene-
ral's office, which he resigned. He took up music-copying
again, and earned a scanty livelihood. An opera composed
by him, Le Devin du Village, was played before Louis XV,
at Fontaineblean. In 1753, he wrote a letter on “French
Music”; his next publication was a letter to d'Alembert,
Swr les Spectacles, an attack on Voltaire, d’Alembert, and
the theatre generally,. He also wrotc a discourse upon
the *Origin of Inequality amongst Mankind.” In 1954, he
paid a visit to his old love, Madame de Warens, whom
he found in very reduced circumstances. He also turned
Protestant again, in order to make himself eligible for the
freedom of Geneva,

In April, 1756, at the invitation of Madame d’Epinay,
he took up his residence at her country-house, called the
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Hermitage, near Montmoreney, where he began to write
¢ Julie, or La Nouvelle Héloise,” which was finished in
1759. ‘This work was inspired by bis passion for Madame
d'Houdetot, sister-in-law of Madame d’Epinay. Owing to
a* quarrel between himself, Diderot, and Grimm, he left
the Hermitage in the winter, and went to live at Mont-
louis, in the neighbourhood. *ILa Nouvelle Héloise”
appeared in 1760; the * Contrat Social,” and « Emile,” in
1762, Owing to the doctrines contained in his works, he
equally offended the government, the clerical and phileso-
phical parties, On the rith of June, 1562, “Emile” was
condemned by the Parliament of Paris, proscribed by the
States-General of Holland, and publicly burnt by order
of the Council of Geneva. Roussean was wammed by
the Prince de Conti and Madame de Luxembourg that his
arrest was Intended. He, therefore, went to Yverdun,
but was ordered by the Senate of Berne to quit the terri-
tory of the Republic. He then removed to Motiers in
Neunfchitel, of which Marshal Keith was governor for
Frederick II., King of Prussia, to whom it then belonged.
While at Motiers he wrote his  Lettres de la Montagne,”
which caused such irritation against him that, in alarm, he
migrated to the Island of St. Pierre in the Lake of Bienne,
where he assumed the Armenian costume. Being again
ordered by the Senate of Berne to leave, he accepted an
invitation from Hume to go to England, where he arrived in
January, 1766. After a stay of two months in the capital
—where he was made much of although men like Johnson
entertained but a poor opinion of him-—he went to the
country-house of Mr. Davenport, at Wootton, in Stafford-
shire. Here he wrote the first six books of his * Com.
fessions,” But he soon quarrelled with both Hume and
Davenport, and suddenly returned to France. A letter had
appeared in the newspapers, with the signature of the King of
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Prussia, attacking Rousseau’s morality., The latter accused
Hume of having written it, and, in spite of his denial,
accused him of the basest treachery against him. The
letter was really written by Horace Walpole, who after-
wards acknowledged it. '

In May, 1767, he visited Amiens, and, in the following
month, repaired to the Chateau of Trye, which beloenged
to the Prince de Conti, where he lived some time under
the name of Renou, and went on with his * Confessions.”
From there he went to Grendble, capital of the ancient
province of Dauphiné; soon becoming tired of the place
and its inbabitants, he went to Bourgoin. It is said that
at this time he contemplated returning to Wootton, or a
journey to the Balearic Islands. Finding Bourgoin un-
healthy, he moved in 1769 to Monquin, where he wrote
the tenth book of the ¢ Confessions.” Thence he went to
Lyons, where he amused himself by botanising on the
banks of the Sabne. At last, he went back to Paris,
where permission was granted him to reside, on condition
that he wrote nothing against the Government or Religion.
He resumed his music-copying, and mixed in the society of
people of note, such as Sophie Arnould, Madame de Genlis,
Bernardin de St. Pierre, and others. In May, 1778, ke re-
moved to a cottage at Ermenonville, belonging to the Comte
de Girardin, where he died suddenly on the 3jrd of July.
Some, amongst them Madame de Sta&l, are of opinion that
he committed suicide; others believe that he succumbed
to a fit of apoplexy.

He was buried, by his own request, in the island of
poplars in the lake in the park of Ermenonville. In 1794, his
body was transported, by decree of the Convention, to the
Panthéon at Paris, where also lie the remains of Voltaire,
Two streets in Paris preserve his memory; the old Rue
Platridre, afterwards called Rue Jean Jacques Rousseau,
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where he lived on his return from Dauphiné, and the
Rue du Contrat Social, A bronze statue has been erected
by the town of Geneva, on the little island where the
Rhéne issues from the lake.

* The best edition of Roussean’s works is that by
Musset-Pathay in twenty-three volumes; and the best
biography, in English or any other language, that by Mr.
John Morley, in two volumes (Macmillan). The present
is the only complete and unexpurgated translation into
English of the * Confessions.”

This edition has been translated from the original, and
every effort has been made to give even more faithfully both
the letter and the spirit of that original. This step has
been rendered necessary by the many inaccuracies and
omissions which disfigure all previous English translations
of the * Confessions"—entire paragraphs being struck out
at the caprice of the adaptor, In the present edition not
the slightest abridgment has been permitted, and the at-
tempt is everywhere made to render the thought and the
expression of the author as closely as the genius of our
language will allow.
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. THE CONFESSIONS

oF

JEAN JACQUES ROUSSEAU
PART THE FIRST

BOOK I
[1712-1710]

I am commencing an nndertaking, hitherto without precedent,
and whick will never find an imitator. I desire to set before my
fellows the likeness of a man in all the truth of nature, and that
man myself,

Myself alonel I know the feelings of my heart, and 1 know
men. I am not made like any of those I have seen; I venture
to believe that I am not made like apy of those who are in
exigtonce. If I am not better, at least I am different. Whether
Nature has acted rightly or wrongly in destroying the mon!d in
which she cast me, can only be decided after I have been read.

Let the trumpet of the Day of Judgment sound when it will,
I will present mysclf before the Sovereign Judge with this book
in my hand. I will say boldly: * This is what I have done, what
I have thought, what I was. I have told the good and the bad
with equal frankness. I have peither omitted anything bagd, nor
interpolated anything good. If T have occasionally made use of
eome immaterial embellishments, this has only beea in order to
fill a gap caused by lack of memory. I may have assumed
the truth of that which I knew might have been true, never of
that which I knew to be false. I have shown myself as I was:
mean and contemptible, good, high-minded and sublime, according
as I was one or the other. I have unveiled my inmost self even

VoL, 1 1
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as Thou hast seen it, O Eternal Being. Gather round me the
countless host of my fellow-men; let them hear my confessions,
lament for my wunworthiness, and blush for my imperfections,
Then let each of them in turn reveal, with the same frankness,
the secrets of his heart at the foot of the Throne, and say, if he
dare, ' I was belter than that mani'”

I was born at Geneva, in the year 1712, and was the son of
Isaac Roussean and Susanne Bernard, citizene. The distribution
of a very moderate inheritance amongst fifteen children had re-
duced my fatber’'s portion almost to nothing; and his only means
of livelihood was his trade of watchmaker, in which he wag really
very clever. My mother, a daughter of the Protestant minister
Berpard, was better off. She was clever and beautiful, and my
father had found Qifficulty in obtaining her hand, Their affection
for each other had commenced almost as soon as they were born.
When only eight years old, they walked every evening upon the
Treille!; at ten, they were inseparable. Sympathy and union of
soul strengthened in them the feeling prodnced by intimacy.
Both, naturally full of teoder semsibility, only waited for the
moment when they should find the same disposition in another
—or, tather, this moment waited for them, and each abandoned
their heart to the first which opened to receive it. Destiny, which
appeared to oppose their passion, only encouraged it. The young
lover, unable to obtain possession of his mistress, was consumed
by grief. She advised him to travel, and endeavour to forget her.
He travelled, but without result, and returned more in love than
ever. He found her whom he loved still faithful and trne. After
this trial of affection, nothing was leit for them bunt to love each
other all their lives. This they swore to do, and Heaven blessed
their oath.

Gabriel Bernard, my mother's brother, fell in love with one
of my father’s sisters, who only consented to accept the hand of
the brother, on condition that her own brother married the sister.
Love arranged everything, and the two marriages took place on
the same day. Thus my uncle became the husband of my aunt,
and thelr children were doubly my first cousins. At the end of

1 A fashionable promenade in Geneva.
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a year, a child was born to both, after which they were again
obliged to separate.

My uncle Bernard was an engineer. He took service in the
Empire and in Hungary, under Prince Eugéne. He distinguished
himeelf at the siege and battle of Belgrade. My father, after the
birth of my only brother, set out for Constantinople, whither he
was summoned to undertake the post of watchmaker to the Sultan,
During his absence, my mother’s beauty, intellect and talents
gained for her the devotion of numerous admirers.! M. de la
Closure, the French Resident, was one of the most eager to
offer his. His passion must have been great, for, thirty years
later, I saw him greatly affected when speaking to me of her.
To epable her to resist such advances, my mother had more
than her virtue: she loved her husband tenderly. She pressed
him to return; he left all, and returned. I was the unhappy
fruit of this return. Ten months later I was bom, a weak and
ailing ehild; I cost my mother her life, and my birth was the
first of my misfortunes.

1 bave mnever heard how my father bore this Joss, but
I know that he was inconsolable. He believed that he saw
his wife again in me, without being able to forget that it was
I who had robbed him of her; he never embraced me without
my perceiving, by his sighs and the convulsive manner in which he
clasped me to his breast, that a bitter regret was mingled with
his caresses, which were on that account only the more tender,
When he said to me, * Jean Jacques, let us talk of your
mother,”” I used to answer, ‘“ Well, then, my father, we will
weep ! "—and this word alone was sufficient to move him to tears.

1 Her talents were too brilliant for her positon, since her father, the
minister, who worshipped her, had educated her with great care. She drew,
sang, accompantied herself on the téorbe*; she read much, and wrote
tolerable verses. During the absence of her husband and her brother,
while walking with her sister-in-law and their two children, she delivered
the following impromptu, when someone happened to mention them

Ces denx jeurs, qui sont absent
Nous sont cheeg de blen des manj2res :
Ce 3gnt nos amls, nos amants:
Ce sont nos maris et nos fréres,
Et les péres de cas enfants,
* A stnnged fastrument, resembling a lute.

Lo,
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* Ah ! ” gaid he, with 2 sigh, ¢ give her back to me, console me for
her loss, fill the void which she has left in my soul. Should I love
you as I do, if you were only my son?” Forty years after he
had lost her, he died in the arms of a second wife, but the name
of the first was on his lips and her image at the botton of
his heart.

Such were the authors of my existence. Of all the gifts which
Heaven had bestowed upon them, a sensitive heart is the only one
they bequeathed to me; it had been the source of their happiness,
but for me it proved the source of all the misfortunes of my life.

I was brought into the world in an almost dying condition
little hope was entertained of saving my life. I carried within
me the germs of a complaint which the conrse of time bas
strengthened, and which at times allows me a respite only to
make me suffer more cruelly in ancther manner. One of my
father's sisters, an amiable and virtuous young woman, took such
care of me that she saved my life. At this moment, while 1 am
writing, she is still alive, at the age of eighty, pursing a husbaand
younger than herself, but exhawvsted by excessive drinking. Dear
aunt, I forgive you for having preserved my life; and I deeply
regret that, at the end of your days, I am unable to repay the
tender care which you lavished upon me at the beginping of my
own.! My dear old nurse Jacqueline is also still alive, healthy
and robust. The hands which opened my eyes at my birth will
be able to close them for me at my death.

1 felt before I thought: this is the cominon Iot of humanity.
I experienced it more than others. I do not know what I did
until I was five or six years old. I do not know how I learned
to read; I only remember my earliest reading, and the effect it
had upon me; from that time I date my uninterrupted self-con-
sciousness. My mother had left some romances behind her, which
my father and I began to read after supper. At first it was only
&z question of practising me in reading by the aid of amusing
books; but soon the interest became so lively, that we used to
read in turms without stopping, and spent whole nights in this

1 The name of this aunt was Madame Goneeru. In March, 1767, Roussean
settled upon her an income of one hundred livres, and, even in the time of hig
greatest distress, always paid it with scrupulous exactitude.
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occupation, We were nnable to leave off until the volume was
finished. Sometimes, my father, hearing the swallows begin to
twitter in the early morning, would say, quite ashamed, “ Let us
go to bed; I am more of a child than yourself.”

sln a short time I acquired, by this dangerous method, not
only extreme facility in reading and understanding what I read,
but a knowledge of the passions that was unique in a child of
my age. I had no idea of things in themselves, although all the
feelings of actual life were already known to me. I had conceived
nothing, but felt everything. These confused emotions, which
I felt one after the other, certainly did not warp the reasoning
powers which I did not as yet possess; but they shaped them
in me of a pecoliar stamp, and gave me odd and romantic
notions of human life, of which experience and reflection have
never been able wholly to cure me.

[x71g9-1723.]—The romances came to an end in the summer of
1719. The following winter brought us something different. My
mother's library being exhausted, we had recourse to the share of
her father’s which had fallen to us. Luckily, there were some
good books in it; in fact, it could bardly have been otherwise,
for the library had been collected by a minister, who was even
a learned man acecording to the fashion of the day, and was at
the same time a man of taste and intellect, The * History of the
Empire and the Church,"” by Le Sueur; Bossuet’s “ Treatise upon
Universal History"”; Plutarch's * Lives of Famous Men " ; Nani's
» History of Venice"; Ovid’s * Metamorphoses”;  La Bruydre”;
Fontenelle's “Worlds * ; his * Dialogues of the Dead ™ ; and some
volumes of Molitre—all these were bronght over inte my father’s
room, and I read to him out of them while he worked. 1 conceived
a taste for them that was rare and perhaps unique at my age.
Plutarch, especially, became my favourite author, The pleasure I
took in reading him over and over again cured me = little of my
taste for romance, and I soon preferred Agesilaus, Brutus and Aris.
tides to Orondates, Artamenes, and Juba. This interesting reading,
and the conversations between my father and myself to which it
gave rise, formed in me the free and republican spirit, the proud
and indomitable character unable to endure slavery or gervitude,
which bas tormented me throughout my life in situations the least
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fitted to afford it scope. Unceasingly occupied with thoughts of
Rome and Athens, living as it were amongst their great men,
myself by birth the citizen of & republic and the son of a father
whose patriotism was his strongest passion, I was fired by his
example; I believed myself & Greek or 2 Roman; I lost wmy
identity in that of the individual whose life I was reading; the
recitals of the qualities of endurance and iIntrepidity which
arrested my attention made my eyes glisten and strengthened
my voice, One day, while I was relating the history of Scaevola
at table, those present were alarmed to see me come forward and
hold my hand over a chafing-dish, to illustrate his action.

I had a brother seven years older than myself, who was
learning my fathet's trade. The excessive affection which was
lavished upon myself caused him to be somewhat neglected,
which treatment I cannot approve of. His education felt the
consequences of this neglect. He took to evil courses before he
was old enough to be a regular profligate. He was put with
anocther master, from whom he was continually running away, as
he had done from heome. 1 hardly ever saw him; I can scarcely
say that I knew him; but I never ceased to love him tenderly,
and he loved me as much as a vagabond can love anything.
I remember that, on one occasion, when my father was chastising
bim harshly and in enger, I threw myself impetuocusly between
them and embraced him closely, In this manner I covered his
body with mine, and received the blows which were aimed at
him; I so obstinately maintained my position that at last my
father was obliged to leave off, being either disarmed by my
cries and tears, or afraid of hurtiog me more than him. At last,
my brother turned out so badly that he ran away and dis-
appeared altogether. Some time afterwards we heard that he
was in Germany. He never once wrofe to us. From that time
nothing more has been heard of him, and thus I bave remained
an only son.

If this poor boy was carelessly brought up, this was not the
case with his brother; the children of kings could not be more
carefully looked after than I was during my early years—wor-
shipped by all around me, and, which is far less common,
treated as a beloved, mever as a spoiled child. Till I left my
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father’s honse, I was never once allowed to run about the streets
by myseli with the other children; in my case no one ever
had to satisfy or check any of thosse fantastic whims which are
attributed to Nature, but are all in reality the result of education.
I bad the faolts of my age: I was a chatterbox, a glutton, and,
sometimes, z liar. I would have stolen fruits, bonbons, or eat-
ables; but I bave never found pleasure in doing harm or
damage, in accusing others, or in tormenting poor dumb animals.
I remember, however, that I once made water in a sauncepan
belonging to one of our neighboors, Madame Clot, while she was
at church. I declare that, even now, the recollection of this
makes me laugh, because Madame Clot, a good weman in other
respects, was the most confirmed old grumbler I have ever known,
Such is the brief and true story of all my childish offences.

How could I become wicked, when I had nothing bat exampleg
of gentleness before my eyes, and none around me but the best
people in the world? My father, my aunt, my nurse, my relations,
our friends, our neighbours, all who surrounded me, did not, it is
true, obey me, but they loved me; and I loved them in return.
My wishes were so little excited and so little opposed, that it did
not occur to me to have any., I can swear that, until I served
under 2 master, I never knew what a fancy was. Except during
the time I spent in reading or writing in my father’'s company, or
when my nurse took me for a walk, I was always with my aunt,
sitting or standing by her side, watching her at her embroidery or
listening to her singing; and I was content. Her cheerfulness, her
gentleness and her pleasant face have stamped so deep and lively
an impression on my mind that I can still see her manner, look,
and attitude; I remember her affectionate langnage: I could de-
scribe what clothes she wore and how her head was dressed, not
forgetting the two little curls of black hair on her temples, which
she wore in accordance with the fashion of the time.

1 am convinced that it is to her I owe the taste, or rather
passion, for music, which only became fully developed in me a
long time afterwards. She knew a prodigions number of tunes
and songs which she used to sing in a very thin, gentle voice,
This excellent woman's cheetfulness of soul banished dreaminess
and melancholy from herself and all around her. The atirac-
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tion which her singing possessed for me was so great, that not
only have several of her songs always remamned in my memory,
but even now, when I have lost her, and as I grew clder, many
of them, totally forgotten since the days of my chzldhood, return
to my mund with inexpressible charm. Would anyone believe
that I, an old dotard, eaten up by cares and irounbles, some-
time find myself weeping like a child, when I mumble one of
those little airs in a voice already broken and trembling? Cne
of them, especially, has come back to me completely, as far as
the tune is concerned; the second half of the words, however,
has obstinately resisted all my efforts to recall it, although I
bhave an indistinet recollection of the rhymes. Here 13 the
begmnning, and all that I can remember of the rest:

Tircis, je n'ose

Ecouter ton chalumean

Soua I'ormeau:
Car on en cause

D34 dans notre hameau,
+ + v + » unberger
s+ » . . g'enguger
sans danger

Et tomours I'epine est sous la rose,?

I ask, where {s the affecting charm which my heart finds in this
song? it is a whim, which I am gmte unable to understand; but,
be that as it may, it is absolutely impossible for me to sing it
through without being intetrupted by my tears. I have intended,
times without number, to write to Paris to make inquiries con-
cerning the remainder of the words, in case anyone should happen
to know them; but I am almost certain that the pleasure which
I feel in recaling the air would partly disappear, if it should be
proved that others besides my poor aunt Suson have sung it.

Such were my earliest emotions on my entry into hfe; thus

1 This song, wel! known in Paris, 18 still sung by the working classes ‘The zith and
following hnes run
" l_:Jn ecour g'eTpose
A trop s'engager
Avec un berger,
Et toujours I'épine est soug Ia rose

[Tirems,  dare not histen to your pipe uader the elm, people are begpnning to talk about
it i the village. It 15 dangerous for m heart to bave too much to do with a shepherd ;
thera 15 no rose without 1ts thorn }
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began to form or display itself in me that heart at once so proud
and tender, that character so effeminate but yet indomitable,
which, sver wavering between timidity and courage, weakness and
self-control, has throughout my life made me inconsistent, and has
caused abstinence and enjoyment, pleasure and prudence equally
to elude my grasp, ‘

This course of education was interrupted by an accident, the
consequences of which have exercized an influence upon the
remainder of my life. My father had a guarrel with a captain
in the French army, named Gautier, who was connected with
some of the members of the Common Council, This Gautier, a
cowardly and insolent fellow (whose nose happened to bleed dut-
ing the affray), in order to avenge himself, accused my father of
having drawn his sword within the city walls. My father, whom
they wanted to send to prison, persisted that, in accordance with
the law, the acceser onght to be imprisoned as well as himself,
Being unable to have his way in this, he preferred to quit Geneva
and expatriate himself for the rest of his life, than to give wayon a
point in which hononr and liberty appeared to him to be com-
promised.

I remained under the care of my uncle Bernard, who was at
the time employed upon the fortifications of Geneva. His eldest
daughter was dead, but he had a son of the same age as myself.
We were sent together to Bossey, to board with the Protestant
minister Lambercier, in order to learn, together with Latin, all
the sorry trash which is included under the name of education.

Two years spent in the village in some degree softened my
Roman roughness and made me a child again. At Geneva, where
no tasks were imposed upon me, I loved reading and study, which
were almost my only amusements; at Bossey, my tasks made me
love the games which formed a break in them. The country was
so new to me, that my enjoyment of it never palled, 1 conceived
so lively an affection for it, that it has never since died out. The
remembrance of the happy days I have spent there fillad me with
regretful longing for its pleasures, at all periods of my life, until
the day which has brought me back to it. M. Lambercier was
a very intelligent person, who, without neglecting our education,
never imposed excessive tasks npon us. The fact that, in spite of
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my dislike to restraint, I have never recalled my howrs of study
with any feeling of disgust—and also that, even if T did not learn
much from him, I learnt witheut difficulty what I did learn and
never forget it—ia snfficient proof that his system of instruction
was a good one, '

The simplicity of this country life was of inestimable value to
me, in that it opened my heart to friendship. Up to that time I
had only known lofty, but imaginary sentiments. The habit
of living peacefully together with my cousin Bernard drew us
together in tender bonds of nnion, In a short time, my feelings
towards him became more affectionate than thoze with which [ had
regarded my brother, and they have never been effaced. He was
a tall, lanky, weakly boy, as gentle in disposition as he was feeble
in body, who never abused the preference which was shown to him
in the house as the son of my guardian. Our tasks, cur amuse-
ments, our tastes were the same: we were alone, we were of the
same age, each of us needed a companion: separation was to us,
in a manner, annihilation, Although we had few opportunities of
proving our mutual attachment, it was very great; not only were
we unable to live an instant apart, but we did not imagine it
possible that we could ever be separated. Being, both of us,
ready to yield to tenderness, and docile, provided compulsion was
not used, we always agreed in everything. If, in the presence of
those who locked after us, he had some advantage over me in
consequence of the favour with which they regarded him, when
we were alope I had an advantage over him which restored the
equilibrinm. When we were saying our lessons, I prompted him if
he hesitated; when I had finished my exercise, I helped him with
his; and in our amusements, my more active mind always led the
way. In short, our two characters harmonised so well, and the
friendship which united us was so sincere, that, in the five years
and more, during which, whether at Bossey or Geneva, we were
almost inseparable, although I confess that we often fought, it was
never necessary to separate us, none of our quarrels ever lasted
longer than a quarter of an hour, and neither of us ever made
any accusation against the other. These observations are, if you
will, childish, but they furnish an example which, since the time
that there have been children, is perhaps unique.
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The life which 1 led at Bossey suited me so well that, had it
only lasted longer, it would have completely decided my character,
Tender, aflectionate and gentle feelings formed its foundation. I
believe that no individual of our species was naturally more free
froen vanity than myself, 1 raised myself by fits and starts to lofty
flights, but immediately fell down again into my natural languor.
My liveliest desire was to be loved by all who came near me. I
was of a gentle disposition; my cousin and our guardians were
the same. During two whole years I was neither the witness nor
the vietlm of any violent feeling. Everything nourished in my
heart thoss tendencies which it received from Nature. I knew no
higher happiness than to see all the world satisfied with me and
with everything. I shall never forget how, if I happened to
hesitate when saying my catechism in chureh, nothing troubled me
more than to observe signs of restlessness and dissatisfaction on
Mademoiselle Lambercier’s face. That alone troubled me more
than the disgrace of failing in public, which, nevertheless, affected
me greatly: for, although little susceptible to praise, I felt shame
keenly; and I may say here that the thought of Mademoiselle's
reproaches caused me less uneasiness than the fear of offending
her.

‘When it was necessary, however, neither she nor her brother
were wanting in severity; but, since this severity was nearly always
just, and never passionate, it pained me without making me insub-
ordinate. Failure to please grieved me more than punishment,
and signs of dissatisfaction hurt me more than corporal chastise-
ment, It is somewhat embarrassing to explain myself more clearly,
but, nevertheless, I must do so. How differently would cne deal
with youth, if one could more clearly see the remote effects of
the usual method of treatment, which is employed always with-
out discrimination, frequently without discretion! The important
lesson which may be drawn from an example as common as it is
fatal makes me decide to mention it.

As Mademoiselle Lambercier had the affection of a mother
for us, she also exercised the authority of one, and sometimes
carried it so far as to inflict upen us the punishment of children
when we had deserved it. For some time she was content with
threats, and this threat of a punishment that was quite new to me
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appeared very tertible ; but, after it had been carrted out, I found
the reality less terrible than the expectation; and, what was still
more strange, this chastisement made me still more devoted to her
who had inflicted it. It needed all the strength ot this devotion
and all my natural docility to keep myself from doing somethiag
which would have deservedly brought upon me a repetition of it ;
for 1 had found in the pain, even In the disgrace, a mixture of
sensuality which had left me less afraid than desirous of ex-
perlencing it again from the same hand. No donbt some
precocious sexual Instinct wae mingled with this feeling, for the
same chastisement inflicted by her brother would not have seemed
to me at all pleasant. Bat, considering his disposition, there was
little cause to fear the substitution; and it I kept myself from
deserving punishment, It was solely for fear of displeasing Made-
moiselle Lambercier ; for, so great is the power exercised over me
by kindness, even by that which is due to the senses, that it has
always controlled the latter in my heart.

The repetition of the offence, which I avoided without being
afraid of it, occurred without any fanlt of mine, that is to say,
of my will, and I may say that I profited by it without any qualms
of conscience. But this second time was also the last; for Made-
moiselle Lambercier, who had no doubt noticed something which
convinced her that the punishment did not have the desired effect,
declared that it tired her too much, and that she would abandon
it. Until then we had slept in her room, sometimes even in her
ped doring the winter. Two days afterwards we were put to sleep
in another room, and from that time I had the honour, which I
would gladly have dispensed with, of being treated by her as a
big boy.

Who would believe that this childish punishment, inflicted
upon me when only eight years old by a young woman of thirty,
disposed of my tastes, my desires, my passions, and my own self
for the remainder of my life, and that in a manner exactly con-
trary to that which should have been the natural result? When
my feelings were once inflamed, my desires so went astray that,
limited to what I had already felt, they did not tronble themselves
to look for anything else. In spite of my hot bleod, which has
been inflamed with sensuality almost from my birth, I kept myself
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free from every talnt until the age when the eoldest and most
sluggish temperaments begin to develop. In torments for a long
time, without knowing why, I devoured with burning glances all
the pretty women I met; my imagination unceasingly recalled
thtm to me, only to make use of them in my own fashion, and
to make of them so many Mles. Lambercier.

Even after I had reached years of maturity, this curious taste,
always abiding with me and carried to depravity and even frenzy,
preserved my morality, which it might naturally have been ex-
pected to destroy. If ever a bringing-up was chaste and modest,
assuredly mine was. My three aunts were not only models of
propriety, bnt reserved to a degree which has long since been
unknown amongst women, My father, 2 man of pleasure, but a
gallant of the old school, never said a word, even in the presence
of women whom he loved more than others, which would have
brought a blush to a maiden’s cheek; and the respect due to
children has never been so much insisted vpon as in my family
and in my presence. In this respect I found M. Lambercier
equally careful ; and an excellent servant was dismissed for having
used a somewhat too free expression in our presence. Until I
was a young man, I not only had po distinct idea of the union of
the sexes, but the confused notion which I had regarding it never
presented itself to me except in a hateful and disgosting form.
For common prostitutes 1 felt a loathing which has never been
effaced : the sight of a profligate always filled me with contempt,
even with affright. My horror of debauchery became thus pro-
nounced ever since the day when, walking to Little Sacconex by
a hollow way, I saw on both sides holes in the ground, where I
was told that these creatures carried on their intercourse. The
thought of the one always bronght back to my mind the copulation
of dogs, and the bare recollection was sufficient to disgust me,

This tendency of my bringing-up, in itself adapted to delay
the first ontbreaks of an inflammable temperament, was assisted,
as I have already said, by the direction which the first indications
of sensuality took in my case. Only busying my imagination with
what I had actually feit, in spite of most uncomfortable efferves-
cence of blood, I only knew how to turn my desires in the direction
of that kind of pleasure with which I was acquainted, without
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ever going as far as that which had been made hateful to me, and
which, without my baving the least suspicion of it, was so closely
related to the other. In my foolish fancies, in my erotic frenzies,
in the extravagant acts to which they sometimes led me, I had
recourse in my imagination to the assistance of the other stx,
without ever thinking that it was serviceable for any purpose than
that for which I was burning to make use of it,

In this manner, then, in spite of an ardent, lascivious and
precocious temperament, I passed the age of puberty without de-
siring, even without knowing of any cther sensual pleasures than
those of which Mademoiselle Lambercier had most innocently
given me the idea; and whern, in course of time, I became a
man, that which should have destroyed me again preserved me.
My old childish taste, instead of disappearing, became so associated
with the other, that I could never banish it from the desires kindled
by my senses; and this madness, joined to my natural shyness, has
always made me very unenterprising with women, for want of
courage to say all or power to do all. The kind of enjoyment, of
which the other was only for me the final consummation, could
neither be appropriated by him who longed for it, nor guessed by
her who was able to bestow it. Thus I have spent my life in idle
longing, without saying a word, in the presence of those whom 1
loved most. Too bashful to declare my taste, I at ieast satisfied it
in situations which had reference to it and kept up the idea of it.
To lie at the feet of an imperlous mistress, to obey her commands,
to ask her forgiveness—this was for me a sweet enjoyment; and,
the more my lively imagination heated my blood, the more I
presented the appearance of a bashful lover. It may be easily
imagined that this manner of making love does not lead to very
speedy results, and is not very dangerous to the virtue of those
who are its object. For this reason I have rarely possessed, but
have none the less enjoyed myself in my own way—that is to
pay, in imagination. Thus it has happened that my senses, in
harmony with my timid disposition and my romantic spirit, have
kept my sentiments pure and my morals blameless, owing to the
very tastes which, combined with a little more impudence, might
have plunged me into the most brutal sensuality.

I have taken the first and most difficult step in the dark and
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dirty labyrinth of my confessions, It is easier to admit that which
is crimival than that which is ridiculous and makes a man feel
ashamed. Henceforth I am sure of myself; after having ventured
to say so much, I can shrink from nothing. One may judge
what such confessions have cost me, from the faot that, during
the whele course of my life, I have never dared to declare my
folly to those whom I loved with the frenzy of a passion which
deprived me of sight and hearing, which robbed me of my senses
and caused me to tremble all over with 2 convnlsive movement.
I have never brought myself, even when on most intimate ferms,
to ask women fo grant me the only favour of all which was
wanting. This never bappened to me but once—in my child-
hood, with a girl of my own age; even then, it was she who first
proposed it.

While thus going back to the first traces of my inner lifs,
I find elements which sometimes appear incompatible, and yet
have united in order to produce with vigour a simple and uni-
form effect; and 1 find others which, although apparently the
same, have formed combinations so different, owing to the co-
operation of certain circomstances, that one would never imagine
that these elements were in any way connected. Who, for
instance, would believe that one of the most powerful move-
ments of my soul was tempered in the same spring from
which a stream of sensuality and effeminacy has entered my
blood? Without leaving the subject of which I have just
spoken, I shall produce by means of it a wvery different
impression.

One day I was learning my lesson by myself in the room next
to the kitchen. The servant had put Mademoiselle Lambercier’s
combs in front of the fire-place to dry. When she came back
to fetch them, she found one with a whole row of teeth broken.
Who was to blame for the damage? No one except myself had
entered the room. On being questioned, I denied that I had
touched the comb. M. and Mademoiselle Lambercier both
began to admonish, to press, and to threaten me; I obstinately
persisted in my denial; but the evidence was too strong, and
outweighed all my protestations, although it was the first time
that I had been found to lie so boldly. The matter was re-
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garded as serious, as in fact it deserved to be. The mischievous-
ness, the falsehood, the obstinacy appeared equally deserving of
punishment ; but this time it was not by Mademsiselle Lambercier
that chastisement was inflicted. My uncle Bernard was written
to, and he came. My poor cousin wae accused of ancther equaily
grave offence; we were involved in the same punishment. It was
terrible. Had they wished to look for the remedy in the evil itself
and to deaden for ever my depraved senses, they could not have
set to work better, and for a long time my senses left me undis-
turbed.

They could not draw from me the desired confession.
Altbough I was geveral times brought up before them and
reduced to a pitiable condition, I remained uwnsbaken. 1 would
have endured death, and made up my mind to do s0. Force
was obliged to yield to the diabolical obstinacy of a child—as
they called my firmness. At last I emerged from this cruel trial,
utterly broken, but triumphant.

1t is now nearly fifty years since this incident took place, and
I have no fear of being punished again for the same thing. Well,
then, I declare in the sight of heaven that I was innocent of the
offence, that I peither broke nor tounched the comb, that I never
went near the fire-place, and bad never even thought of doing so.
It wounld be useless to ask me how the damage was done; 1 do
not know, and I cannof understand; all that I know for certain
is, that I had oothing to do with it.

Imagine a child, shy and obedient in ordinary life, but fiery,
proud, and unruly in his passions: a child who had always been
led by the voice of reason and always treated with gentleness,
justice, and consideration, who had not even a notion of injustice,
and who for the first time becomes acquainted with so terrible an
example of it on the part of the very people whom he most loves
and respects! What an upset of ideas! what a disturbance of
feelings | what revolution in bis heart, in his brain, in the whole
of his little intellectual and moral beirg! Imagne all this, I say,
if possible. As for myself, I feel incapable of disentangling and
following up the least trace of what then took place within me,

I had not yet sense enough to feel how much appearances
were against me, and to put myself in the place of the others. I
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kept to my own place, and all that I felt was the harshness of 2
frightful punishment for an offence which 1 had not ¢ommitted.
The bodily pain, although severe, I felt but little: all T felt was
indignation, rage, despair. My cousin, whose case was almost the
samg, and who had been punished for an involuntary mistake ag if
it had been a premeditated act, following my example, flew into a
rage, and worked himself up to the same pitch of excitement as
myself. Both in the same bed, we embraced each other with
convulsive transports: we felt suffocated; and when at length our
young hearts, somewhat relieved, were able to vent their wrath, we
sat upright in bed and began to shont, times without number, with
all our might: Carntfex! carnifex! carnifex!*

While I write these words, I feel that my pulse beats faster;
those moments will always be present to me thongh I should live
a huondred thousand years. That first feeling of violence and
injustice has remained so deeply graven on my soul, that all the
ideas connected with it bring back to me my first emotion; and
this feeling, which, in its origin, had reference only to myself, has
become s0 stropg in itself and so completely detached from all
personal interest, that, when I see or hear of any act of injustice
—whoever is the victim of it, and wherever it is committed—my
heart kindles with rage, as if the effect of it recciled upon myself.
When I read of the cruelties of a ferocious tyrant, the crafty
atrocities of a rascally priest, I would gladly set out to plunge a
dagger into the heart of such wretches, although I had to die
for it 3 hundred times. I have often put myself in # perspiration,
pursuing or stoning a cock, a cow, a dog, or any animal which I
saw tormenting another merely because it felt itself the stronger.
This impulse may be natural to me, and I believe that it is;
but the profound impression left upon me by the first injustice I
suffered was too long and too strongly connected with it, not to
have greatly strengthened it.

With the above incident the tranquillity of my childish life was
over. From that moment I ceased to enjoy a pure happiness, and
even at the present day I feel that the recollection of the charms of
my childhood ceases there. We remained a few months longer at

1 Executioner, torturer,
YOL. 1 2
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Bossey. We were there, as the first man is represented to us—eatill
in the earthly paradise, but we no longer enjoyed it; in appearance
our condition was the same, in reality it was quite a different
manner of existence, Attachment, respect, intimacy, and con-
fidence no longer nnited pupils and guides: we no longer regarded
them as gods, who were able to read in our hearts; we became
less asbamed of doing wrong and more afraid of being accused;
we began to dissemble, to be insubordinate, to He. All the
vices of our age corrupted our innocence and threw a veil of
ugliness over our amusements. Even the country lost in our
eyes that charm of gentleness and simplicity which goes to the
heart. Tt appeared to us lonely and sombre: it seemed as it
were covered with a vell which concealed its beauties frem our
eyes. We ceased to cultivate our little gardens, our plants, our
flowers. We no longer scratched up the ground gently, or cried
with joy when we saw the seed which we had sown beginning to
sprout. 'We were disgusted with the life, and others were disgusted
with us; my uncle took us away, and we separated from M. and
Mademoiselle Lambercier, having had enough of each other, and
feeling but little regret at the separation.

Nearly thirty years have passed since I left Bossey, without
my recalling to mind my stay there with any connected and
pleasurable recollections; but, now that I have passed the prime
of life and am approachiog old age, I feel these same recollections
springing up again while others disappear ; they stamp themselves
upon my memory with features, the charm and strength of which
increase daily, as if, feeling life already slipping away, I wers
endeavouring to grasp it again by its commencement, The most
trifling incidents of that time please me, simply because they belong
to that period. I remember all the details of place, persons, and
time. I eee the maid or the manservant busy in the room, a swallow
darting through the window, a fiy settling on my hand while 1
was saying my lesson: I eee the whole arrangement of the reom
in which we used to live; M. Lambercier’s study on the right,
a copperplate engraving of all the Popes, a barometer, a large
almanack hanging on the wall, the raspberry bushes which, grow-
ing in a garden situated on very high ground facing the back of the
house, shaded the window and sometimes forced thelr way through
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jt. I am quite aware that the reader does not want to know all
this; but I am bound to tell him. Why have I not the courage to
relate to him in like manner all the trifiing anecdotes of that happy
time, which still make me tremble with joy when I recall them?
Five or six in particular—but let us make a bargain. I will let you
off five, but I wish to tell you one, only one, provided that you
will permit me to tell it in as much detail as possible, in order to
prolong my enjoyment,

If I only bad your pleasure in view, I might choose the story
of Mademoiselle Lambercier’s backside, which, owing to an unfor-
tunate somersauli at the bottom of the meadow, was exhibited in
full view to the King of Sardinia, who happered to be passing by;
but that of the walnut-tree on the terrace is more armusing for me
who took an active part in it, whereas 1 was merely a spectator of
the somersault ; besides, I declare that I found absolutely nothing
to laugh at In an accident which, although comic in itself, alarmed
me for the safety of a person whom I loved as a mother and,
perhaps, even more.

Now, O curious readers of the important history of the walnut-
tree on the terrace, listen to the horrible tragedy, and keep from
shnddering if yon canl

Outside the gate of the court, on the left of the entrance,
there was a terrace, where we often went to sit in the afternocon,
As it was entirely unprotected from the sun, M. Lambercier
had a walout-tree planted there. The process of planting was
carried out with the greatest solemnity. The two boarders
were its godfathers; and, while the hole was being filled up,
we each of us held the tree with one hand and sang songs of
trivmph. In order to water it, a kind of basin was made round
the foot. Every day, eager spectators of this watering, my cousin
and I became more strongly convinced, as was natural, that it
was a finer thing to plant a tree on a terrace than a flag upon a
breach, and we resolved to win this glory for ourselves without
sharing it with anyone.

With this object, we proceeded to cut a slip from a young
willow, and planted it on the terrace, at a distance of about
eight or ten feet from the august walnut-tree. We did not for-
get to dig a similar french round our tree; the difficulty was

2—32
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how to fill it, for the water came from some distance, and we
were not allowed to run and fetch it. However, it was absolutely
necessary to have some for cur willow. For a few days, we had
recourse to all kinds of devices to get some, and we succeeded
so well that we saw it bud and put forth little leaves, the growth
of which we measured every hour, convinced thaf, although not
yet a foot high, it would soon afford us a shade.

As our tree so completely claimed our attention that we were
quite incapable of attending to or learning anything else, and
were in a sort of delifum: as our gnardians, not knowing what
was the matter with us, kept a tighter hand upon us, we saw
the fatal moment approaching when we should be without water,
and were inconsolable at the thought of seeing our tree perish
from drought. At length npecessity, the mother of invention,
suggested to us how to save ourselves from grief and the tree from
certain death; this was, to make a channel undergronnd, which
should secretly conduct part of the water intended for the
walput-tree to our willow. This undertaking was at first un-
successful, in spite of the eagerness with which it was carried
out. We had made the incline so clumsily that the water did
not run at all. The earth fell in and stopped up the channel:
the entrance was filled with mud; everything went wrong. But
nothing disheartened us: Labor omnia wincit improbust We dug
our basin deeper, in order to allow the water to run; we cut
some bottoms of boxes into small narrow planks, some of which
were laid flat, one after the other, and others set up on both
sides of these at an angle, thus forming a triangular canal for
our condnit. At the entrance we stuck small pieces of woed,
some little distance apart, which, forming a kind of grating or
lattice-work, kept back the mud and stones, without stopping the
passage of the water, We carefully covered our work with well-
trodden earth; and when all was ready, we awaited, iu the greatest
excitement of hope and fear, the time of watering. After centuries
of waiting, the hour at length arrived; M. Lambercier came as
usual to assist at the operation, during which we both kept behind
him, in order to conceal our tree, to which very luckily he turned
his back.

1 Persistent effort overcomes sll difficulties.
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No sconer had the first pail of water been poured out, than
we saw some of it running into our basin. At this sight, our
prudence deserted us: we began to utter cries of joy which
made M. Lambercier turn round; this was a pity, for he took
greht delight in seeing how good the soil of the walnut-tree was,
and how greedily it absorbed the water. Astonished at seeing it
distribute itself into two basins, he cried out in his turn, looked,
perceived the trick, ordered a pickaxe to be brought, and, with one
blow, broke off two or three pieces from our planks; then, erying
loudly, © An aqueduct, an agueduct!® he dealt merciless blows in
every direction, each of which went straight to our hearts. Inma
moment planks, conduit, basin, willow, everything was destroyed
and uproated, without his having uttered a single word, during this
terrible work of destruction, except the exclamation which he in-
cessantly repeated. ‘“An aqueduvct!” he cried, while demolishing
everything, * an aqueduct, an aqueduct !

It will naturally be imagined that the adventure turned out
badly for the little architects: that would be a mistake: it was all
over, M, Lambercier never uftered a single word of reproach,
or looked upon us with displeasure, and said nothing more about
it; shortly afterwards, we even heard him langhing loudly with
his sister, for his laughter could be heard a long way off; and
what was still more astonishing, when the first fright was over,
we ourselves were not much troubled about the matter. We
planted another tree somewhere else, and often reminded ourselves
of the disaster that overtook the first, by repeating with emphasis,
*An aqueduct, an aqueduct!™ Hitherto I had had intermittent
attacks of pride, when I was Aristides or Brutus; then it was that
I felt the first well-defined promptings of vanity., To have been
able to construct an agueduct with our own hands, to have put
a cufting in competition with a large tree, appeared to me the
height of glory. At ten years of age I was a better judge on this
point than Caesar at thirty.

The thought of this walnut-tree and the little history con-
nected with it has remained so vivid in my memory, or returned
to it, that one of the plans which gave me the greatest pleasure, on
my journey to Geneva, in 1754, was to go to Bossey and revisit the
memorials of my boyish amusements, above all, the dear walnuf-
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tree, which by that time must have been a third of a century old;
but I was so continually occupied, so little my own master, that 1
conld never find the moment to afford myself this satisfaction.
There is little prospect of the opportunity ever occurring again:
yet the wish has not disappeared with the hope; and I am almost
certain that, if ever I should return to those beloved spots and find
my dear walnut-tree still alive, I should water it with my tears. -

After my return to Geneva, I lived for two or three years with
my uncle, waiting until my friends had decided what was to be done
with me. As he intended his own son to be an engineer, he made
him learn a little drawing and taught him the elements of Euclid.
I learned these subjects together with him, and acquired a taste for
them, especially for drawing. In the meantime, it was debated
whether I should be a watchmaker, an attorney, or a minister.
My own preference was for the last, for preaching seemed to me
to be a very fine thing; but the small income from my mother's
property, which had to be divided between my brother and myself,
was not sufficient to allow me to prosecute my studies. As, consider-
ing my age at that time, there was no immediate need to decide, I
remained for the present with my uncle, making little use of my time
and, in addition, as was only fair, paying a tolerably large sum for
my board. My uncle, a man of pleasure like my father, was unable,
like him), to tie himself down to his duties, and troubled himseif little
enough about us, My aunt was somewhat of a pietist, and preferred
to sing psalms rather than attend to our education. We were
allowed almost absolute freedom, which we never abused. Always
inseparable, we were quite contented with our own society; and,
having no temptation to make companions of the street boys of our
own age, we learned none of the dissolute habits into which jdle.
ness might have led us. I am even wrong in saying that we were
idle, for we were never less so in our lives; and the most fortunate
thing was, that all the ways of amusing ourselves, with which we
successively became infatuated, Lept us together busy in the house,
without our being even tempted to go out into the street. We
made cages, flutes, shuttlecocks, drums, houses, squirts,* and cross-

1 Equiffles. According to a note in the Firmin-Didot edition, this word is

the G ese equivalent of canonwidre, *' a pop-gun,” but Littré explains it ag
av sq'l-lirt-"
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bows. We spoilt my good old grandfather’s tools in trying to make
watches as he did. We had a special taste for wasting paper,
drawing, painting in water-colours, illuminating, and spoiling
colours. An Italian showman, named Gamba-Corta, came to
Geheva; we went to see him once and never wanted to'go
agaln. But bhe had a marionette.show, and we proceeded tfo
make marionettes; his marionettes played comedies and we com-
posed comedies for ours. For want of a squeaker, we imitated
Punch's voice in our throat, in order to play the charming
comedies, which ovr poor and kind relations had the patience to
sit and listen to. But, my uncle Bernard having one day read
aloud in the family circle a very fine sermon which he had com-
posed himself, we abandoned comedy and began to write sermouns,
These details are not very interesting, I confess, but they show
how exceedingly well-conducted our early education must bave
been, seeing that we, almost masters of our time and ourselves at
so tender an age, were so little tempted to abuse our opportunities,
We had 8o little need of making companions, that we even
neglected the chances of doing s0, When we went for a walk,
we looked at their amusements as we passed by without
the slightest desire, or even the idea of taking part in them.
Our friendship so completely filled our hearts, that it was
enough for ns to be togetber to make the simplest amusements
a delight.

Being thus inseparable, we began to attract attention: the
more so &s, my cousin being very tall while I was very short, we
made an oddly-assorted couple. His long, slim figure, his little
face like a boiled apple, his gentle manner, and his slovenly walk
excited the children’s ridicule. In the paiois of the district he was
picknamed Barna Bredanna, and, directly we went out, we heard
nothing but * Barna Bredanna!* all round us. He endured it more
quietly than I did: I lost my temper and wanted to fight. This
was just what the little rascals desired. I fought and was beaten.
My poor cousin helped me as well as he could; bot he was wealk,
and a single blow of the fist knocked him down. Then I became
furious. However, although I received blows in abundance, I was
not the real object of attack, but Barna Bredanna; but my
obstinate anger made matters 80 much worse, that, in future, we
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only ventured to go out during school-hours, for fear of being
hooted and followed.

Behold me already a redresser of wrongs! In order to be a
regular Paladin T only wanted a lady; I had two. From time to
time I went to see my father at Nyon, a little town in the Vaud
country, where he had settled. He was very much liked, and his
ron felt the effects of his popularity. During the short time I
stayed with him, friends vied with each other in making me
welcome., A certain Madame de Vulson, especially, bestowed a
thousand caresses upon me, and, to crown all, her daughter took
me for her lover. It is easy to understand the meaning of a lover
eleven years old for a girl of twenty-two. But all these roguish
young women are eo ready to put littie puppets in front in order to
hide larger ones, or to tempt them with the idea of an amusement
which they know how to render attractive! As for myself, I saw no
incongruity between us and took the matter seriously; Iabandoned
myself with all my heart, or rather with all my head—for it was
only in that part of me that 1 was in love, although madly—and my
transports, excitement and frenzy produced scenes enough to make
anyone split his sides with laughing.

I am acquainted with two very distinet and very real kinds of
love, which have scarcely anything in common, although both are
very fervent, and which both differ from tender friendship. The
whole course of my life has been divided between these two kinds of
love, essentially so different, and I have even felt them both at the
same time; for instance, at the time of which I am speaking, while
I took possession of Mademoiselle de Vulson ao openly and so
tyrannically that I could not endure that any man should approach
her, 1 had several meetings, brief but Lvely, with a certain little
Mademoiselle Goton, in which she deigned to play the school-
mistress, and that was all; but this all, which was really ail for me,
seemed to me the height of happiness; and, already feeling the
value of the mystery, although I only knew how to make use of it
as a child, I paid Mademoiselle de Vulson, who had scarcely any
suspicion of it, In the same coin, for the assiduity with which she
made use of me to conceal other amours. But, to my great regret,
my secret was discovered, or not so well kept on the part of my
little schoolmistress as on my own; we were soon separated; and,
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some time afterwards, on my return to Geneva, while passing
through Coutance, I heard some little girls cry, in an undertone,
* Goton tic-tac Rousseanl”

‘This little Mademoiselle Goton was really a singular person.
Without being pretty, she had a face which was not easy to forget,
and which I still recall to mind, often too tenderly for an old fool.
Neither her form, nor her mangzer, nor, above all, her eyes were in
keeping with her age. She had a proud and commanding air,
which suited her part admirably, and which in fact had suggested
the first idea of it to us. But the oddest thing about her was a
mixture of impudence and reserve which it was difficult to compre-
hend. She took the greatest liberties with me, but never allowed
me to take any with her. She treated me just like a child, which
makes me belicve, either that she was no longer cne herself, or
that, on the contrary, she was still childish encugh to see nothing
but an amusement in the danger to which she exposed herself.

I belonged entirely, so to say, to each of these two persons,
and so completely, that, when 1 was with one, I never thought of
the other. In other respects, there was not the slightest stmilarity
between the feelings with which they inspired me. 1 could have
spent all my life with Mademoiselle de Vulson, without ever
thinking of leaving her; but, when I approached her, my joy
wasg tranquil and free from emotion. I loved her above all in
fashionable society; the witty sallies, railleries, and even the petty
jealousies attracted and interested me; I felt a pride and glory
lo the marks of preference she bestowed upon me in the presence
of grown up rivals whom she appeared to treat with disdain. 1
was tormented, but I loved the torment. The applanse, en-
couragement, and laughter warmed and inspirited me. 1 had fits
of passion and broke out into audacious sallies., In society, I
was transported with love; in a #te-d-272 1 should have been
constrained, cold, perhaps wearied. However, I felt a real tender-
ness for her; I suffered when she was ill; I would have given my
own health to restore her own, and, observe! 1 knew very well
from experience the meaning of illness and health, When absent
from her, I thought of her and missed her; when I was by ker
gide, her caresses reached my heart—not my semses. I was
Intimate with her with impunity; my imagination demanded no
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more than che granted; yet I conld not have endured to see her do
even as much for others. I loved her as a brother, but I was as
jealous of her as a lover.

I should have been as jealous of Mademoiselle Goton as a
Turk, a madman, or a tiger, if I had ones imagined that she could
accord the same treatment to another as to myself; for even that
was a favour which I had to ask on my knees. I approached
Mademoiselle de Vulson with lively pleasure, but withont emotion ;
whereas, if I only saw Mademoiselle Goton, I saw nothing else, all
my senses were bewildered. With the former I was familiar without
familiarity ; while on the contrary, in the presence of the latter,
I was as bashful as I was excited, even in the midst of our greatest
familiarities. 1 believe that, if I had remained with her long,
1 shouyld have died; the throbbings of my heart would have
suffocated me. 1 was egually afraid of displeasing either; but
1 was more attentive to the one and more obedient to the other,
Nothing in the world would have made me annoy Mademoiselle de
Vulson; but if Mademoiselle Goton had ordered me to throw
myself into the flames, I believe I should have obeyed her
immediately.

My amour, or rather my meetings, with the latter, continued
only for a short time—happily for both of us. Allhough my
relations with Mademciselle de Vulson bad not the same danger,
they were not without their catastrophe, after they had lasted
a little longer. Thbe end of all such connections shonld always be
somewhat romantic, and furnish occasion for exclamations of sorrow.
Although my conpection with Mademoiselle de Vulson was less
lively, it was perhaps closer. We never separated without tears,
and it is remarkable into what an overwhelming void 1 felt myself
plunged as soon as I had left her. I could speak and think of
nothing but ber; my regret was genuine and lively; but I believe
that, at bottom, this heroic regret was not felt altogether for her,
and that, without my perceiving i1, the amusements, of which she
was the centre, played their part in it. To moderate the pangs of
absence, we wrote letters to each other, pathetic enough to melt
the heart of a stone. At last I trinmphed; she ¢ould endure it no
longer, and came to Geneva to see me. This time my head was
completely turned ; I was drunk and mad during the two days she
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remained. When she left [ wanted to throw myself in the water
after her, and the air resounded with my screams. Eight days
afterwards she sent me some bonbons and gloves, which I should
have considered a great compliment, if I had not learnt at the same
tithe that she was married, and that the visit with which she had
been pleased to honour me was really made in order to buy her
wedding-dress. I will not attempt to describe my fury; it may be
imagiced. In my noble rage I swore that I would never see the
faithless one again, being unable to imagine 2 more terrible punish-
ment for her. She did not, however, die of it; for, twenty years
afterwards, when on a visit to my father, while rowing with him
on the lake, I acked who the ladies were whom I saw in a Dboat not
far from ours. ** What!" said my father with a smile, * does not
your heart tell you? it is your old love, Mademaiselle de Vulson
that was, now Madame Cristin.” 1 started at the almost forgotten
name, but [ told the boatmen to change their course. Althongh
1 had a fine opportunity of avenging myself at that moment, I did
not think it worth while to perjure myself and to renew a quarrel,
twenty years old, with a woman of forty.

[1723-1728].—Thus the most valuable time of my boyhood was
wasted in follies, before my future carcer had been decided uwpon.
After long deliberation as to the bent of my natural inclination, a pro-
fession was determined upon for which T had the least taste; I was
put with M, Massercn, the town clerk, in order to learn, under his
tuition, the useful trade of a fee-grabber.t This nickname was ex-
tremely distasteful to me; the hope of gaining a number of erowns
in a somewhat sordid business by no means flattered my pride; the
occupation itself appeared to me wearisome and unendurable; the
constant application, the feeling of servitude completed my dislike,
and I never entered the office without a feeling of horror, which
daily inereased in intensity. M. Masseron, ou his part, was ill.
satisfied with me, and treated me with contempt; he continunally
reproached me with my dulness and stupidity, dinning into my ears
every day that my uncle had told bim that I knew something,
whereas, in reality, I knew nothing; that he had promised him a
sharp lad, and had given him a jackass. At last I was dismissed

t Grapignan: a slang term for a lawyer,
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from the officc in disgrace as being utterly incapable, and
M. Masseron's clerks declared that 1 was good for nothing except
to handle a file.

My calling being thus settled, I was apprenticed, not, however,
to a watchmaker, but to an engraver. The contempt with which I
had been treated by M. Masseron had made me very humble, and
I obeyed without a murmur, My new master, M. Ducommun, was
a rough and violent young man, who in a short time succeeded in
tarnishing all the brightness of my childhood, stupefying my loving
and lively nature, and reducing me, in mind as well as in position,
to a real state of apprenticeship. My Latin, my antiguities, my
history, were all for a long time forgotten; I did not even remember
that there had ever been any Romans in the world. My father,
when I went to see him, no longer found in me his idol; for the
ladies I was no longer the gallant Jean Jacques; and I felt so
certain myself that the Lamberciers would not have recognised
their pupil in me, that I was ashamed to pay them a visit, and
have never seen them since. The vilest tastes, the lowest street-
blackguardism took the place of my simple amusements and
effaced even the remembrance of them. I must, in spite of a
most upright training, have had a great propensity to degenerate;
for the change took place with great rapidity, without the least
tronble, and never did so precoclous a Caesar so rapidly become
a Laridon.t

The trade in itself was not disagreeable to me; 1had a decided
taste for drawing; the handling of a graving-tool amnsed me; and
as the claims upon the skill of a watchmaker’s engraver were
limited, I hoped to attain perfection. I should, perhaps, have done
so, had not my master's brutality and excessive restraint disgusted
me with my work. I stole some of my working hours to devote
to similar oceupations, but which had for me the charm of
freedom. I ergraved medals for an order of knighthood for myself
and my companions. My master surprised me at this contraband
occupation, and gave me a sound thrashing, declaring that I was
training for a coiner, because our medals bore the arms of {he

1 The name given by La Fontaine, in the fable, called “1'Education,” to
degenerate dogs: " Oh| combien de Césars deviendront Laridons.”
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Republic. I can swear that I had no idea at all of bad, and only a
very faint one of good, money. I knew better how the Roman 4s
was made than our three-sou pieces.

My master’s tyranny at length made the work, of which I
shtuld have been very fond, altogether unbearable, and filled me
with vices which I shounld otherwise have hated, such as lying,
idleness and thieving. The recollection of the alteration produced
in me by that period of my life has taught me, better than anything
else, the difference between filial dependence and abject servitude.
Naturally shy and timid, no fault was more foreign to my dis-
position than impudence; but I had enjoyed an honourable liberty,
which hitherto had only been gradually restrained, and at length
disappeared altogether. I was bold with my father, unrestrained
with M, Lambezcier, and modest with my uncle; I became timid
with my master, and from that moment I was a lost child. Ac-
customed to perfect equality in my intercourse with my superiors,
knowing no pleasure which was not within my reach, seeing no dish
of which I could not have a share, having no desire which I could
not have openly expressed, and carrying my heart upon my lips—it
is easy to judge what I was bound to become, in a hense in which
I did not venture to open my mouth, where I was obliged to leave
the table before the meal was half over, and the room as soon as I
had nothing more to do there; where, incessantly fettered to my
work, I saw only objects of enjoyment for others and of privation
for myself; where the sight of the hberly enjoyed by my master
and companions increased the weight of my servitude; where, in
disputes about matters as to which I was best informed, I did not
venture to open my mouth ; where, in short, everything that I saw
became for my heart an object of longing, simply because I was
deprived of all. From that time my ease of manner, my gaiety, the
happy expressions which, in former times, when 1 had done some-
thing wrong, had gained me immunity from punishment—all were
gone. I cannot help laughing when I remember how, one evening,
at my father’s house, having been sent to bed without any supper
for some piece of rognery, I passed through the kitchen with my
melancholy piece of bread, and, sesing the joint turning on the spit,
sniffed at it. All the household was standing round the hearth, and,
in passing, 1 was obliged to say good-night to everybody, When I
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had gope the round, I winked at the joint, which looked so nice
and smelt 80 good, and could not help bowing to it as well, and
saying in a mournful veice, “ Good-night, roast beef! ™ This naive
sally amused them so much that they made me stop to supper,
Perhaps it might have bad the same effect with my wmaster, but 1
am sure that it would never have occurred to me, and that I should
not have had the courage, to say it in his presence.

In this manner I learnt to covet in silence, to dissemble, to lie,
and, lastly, to steal—an f{dea which, up to that time, had never even
entered my mind, and of which since then I have never been able
to cure myself completely. Covetonsness and weakness always
lead in that direction. ‘This explains why all servants are rogues,
and why all apprentices ought to be; but the latter, in a peaceful
state of equality, where all that they see is within their reach, lose,
as they grow up, this disgraceful propensity. Not having had the
same advantages, I have not been able to reap the same benefits.

It is pearly always good, but badly.directed principles, that
make a child-take the first step towards evil. In spite of continual
privations and temptations, I had been more than a year with my
master without being able to make up my mind to take anything,
even eatables. My first theft was a matier of obliging some ome
else, but it opened the door to others, the motive of which was not
50 praiseworthy.

My master had a journeyman, named M. Verrat, whose house
was in the neighbourhood, and bad a garden some way off which
produced very fine asparagms. M. Verrat, who was not too well
supplied with money, conceived the idea of stealing some of his
mother's young asparagus and selling it in order to provide himself
with two or three good breakfasts. As he was unwilling to yun the
rigk himself, and was not very active, he selected me for the expedi.
tion. After some preliminary cajoleries, which the more easily
succeeded with me as I did not see their almn, he proposed it to me
as an idea that had struck him on the spur of the moment. I
strongly opposed it ; he persisted, I have never beer able to resist
flattery: I gave in. I went every morning to gather a crop of the
finest asparagus, and carried it to the Molard, where some good
woman, who saw that I had just stolen it, told me so to my
face in order to get it cheaper. In my fright 1 took whatever
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she chose to offer me, and took it to Verrat. The amount was
immediately converted into a breakfast, of which I was the pur-
veyor, and which he shared with another companion ; I myself was
quite satisfied with a few scraps, and never even touched their
wine.

‘This little arrangement continued several days, without its even
occurring to me to rob the robber, and to levy my tithe of the
proceeds of M. Verrat’s asparagus. 1 performed my part in the
transaction with the greatest loyalty; my only motive was to please
bim who prompted me to carry it out. And yet, if I had been
caught, what blows, abuse and cruel treatment should I have had
to endure, while the wretch, who would have been sure to give me
the le, would have been believed on his word, and I should have
suifered double punishment for having had the impudence to
accuse him, seeing that he was a journeyman, while I was only
an apprentice! So true it is that, in every condition of life, the
strong man who 1s puilty saves himself at the expense of the
innocent who is weak.

In this manner I learned that stealing was not so terrible a
thing as I had imagined, and I soon knew how to make such good
use of my discovery, that nothing I desired, if it was within my
reach, was safe from me. 1 was not absolutely ill-fed, and
abstmence was only rendered difficult to me from seeing that my
master observed it so ill himself. The custom of sending young
people from the table when the most appetising dishes are brought
on appears to me admirably adapted to make them gluttons as well
as thieves. In a short time I became both the one and the other:
and, as a rule, I came off very well; occasionally, when I was
caught, very badly.

1 shudder, and at the same time laugh, when I remember an
apple-hunt which cost me dear. These apples were at the bottom
of a store-rcom, which was lighted from the kitchen by means of a
high grating. One day, when I was alone in the house, I climbed
upon the kneading-trough, in order to look at the precious fruit in
the garden of the Hesperides, which was out of my reach. I went
to fetch the spit to see if I could touch the apples; it was too short.
To make it longer, I tied on to it another litile spit which was used
for small game, for my master was very fond of sport. 1 thrust
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several times without success; at last, to my great delight, I felt
that I had secured an apple. 1 pulled very gently; the apple was
close to the grating; I was ready to catch held of it. But who
can describe my grief, when 1 found that it was too large to pass
through the bars? How many expedients I tried, to get it
throught ¥ had to find supports to keep the spit in its place, a
knife long enough to divide the apple, a lath to hold it up. At
last I managed to divide it, and hoped to be able to pull the pieces
towards me one after the other; but no sconer were they separated
than they both fell into the store-room. Compassionate reader,
share my afliction |

. 1 by no means lost courage; but I had lost considerable time.
I was afraid of being surprised. I put off a more lucky attempt till
the following day, and returned to my work as quietly as if I had
done nothing, without thinking of the two tell-tale witnesses in the
store-room.

The next day, finding the opportunity favourable, I made a
fresh attempt. I climbed upon my steol, lengthened the spit,
adjusted it, and was ready to make a lunge . . . . but, unfortu-
pately, the dragon was not asleep; all at once the door of the
store-room opened, my master came out, folded his arms, looked
at me, and said, *Courage!”™ ., . , . the pen falls from my
hand.

In comsequence of continucus ill-treatment I soon became less
sensitive to it, and regarded it as a kind of compensation for theft,
which gave me the right to continue the latfer. Instead of looking
back and considering the punishment, I looked forward and thought
of revenge. I considered that, if I were beaten as a rogue, I was
entitled to behave like one. T found that stealing and a flogging
went together, and constituted a sort of bargain, and that, if I
performed my part, I could safely leave my master to carry out
his own. With this idea, I began to steal more quietly than
before. I said to myself; ¢ What wili b~ the result? I shall be
flogged. Never mind; I am made to be hreged.”

I am fond of eating, but am not greedy; 1 am sensual, but not
a gourmand; too many other tastes prevent that, 1 have never
troubled myself about my food except when my heart has been
unoccupied : and that has so seldom been the case during my life,
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that I have scarcely had time to think about dainhes. For this
reason I did not long confine my thievish propensities to eatables,
but soon extended them to everything which tempted me; acd, if
I did not become a regular thief, it was because I have never been
much tempted by money. Leading out of the common workshop
was 4 private room belonging to my master, the door of which 1
found means to open and shut without being noticed. There [ laid
ander contribution his best tools, drawings, proofs—in fact, every-
thing which attracted me and which he purposely kept out of my
reach. At bottom, these thefts were quite innocent, betng only com-
mitted to serve him; buot I was transported with joy at having these
trifles in my power; I thought that I was robbing him of his talent
together with its productions, Besides, 1 found boxes containing
gold and silver filings, littie trinketa, valnables and coins. When I
had four or five sous in my pocket, I thought I was rich; and yet,
far from touching anything of what I found there, I do not even
remember that I ever cast longing eyes upon it. 1 looked upon it
with more affright than pleasure. I believe that this horror of
stealing money and valuables was in great part the result of my
bringing-up. With it were combined secret thoughts of disgrace,
prison, punishment and the gallows, which would have made ms
shudder if I bad been tempted; whereas my tricks only appeared
to me in the light of pieces of mischief, and in fact were nothing
else. They could lead to nothing but a sound flogging from my
master, and I prepared myself for that beforeband.

Baut, I repeat, I never felt sufficient longing to need to control
myself; I had nothing to contend with. A single sheet of fine draw-
ing-paper tempted me more than money enough to buy a ream of it.
This singularity is connected with one of the peculiarities of my
character; it has exercised such great inflyence upon my conduct
that it is worth while to explain it.

1 am a man of very strong passfons, and, while I am stirred by
them, nothing can equal my impetuosity; I forget all discretion, all
feelings of respect, fear and decency; I am cynical, impudent,
viclent and fearless ; no feeling of shame keeps me back, no danger
frightens me; with the exception of the single object which occupies
my thonghts, the universe is nothing to me. But all this lasts only
for a moment, and the following moment plunges me into complete

VOL. 1 3
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aonfhilation. In my calmer moments I am indolence and Hmidity
iteelf; everything frightens and discourages me; a fly, buzzing past,
alarms me; a word which I have to say, a gesture which I have to
make, terrifies my idleness ; fear and shame overpower me to suoch
an extent that 1 would gladly hide myself from the sight of my
fellow-creatures. If I have to act, I do not know what to do; i
I bave to speak, I do not know what to say; if anyone looks at me,
1 am put out of countenance. When I am strongly moved I
sometimes know how to find the right words, but in ordinary
conversation I can find absolutely nothing, and my condition is
unbearable for the simple reason that I am obliged to speak.

Add to this, that none of my prevailing tastes centre in things
that can be bought. I want nothing but unadulterated pleasures,
and money poisons all. For instance, I am fond of the pleasures
of the table; but, as I cannot endure either the constraint of pood
society or the drunkenness of the tavern, I can only enjoy them
with a friend; alone, I cannot do so, for my imagination then
occupies itself with other things, and eating affords me no pleasure,
If my heated blood longs for women, my excited heart longs still
more for affection. Women who could be bought for money
would lose for me all their charms ; I even doubt whether it would
be in me to make use of them. I find it the same with all pleasures
within my reach; unless they cost me nothing, I find them insipid.
I only love those enjoyments which belong to no one but the first
man who knows how fo enjoy them.

Money has never appeared to me as valuable as it is generally
considered. More than that, it has never even appeared to me
particularly convenient. 1t is good for nothing in itself; it has to
be changed before it can be enjoyed; one is obliged to bay, to
bargain, to be often cheated, to pay dearly, to be badly served, 1
should like something which is good in quality; with my money Iam
sure to get it bad. If I pay a high price for a fresh egg, it is stale;
for a nice piece of fruit, it is unripe; for a girl, she is spoilt, I am
fond of good wine, but where am I to get it? At a wine merchant’s?
‘Whatever I do, he is sure to poison me. If I really wish ta be well
served, what trouble and embarrassment it entails! 1 must have
friends, correspondents, give commissions, write, go backwards and
forwards, wait, and in the end be often deceived! What troubls
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with my money ! my fear of it is greater than my fondness for good
wine.

Times without number, during my apprenticeship and after-
wards, I have gone out with the intention of buying some delicacy,
Coming to a pastrycook’s shop, I notice some women at the connter;
I think I can already see them laughing amongst themselves at the
little glutton. I go on to a froiterer’s; I eye the fine pears; their
smell tempts me. Two or three young people close by me look at
me; a man who knows me is standing in front of his shop; Iseea
girl approaching in the distance: is it the housemaid ? My short-
sightedness canses all kinds of illusions. T take all the passers-by
for acquaintances; everywhere I am intimidated, restrained by
some obstacle; my desire increases with my shame, and at last 1
return home like 2 fool, consumed with longing, having in my
pocket the means of satisfying it, and yet not having had the
courage to buy anything,

I should enter inte the most insipid details if, in relatiog how
my money was spent by myself or others, I were to describe the
embarrassment, the shame, the repugnance, the inconvenience, the
annoyances of all kinds which I have always experienced. In
proportion as the reader, follawing the course of my life, becomes
acquainted with my real temperament, he will understang all this,
without my taking the trouble to tell him.

This being understood, it will be easy to comprehend one of my
apparent inconsistencies—the vnion of an almost sordid avarice
with the greatest contempt for money. Itis a piece of furniture in
which I find so little convenience, that it never enters my mind to
long for it when I have not got it, and that, when I have got it, 1
keep it for a long time without spending it, for want of kmowing
how to make use of it in a way to please myself; but if 2 convenient
and agreeable opportunity presents itself, I make such good use of
it that my purse is empty before I know it. Besides this, one need
not expect to find in me that corious characteristic of misers—that
of spending for the sake of ostentation; on the contrary, I spend in
secret for the sake of enjoyment ; far from glorying in my expendi-
ture, I conceal it. I feel so stropgly that money is of no use to me,
that I am almost ashamed to have any, still more to make use of
it. If Y had ever had an income sufficient to live comfortably upon,

3—3
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I am certain that I should never have been tempted to be a miser.
1 should have epent it all, withont attempting to increase it; but
my precarious circumstances make me careful. [ worship freedom ;
1 abhor restraint, trouble, dependence. As long as the money in
my purse lasts, it assures my independence; it relieves me of the
trouble of finding expedients to replenish it, a necessity which
always inspired me with dread; but the fear of seeing it exhausted
makes me hoard it carefully, The money which a man possesses
iz the instrument of freedom ; that which we eagerly pursue is the
instrument of slavery. Therefore I hold fast to that which I have,
and desire nothing.

My disinterestedness Is, therefore, nothing but idleness; the
pleasure of possession is pot worth the trouble of acquisition. In
like manner, my extravagance is nothing but idleness; when the
opportunity of spending agreeably presents itself, it cannot be too
profitably employed. Money tempts me less than things, because
between money and the possession of the desired object there is
always an intermediary, whereas between the thing itself and the
enjoyment of it there is none. If I see the thing, it tempts me; if
T only see the means of gaining possession of it, it does not. For
this reason 1 bave committed thefts, and even now I sometfimes
pilfer trifles which tempt me, and which I prefer to take rather than
to ask for; buot neither when a child nor a grown.up man do 1
ever remember to have robbed anyone of a farthing, except on onhe
occasion, fifteen years ago, when I stole seven livres ten sous. The
fncident is worth recording, for it contains a most extraocrdinary
mizture of folly and impudence, which I ghould have found diffi-
culty in believing if it concerned anyonme but myself.

It took place at Paris, I was walking with M. de Franceuil in
the Palais-Royal about five o'clock. He pulled out his watch,
looked at it, and said: * Let us go to the Opera.” I agreed; we
went. He took two tickets for the amphitheatre, gave me one,
and went on in front with the other. I followed him; he went in.
Entering after him, I found the door blocked. I looked, and seeing
everybody standing up, thought it would be easy to lose myself in
the crowd, or at any rate to make M. de Franceuil believe that I
had lost myself. I went out, took back my check, then my money,
and went off, without thinking that as soon as I had reached the
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door everybody had taken their seats, and that M. de Franceuil
clearly saw that I was oo longer thers.?

As nothing was ever more foreign to my disposition than such
behaviour, I mention it in order to show that there are moments
of demi-delirium during which men must not be judged by their
actions, I did not exactly want fo steal the money, I wanted to
steal the employment of it ; the less of a theft it was, the greater its
disgracefulness.

I should never finish these details if I were to follow all the
paths along which, during my apprenticeship, 1 descended from
the sublimity of herolsm to the depths of worthlessness. And yet,
although I adopted the vices of my poeition, I could not altogether
acquire a taste for them. I wearied of the amusements of my com-
panions; and when excessive restraint had rendered work unen.
durable to me, I grew tired of everything. This renewed my taste
for reading, which I had for some time lost. This reading, for
which I stole time from my work, became a new offence which
brought new punishment upon me. The taste for it, provoked by
constraint, became a passion, and soon a regular madness, La
Tribu, a well-known lender of books, provided me with all kinds of
literature. Good or bad, all were alike to me; I had no choice,
and read everything with equal avidity. I read at the work-table,
I read on my errands, I read in the wardrobe, and forgot myself
for hours together ; my head became giddy with reading; I could
do nothing else, My master watched me, surprised me, beat me,
took away my books. How many volumes were torn, burnt, and
thrown out of the window! how many works were left in odd
volumes in La Tribu's stock! When I had no mora money to pay
her, I gave her my shirts, neckties and clothes; my three sous of
pocket-money were regularly taken to her every Sunday.

‘Well, then, I shal! be told, mopey had become necessary to me.
That is true; but it was not until my passion for reading had de-
prived me of all activity. Completely devoted to my new hobby,
I did nothing but read, and no longer stole. Here again 1s one of
my characteristic peculiarlties. In the midst of a certain attach-
ment to any manner of life, a mere trifle distracts me, zlters me,

t According to George Sand, in her “ Histoire de ma Vie," M. de Franceuil,
who was her grandfather, has always absclutely denied the truth of this stery,
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rivets my attention, and finally becomes a passion. Then everything
is forgotten ; I no longer think of anything except the new object
which engrosses my attention. My heart beat with impatience to
turn over the leaves of the new book which I had in my pocket; I
pulled it out as soon as I was alone, and thought no more of
rummaging my master’s work-room. I can hardly believe that I
should have stolen even if 1 had had more expensive tastes,
Limited to the present, it was not in my way to make preparations
in this manner for the future, La Tribu gave me credit, the pay-
ments on aceount were small, and, as soon as 1 had my book in my
pocket, I forgot everything else. The money which came to me
honestly passed in the same manner into the hands of this woman ;
and, when sbe pressed me, nothing was easier to dispose of than
my own property, It required too much foresight to steal in
advance, and I was not even tempted to steal in order to pay

In consequence of guarrels, blows, and secret and ill-chosen
reading, my disposition became savage and taciturn; my mind
became altogether perverted, and I Lived like a misanthrope.
However, if my good taste did not keep me from silly and insipid
books, my good tortnne preserved me from such as were filthy
and licentious; not that La Tribu, a woman In all respects most
accommodating, would have made any scruple about lending them
to me; but, in order to increase their importance, she always
mentioned them to me with an air of mystery which had just the
effect of making me refuse them, as much from disgust as from
shame ; and chance aided my modest disposition so well, that I
was more than thirty years old before I set eyes upon any of those
dangeroue books which a fine lady finds inconvenient because
they can only be read with ome hand.

In less than a year T exhausted La Tribu's little stock, and
want of occupation, during my spare time, became painful to me.
1 had been cured of my childish and knavish propensities by my
passion for reading, and even by the books I read, which, although
ill-chosen and frequently bad, filled my heart with nobler senti-
mente than those with which my sphere of life had inspired me.
Disgusted with everything that was within my reach, and feeling
that everything which might have tempted me was too far re-
moved from me, 1 saw nothing possible which might have flattered
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my heart. My excited senses had long clamoured for an enjoy-
ment, the object of which I could not even imagine, I was as far
removed from actual enjoyment as if I had been sexless; and,
already fully developed and sensitive, I sometimes thought of my
crazes, but saw nothing beyond them. In thls strange situation,
my restless imagination entered upon an occupation which saved -
me from mysclf and calmed my growing sensuality. This consisted
in feeding myself upon the situations which had interested me in
the course of my reading, in recalling them, in varying them, In
combining them, in making them so truly my own that I became
one of the persons who filled my imagination, and always saw my-
self in the situations most agreeable to my taste; and that, finally,
the fictitious state in which I succeeded in putting myself made me
forget my actual state with which I was so dissatisfied. This love
ot imaginary objects, and the readiness with which I occupied
myself with them, ended by disgusting me with everything around
me, and decided that liking for solitnde which haa never left me.
In the sequel we shall see more than once the curions effects of
this disposition, apparently so gloomy and misanthropic, but which
is really due to a too affectionate, too loving and too tender heart,
which, being unable to find any in existence resembling it, is obliged
to nourish itself with fancies. For the present, it is sufficient for
me ta have defined the origin and first canse of a propensity which
has modified all my passions, and which, restraining them by means
of themselves, has always made me slow to act, owing to my exces-
sive impetuosity in desire.

In this manner I reached my sixteenth year, restless, dis-
satisfied with myself and everything, without any of the tastes of
my condition of life, without any of the pleasures of my age, con-
sumed by desires of the object of which [ was ignorant, weeping
without any cause for tears, sighing without knowing why—in short,
tenderly caressing my chimeras, since I saw nothing around me
which counterbalanced them. On Sundays, my fellow-apprentices
came to fetch me after service to go and amuse myself with them.
1 would gladly have escaped from them if I had been able; but,
once engaged in their amnsements, 1 became more excited and
went further than any of them; it was as difficalt to set me going
as to stop me, Such was always my disposition. During our walks
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outside the city I always went further than any of them without
thinking abont my return, unless others thounght of it for me.
Twice I was caught : the gates were shut before I conld get back.
The next day I was treated as may be imagioed ; the second time
I was promised such a reception if it ever happened again, that |
resolved not to run the risk of it; yet this third time, so dreaded,
came to pass. My watchfulness was rendered unseless by a con-
founded Captain Minutoli, who always shut the gate at which he
was on guard half-an-hour before the others. I was returning with
two companions. About half a league from the city I heard the
retreat sounded : I doubled my pace; I heard the tattoo beat, and
ran with all my might. I arrived out of breath and bathed in
perspiration; my heart beat; from a distance I saw the soldiers at
their posts; I rushed up and cried out with a voice half-choked.
It was too late! Twenty paces from the outposts, [ saw the first
bridge raised. I shuddered when I saw those terrible horns rising
in the air—a sinister and fatal omen of the destiny which that
moment was opening for me.

In the first violence of my grief I threw myself on the glacis
and bit the ground. My companions, laughing at their misfortune,
immediately made up their minds what to do. I did the same, but
my resolution was different from theirs. On the spot 1 swore never
to return to my master; and the pext morning, when they entered
the city after the gates were opened, I said good-bye to them for
ever, only begging them secretly to inform my cousin Bernard of
the tesolution 1 had taken, and of the place where he might be able
to see me once more.

After I had entered upon my apprenticeship I saw less of him,
For some time we used to meet on Sunday, but gradually each of
us adopted other habits, and we saw one another less frequently.
I am convinced that his mother had much to do with this change.
He was a child of the upper city;* 1, a poor apprentice, was only
& child of Saint-Gervais. In spite of our relationship, there was no
longer any equality between us; it was derogatory to him to as-
sociate with me. However, relations were not entirely broken off

r Enfant du haut—ix., of the upper, more fashionable part of the city;
while Saint-Gervais, on the right bank of the Rhine, was the quarter inhabited
Liy the poorer population.
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between us, and, as he was a good-natured lad, he sometimes
followed the dictates of his heart instead of his mother's instruc-
tions. When he was informed of my resolution, he hastened to
me, not to try and dissuade me from it or to share it, bat to
lessen the inconveniences of my flight by some small presents,
since my own resources could not take me very far. Amongst
other things he gave me a small sword, which had taken my fancy
exceedingly, and which I carried as far as Turin, where necessity
obliged me to dispose of it, and where, as the saying is, I passed it
through my body. The more I have since reflected upon the
manner in which he behaved towards me at this critical moment,
the more I have felt convinced that he followed the instructions of
his mother, and perhaps of his father ; for it is inconceivable that,
left to himself, he wonld not have made some effort to keep me
back, or would not have been tempted to follow; but, no! he
rather encouraged me in my plan than tried to dissuade me; and,
when he saw me quite determined, he left me without shedding
many fears. We have never corresponded or seen each other
since. It is a pity: his character was essentially good; we were
made to love each other.

Before I abandon myself to the fatality of my lot, allow me to
turn my eyes for a moment upon the destiny which, in the nature
of things, would have awaited me i I had fallen into the hands of
a better master, Nothing was more suitable to my disposition or
better adapted to make me happy than the quiet and obscure lot of
a respactable artlsan, especially of a certain class such as that of
the engravers of Geneva. Such a position, sufficiently lucrative to
afford a comfortable livelihood, but not sufficiently so to lead to
fortune, would have limited my ambition for the rest of my days,
and, leaving me an honourable leisure to cultivate modest tastes,
would have confined me within my own sphere, without offering me
the means of getting out of it. My imaginative powers were rich
enongh to beautify all callings with thelr chimeras, and strong
enough to transport me, 50 to speak, at will from one to another;
80 it would have been immaterial to me in what position I actually
found myself. It could not have been so far from the place where
I was to my first castle in the air, that I could not have taken up
my abode there without any difficulty. From this alone it followed
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that the simplest vocation, that which involved the least troubla
and anxiety, that which allowed the greatest mental freedom, was
the one which suited me best: and that was exactly my own, I
should have passed a peaceful and quiet life, such as my lisposition
required, in the bosom of my religion, my country, my family and
my friends, in the monotony of a profession that suited my taste,
and in a society after my own heart. I should have been a
good Christian, a gowd citizen, a good father of a family, a good
friend, a good workman, a good man in every relation of life. 1
shonld have loved my position in life, perhaps honoured it; and,
having spent a life—simple, indeed, and obscure, but calm and
serene—I should have died peacefully in the bosom of my family,
Though, doubtless, soon forgotten, I ghould at least have been
regretted as long as anyone remembered me,

Instead of that—what picture am I going to draw? Let us
not anticipate the sorrows of my life; I shall occupy my readers
more than enongh with this melancholy sulject.
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BOOK 1II

[1728-1731.]

However mournful the moment, when terror suggested to me
the idea of flight, had appeared-—the moment when I carried it into
execution appeared equally delightful. While still a child, to leave
oy country, my parents, my means of support, my resources; to
give up an apprenticeship half-served, without a sufficient know-
ledge of my trade to earn my livelihood; to abandon myself to
the horrors of want, without any means of saving myself from it
to expose mysell, at the age of innocence and weakness, to all the
temptations of vice and despair ; to seek, in the distance, soffering,
error, snares, servitude, and death, beneath a yoke far more un-
bending than that which I had been unable to endure—this was
what I was golng to do, this was the prospect which I onght to
have considered. How different was that which my fancy painted !
The independence which I believed 1 had gained was the only
feeling which moved me. Free, and my own master, I believed
1 could do everything, attain to everything; I had only to launch
myself forth, to mount and fly through the alr. 1 entered the
vast world with » fecling of security; it was to be filled with the
fame of my achievements; at every step I was to find festivities,
treasures, adventures, friends ready to serve me, mistresses eager to
please me; I had only to show myself, to engage the attention of
the whole world—and yet not the whole world ; to a certaln extent
I could dispense with it, and did not want so much. Charming
society was enough for me, withont troubling myself about the
rest, In my modesty I limited myself to a narrow, but delight-
fully select cirele, in which my sovereignty was assured. A single
castle was the limit of my ambition. As the favourite of the lord
and the lady, as the lover of the daughter, as the friend of the
son and protector of the neighbours, I was content—I wanted no
tnore.
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In the expectation of this modest future, I wandered for some
days round the city, lodging with some peasants whom I knew,
who all received me with greater kindness than any of the inbabi-
tants of the city would have done. They took me in, lodged me,
and fed me with too much kindness to make a merit of it. It
could not be called charity; they did not bestow it with a suffi-
cient air of superiority.

Travelling and roaming about in this manner, I reached Con-
fignon, in the district of Savoy, two leagues from Geneva. The
name of the curé was M. de Pontverre, This name, famous in the
history of the Republic, arrested my attention. 1 was curious te
see what the descendants of the Knights of the Spoon? looked
like.

I called upon M. de Pontverre. He received me kindly, talked
about the heresy of Geneva, the authority of the Holy Mother
Church, and invited me to dinner. I found little to reply to
arguments which ended in this manner, and I formed the opinion
that exrés who dined so well were at least as good as our ministers.
1 was certainly more learned than M. de Pontverre, in spite of his
birth; but I was too good a guest to be as good a theologian, and
his Frangi wine, which appeared to me excellent, argued so
triumphantly in his favour that I should have been ashamed to
stop the mouth of so admirable 2 host. I therefore gave in, or at
least offered no open resistance. To ses the carefulness 1 ex-
hibited, one wonld have believed me false; but that would have
been a mistake. I only behaved with common courtesy, that is
certain, Flattery, or rather condescension, is not always a vice;
it is more often a virtue, especially in young people. The kindness
with which a person treats us endears him to us; we give in to him,
not in order to abuse his kindness, but to avoid annoying him, or
returning him evil for good. What interest had M. de Pontverre in
receiving me, treating me kindly, or trying to convince me? No
other than my own ; my young heart told me that. Y was moved

1 These Catholic knights, subjects of the Duke of Savoy, formed a lsague
against the Genevese in the time of the Reformation, and were szo called
because they boasted of having “eaten their enemies with a spoon,” and
carried a spoon hung round their necks. They were headed by a De
Pontverrs,
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with gratitode and respect for the good priest. 1 felt my supe-
rlority ; 1 did not wish to overwhelm him with it as the reward
of his hospitality. In this attitude there was nothing hypocritieal ;
I never thonght of changing my religion; and, far from familiar-
ising myself so rapidly with this idea, I only regarded it with a
feeling of horror which was destined to keep it away from me
for a fong ime; my only wish was to avoid annoying those who
treated me kindly with the object of converting me; I wished to
cultivate their gaodwill, and to leave them the hope of success, by
appearing less completely armed than I really was, My fault in
that respect resembled the coguetry of respectable women, who
eometimes, in order to attain their object, without allowing or
promising anything, know how to excite greater hopes than they
mean to fulfil.

Reason, pity, and regard for discipline required that, far from
assisting my folly, people should have saved me from the tuin
which I ran to meet and sent me back to my family. That is
what every truly virtuous man would have done or attempted to
do. But, although M. de Pontverre was a good man, he was cer-
tainly not a virtuous man; on the contrary, he was an enthuslast,
who knew no other virtue except worshipping images and telling
his beads—a kind of missionary who could think of nothing better
for the good of the faith than writing libels against the ministers of
Geneva. Far from thinking of sending me back to my home, he
took advantage of the desire I felt to get away from it, to make it
Impossible for me to return even though I shounld wish to do so.
It was any odds that he was sending me to perish in misery or to
become a werthless scamp. But that was not what he looked at;
he only saw a soul saved from heresy and restored to the Church.
Honest man or scamp—what did it matter, provided I went to
mass? One must not, however, believe that this way of thinking
{s peculiar to Catholics ; it is common to all dogmatic religions in
which faith, not works, is considered the principal thing.

% God calls you,” said M. de Pontverre; “go to Annecy; there
you will find a good and charitable lady, whom the King's kindness
hag placed in a position to rescue other souls from the error from
which she herself has been delivered.” The lady in question was
Madame de Warens, a new convert, who in reality had been forced
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by the priests to share, with the rabble which came to sell its
faith, a pension of two thousand francs which she received from
the King of Sardinia. I felt very humiliated at requiring the
assistance of a good and charitable lady. 1 was very desirous
of having my wants supplied, but not of receiving alms, and a
devotee did not sound very attractive to me. However, urged by
M. de Pontverre, and hard pressed by hunger and pleased at the
idea of making a journey with a definite object, I made op my
mind, although with some difficulty, and set out for Angpecy. I
could easily have reached the place in one day; but, as I did not
hurry, it took three. I never saw a chdfzan on the right or left with-
out going in search of the adventure which I felt sure awaited me
there. I did not dare to enter the chdizaw or knock at the door,
being naturally very shy; but I sang under the windew which
looked most promising from outside, and, after having tired out
my lungs by continued efforts, was surprised that I beheld neither
ladies nor maidens attracted by the beauty of my voice or the
spirit of my sopgs, seeing that I knew some admirable composi-
tions which my companions had taught me and which I sang in
a manner equally admirable.

At last I arrived; I saw Madame de Warens. That epoch of
my life decided my character; I cannot bring myself to pass lightly
over it. I was in the middle of my sizteenth year. Without being
what is called a handsome lad, I was well set up, I had a pretty
foot, a fine leg, an easy manner, lively features, a pretty little
mouth, black hair and eyebrows, small and even supken eyes,
which, however, vigorously darted forth the fire with which my
blocd was kindled. Unhappily, 1 knew nothing of that, 2nd it has
never occurred to me during my life to think about my personal
appearance except when it was too late to profit by it. With the
timidity of my age was unitcd that of a very loving disposition,
always troubled by the fear of displeasing. Besides, although my
mind was tolerably well formed, I had never seen the world, and
was entirely wanting in manners, and my knowledge, far from sup-
plementing this defect, only served to intimidate me still more by
making me feel how sadly I needed them.

Fearing, therefore, that my first appearance would not preju-
dice Madame de Warens in my favour, I had recourse to other
expedients, 1 composed a beauntiful letter in oratorical style, in
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which, intermingling phrases out of books with the language of an
apprentice, I displayed all my eloquence in order to gain her good-
will. I enclosed M. de Pontverre's letter in my own, and set out
for the dreaded interview. Madame de Warens was not at home.
1 was told that she had just gone to church. It was Palm-Sunday
in 1728. I ran after her. I saw her; I overtook her; I addressed
her. [ ought to remember the spot. Since then I bhave often
wetted it with my tears and covered It with my kisses. I shounld
like to surround this happy spot with a railing of gold. ¥ should
like to draw upon it the homage of the world. Whoever loves to
honour the monuments of the salvation of men should only ap-
proach them on his knees.

It was in a passage behind her house, leading between a brook
on the right, which separated the honse from the garden, and the
court-wall on the left, through a back-gate to the Franciscan!
church. Just as she was going to enter, Madame de Warens, hearing
my voice, turned round. How did the sight of her strike me! I had
pictured to myself an old, grim, religious enthusiast ; in my opinion,
M. de Pontverre's pious lady could be nothing else. Instead, I
beheld a face full of charm, beautiful blue eyes—full of gentleness—
a dazzling complexion, the ountlines of an enchanting threat. No-
thing escaped the rapid glance of the young proselyte—for at that
moment 1 became hers, feeling convinced that a religion preached
by such zpostles must inevitably lead to paradise. With a smile,
she took the letter which I presented to her with a trembling hand,
opened it, glanced at that of M. de Pontverre, returned to mine,
read it through, and would have read it again, had not her servant
reminded her that it was time to go in. ™ Well, my child,” she said
to me in a fone which made me tremble, “ 8o you are wandering
about the country at your age; that is indeed a pity.,” Then,
without waiting for me to answer, she added, * Go and wait for
me; tell them to give you some breakfast, After mass 1 will come
and talk to you.”

Louise Eléonore de Warens wasg a young lady who belonged to
the house of La Tour de Pil, an ancient and noble family of Vévai,

t Lss Cordeliers: a religions order, founded by St. Francis of Assisi in 1223,
The name was afterwards also given to a club founded in 1790 by Danton,
Marat, and Desmoulins, which held its meetings in the old Franciscan convent
at Paris,
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a town in the canton of Vaud, When very young she had married
M. de Warens, of the house of Loys, the eldest son of M, de Villar-
din, of Lausanne, This marriage, which proved childless, was not
a happy one, and Madame de Warens, driven by some domestic
grief, seized the opportunity of the presence of King Victor Ama-
deus at Evian to cross the lake and throw berself at the feet of this
prince, thus abandoning her husband, her family and her country
through a piece of folly which muoth resembled mine, and which
she, like myself, has had ample time to iament. The King, who
was fond of posing as a zealous Catholic, took her nunder his pro-
tection, and settled on her an annuity of 1,500 Piedmontese livres, a
tolerably large sum for a prince who, as a role, was little inclined to
be generous. Afterwards, finding that he was reported to be in
love with her in consequence of the manner in which he had re-
ceived her, he sent her to Annecy under the escort of 2 detachment
of his guards, where, under the spiritnal guidance of Michel-Gabriel
de Bernex, titular Bishop of Geneva, she renounced the Protestant
faith in the Convent of the Visitation.

She had been six years in Annecy when 1 arrived there, and
was twenty-eight years of age, having been born with the century.
Her beauty was of the kind which lasts, consisting rather in the
expression than the features; besides, hers was still in its first
brilliancy. She had a caressing and tender air, a gentle look, an
angelic smile, a mouth like my own, ashen-grey hair of rare beauty,
which she wore in a careless fashion, which gave her 2 very piquant
appearance. She was small of stature, even short—somewhat dumpy,
although not disagreeably so; but a more beautiful head and bosom,
more beautiful bands and arms, could not have been seen.

Her education had been very peculiar. Like myself, she had
lost her mother at her birth, and, receiving instruction indiscrimi-
nately, just as it happened to offer itself, she had learnt a ltile
from her governess, a little from her father, a little from her
masters, and a great deal from her lovers, especially trom one
M. de Tavel, who, being a man of taste and learning, adorned the
object of his affections with his own excellences. But so many dif-
ferent kinds of instruction impeded each other, and, as she pursued
her studies without any regular system, her naturally sound under-
standing was by no means improved. Thus, although she knew
something abont the principles of philosophy and physics, she still
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preserved her father's taste for empirleal medicine and alchemy;
she prepared elixirs, tinctures, balsams, and magisteries! She
claimed to possess secret remedies. Quacks, profiting by her
weakness, got hold of her, pestered her, ruined her, and, in the
midst of crucibles and drugs, squandered her intellect, her talents,
and her charms, with which she might have graced the highest
society.

But, although vile rascals abused her ill-directed edocation, in
order to obscure the light of her reason, her excellent heart stood
the test and always remained the same; her loving and gentle
character, her sympathy with the unfortunate, her inexhaustible
goodness, her cheerful, frank, and open disposition never changed ;
and, even whea old age came opon her, surrounded by want, suffer.
ing, and calamitles of all kinds, the calmness of her beautiful soul
preserved for her to the end of her life all the gaiety of her happiest
days.

Her errors were due to an inexhaustible fund of activity which
needed incessant occupation. She wanted no intrigues like other
women, but enterprises to direct and carry ont. She was born to
take part in important affairs. In her place, Madame de Longue-
ville would have been a mere intriguer; in the place of Madame de
Longueville, she would have governed the State, Her talents were
misplaced, and that which would have brought fame to her in a
more exalted position proved her ruin in that in which she Lived.
In everything which was within the reach of her mental capacity,
she always enlarged her plan in her head and saw its object
magnified, the result of this being that she employed means
better proportioped to her views than her strength; ehe fajled
through the fault of others; and, when her project falled to succeed,
she was ruined, where others would scarcely have lost anything.
This eagerness for business, which did her so much harm, was at
least of great service to her in her monastic retreat, in that it
prevented her from settling there for the rest of her life as sho had
intended. The regular and simple life of the nuns, the idle gossip
of the parlour, could not possibly be agreeable to a mind which
was coofinually in movement, and which, inventing new systems
every day, required freedom in order to devote itself to them. The

1 A powder to which soversign virtues were formerly attributed.
vVol. 1 A,
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good Bishop of Bernex, though not so clever as Frangois de Sales,!
resembled him in many points and Madame de Warens, whom he
called hiz davghter, and who resembled Madame de Chantal? in
many other points, might have resembled her even in her retire-
ment, had not the idle life of a convent been distasteful to her. It
was not from want of zeal that this amiable woman did pot devote
herself to the trifling exercises of devotion, which appeared suitable
to a new convert living under the guidance of a prelate. Whatever
may have been the motive that induced her to change her religion,
she was certainly sincere in that which she had embraced. She
may have repented of having taken the step; certainly she never
wished to retrace it. She not only died a good Catholic; she
proved herself one during her lifetime; and I, who believe that I
bave read her inmost soul, dare to affirm that it was solely owing
to a horror of affectation that she never played the devotee in
public; her piety was too genuine for her to make a show of
devotion. But this is not the place to discuss her principles; I
shall have other opportunities of speaking of them.

Those who deny the sympathy of souls may explain, if they
can, how, from the first interview, from the first word, from the first
Took, Madame de Warens inspired me, not only with the liveliest
feelings of attachment, but with a perfect confidence which has
never belied itself. Granted that my sentiments for ber were really
love, which will at least appear doubtful to those who follow the
history of our relations, how came it that this passion was from the
outset accompanied by the feelings which it least inspires—peace of
heart, calm, cheerfulness, confidence, trust? How was it that,
when for the first time I approached an amiable, refined, and
dazzlingly beautiful woman, a lady of higher position than my
own, the like of whom I had never addressed, upon whom my
destiny in a manner depended, according as she interested herself
more or less on my behalf—how came it, I repeat, that, in spite of
all this, I immediately felt as free and completely at my ease as if
I had been perfectly certain of pleasing her? How was it that
I did not for 2 single moment experience a feeling of embarrass-
ment, timidity, or awkwardness ? Naturally bashful and easily put

1 Bishop of Geneva {1567-1622),
2 A lady, distinguished for her great piety, the foundress of the Order o1
the Visitation ; she was caponized by Clement XIII.
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out of countenance, knowing nothing of the world, how was it
that from the first day, from the first moment, I was able to assume
with her the easy manners, the tender language, the familiar tone
which prevailed between us tem years later, when our close
intimacy had made it natural ? Is it possible to love, I do not
say without desires, for those I had, but without jealousy? Does
not one at least wish to learn from the object of one's affection
whether one is loved ip return ? It has no more occurred to me in
the course of my life ever to ask her thia guestion than to ask
mysef whether I loved her; and she has never shown greater
curiosity in repard to myself. There was certainly something
singular in my feelings for this charming woman, and, in the
course of the narrative, the reader will find unexpected singu-
larities,

It was a question what was to become of me; and, in order to
discuss my future more at leisure, she kept me to dinner. It was
the first meal in my life at which my appetite failed me; and her
maid, who waited upon us, said that I was the first traveiller of my
age and class that she had ever seen in such a condition. This
remark, which did me no harm in the eyes of her mistress, struck
home to 2 great lout who was dining with us, and who devoured by
himself quite a respectable dinner for six. As for myself,  was in
a state of rapture which did not allow me to eat. My heart fed
upon an entirely new feeling, with which my whole being was filled,
and which lsft me no inclination for doing anything else.

Madame de Warens wanted to know the dstails of my little
history ; and in relating them I recovered zll the fire and vivacity
which I had lost during my apprenticeship. The more I interested
this exeellent soul in my favour, the more she lamented the lot to
which I intended to expose myself. She did not venture to advise
me to return to Geneva; in her position that would have been an
act of treason to the Catholic faith; and she knew only too well
how she was watched and how her words were weighed. But she
spoke to me so touchingly of my father's affliction, that it was easy
to see that she would have approved of my going to console him,
She did not know how strongly, without knowing it, she was
pleading against herself. I think 1 bave already said that my
mind was made up; the more eloquent and persuasive her words,
the more they went to my heart, the less [ was able to make up my

4—2
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mind to separate from her, I felt that to return to Geneva would
be to put an almest insurmountable barrier between herself and
me, unless I again took the step which I had already taken, and
by which it was better to abide once and for all. I accordingly
remained firm. Madame de Warens, seeing that her efforts were
unavailing, did not persist in them, to avold compromising herself,
but she said to me, with a look of compassion, * Poor little one,
you must go where God calls you; but when yon are grown up,
you will think of me.” I believe she herself had no idea how
cruelly this prediction was to be fulfilled.

The difficulty was great. How was I, young as I was, to find
a livelihood so far from home? Having served scarcely half my
apprenticeship, I was very far from knowing my trade. Even if I
had known it, I should have been unable to earn a living by it in
Savoy, for the country was too poor to support the arts. The lont
who was eating our dinners for us, being obliged to stop to give his
jaws a rest, made a proposal which he declared was inspired by
heaven, but which, to judge from its results, was rather Inspired by
the opposite place. This proposal was that 1 should go to Turin,
where ! should hnd spirityal and bodily support in & hospice estab-
lisheq tor the instruction of catechumens, until, after I had been
received into the bosom of the Church, I should find suitable
employment by the kindness of the charitable. * As to the ex-
penses of his journey," continued my Iriend, “his lordship the
bishop will no doubt be kind encugh to provide for them, if
Madame suggests this holy work to him, and, doubtless, Madame
la Baroone,” he added, bending over his plate, “who is so
charitable, will also be eager to contribute towards them.” I
foand the idea of so much charity very distasteful ; I was sick at
heart, and said nothing, Madame de Warens, without embracing
the suggestion as eagerly as it was offered, contented herself with
replying that everyone ought to do good to the best of his power,
and that she would speak to the bishep about it; but my con-
founded friend, who had a little interest of his own in the matter,
and was afraid that she might not speak of it exactly as he wished,
hastened to warn the almoners, and worked upon the good priests
50 cleverly that, wher Madame de Warens, whe feared the journey
for me, wished {o speak aboat it to the bishop, she found that
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everything had been arranged, and he immediately handed ber
over the money destined for my humble travelling expenses, She
did not venture to insist upon my remaining, for I was approaching
an age when a woman of her own years conld not with propriety-
express a desire to keep a young man with her.

My journey being thus arranged by those who took charge of
me, I was obliged to submit, and I even did so without much reluet-
ance. Alhough Turin was further than Geneva, I judged that,
being the capital, it was more closely connected with Aannecy than
a town of different faith and in a foreign land; and, besides, as I
was setting out in obedience to Madame de Warens, I considered
myself as remaining under her gvidance, and that was more than
living in her neighbourhood. Lastly, the idea of a long journey
flattered my fondness for roaming, which was already beginning to
declare itself. It appeared to me a fine thing to cross mountains
at my age, and to clevate myself above my comrades by the whole
height of the Alps, There is a charm in seeing different countries
which a Genevese can scarcely ever resist; I, therefore, gave my
consent. My lout intended to set out in two days with his wife,
and I was intrusted to their care. My funds, which Madame
de Warens had augmented, were handed over to them, She
also gave me privately a little pocket-money, and much good
advice; and, on the Wednesday in Passion weck, we set out on
our journey.

On the day after 1 left Annecy my father arrived, having
followed on my track with his friend, M. Rival, a watchmaker like
himself, a talented and even a witty man, who wrote better verses
than La Motte, and was almost as good a speaker; in addition, he
was a thoroughly good fellow; but his misplaced taste for literature
led to no other result than sending one of his sons on the stage.

These gentlemen saw Madame de Warens, and contented
themselves with lamenting my lot, instead of following and over-
taking me, as they could easily have done, since they were on
horseback while 1 was on foot. My uncle Bernard had done the
same ; he had gone as far as Confignon, whence he returned to
Geneva, after he heard that [ was at Annecy. It seemed asif my
relations were in league with my unlucky star to hand me over to
the destiny which awaited me. My brother had been lost throngh
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similar negligence, and so completely, that it has never been known
what became of him.

My father was not only a man of honour, he was a man of
proved uprightness, and he had one of those strong souls which are
capable of great virtues; in addition to which, he was a good
father, especially towards myself. He loved me very tenderly, but
he also loved his pleasures, and, since 1 had lived apart from him,
other tastes had rendered his paternal affection somewhat luke-
warm, He had married again at Nyon; and although his wife
was no longer of an age to present me with brothers, she had rela-
tions., This created another family, other aims, a new establish-
ment, which no longer so frequently recalled the memory of myself,
My {atber was growing old, 2nd had nothing to live upon; but my
brother and myself had a small property from our mother, the
interest of which could be claimed by my father during our absence,
This idea did not present itself to him directly, and by no means
prevented him from deing his duty ; but it exercised a secret influ-
ence without his being aware of it, and sometimes moderated his
zeal, which he would bave pushed further had it not been for that.
That, I believe, was the reason why, having originally gone to
Annecy to find me out, he did not follow me as far as Chambéri,
where he would have been morzally certain to find me. That again
was the reason why, when I went to pay him a visit, as I frequently
did after my flight, he always received me with the caressesof a
father, but withont making any serions efforts to keep me with him,

This behaviour on the part of a father, whose tenderness and
uprightness [ knew so0 well, led me to reflections upon myself, which
have in no small degree contributed fo keep my heart in a healthy
condition. From these I have drawn the great moral lesson,
perhaps the only one of any practical valne, to avoid those situa-
tions of life which bring our duties into conflict with oor interests,
and which show us our own advantage in the misfortunes of others;
for it is certain that, in such situatiocs, however sincere our love of
virtus, we must, sooner or later, inevitably grow weak without per-
ceiving it, and become unjust and wicked in act, without having
ceased to be just and good in our hearis.

‘This principle, deeply imprinted on the bottom of my heart,
which, although somewhat late, in practice gnided my whole con-
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duct, is one of those which have cansed me {o appear a very
strange and foolish creature In the eyes of the world, and, above
all, amongst my acquaintances, I have been reproached with
wanting to pose as an original, and different from others, In
reality, 1 have never troubled about acting like other people or
differently from them, I sincerely desired to do what was right.
1 withdrew, as far as it lay in my power, from sitnations which
opposed my ioterests to those of others, and might, consequently,
inspire me with a secret, though involuntary, desire of injuring
them,

Two years ago my Lord Marshal wanted to put my name in
his will; 1 strongly opposed this. T told him that I would not for
the world know that my name was down in anyone's will, least
of all in his. He gave in; but insisted upon bestowing upon me
a pension for life, to which I offered no opposition. It will be said
that I gain by this alteration; that may be so, but I know, oh!
father and benefactor, that, if I onhappily survive yoa, in losing
you ! have everything to lose and nething to gain.

That, in my opinion, is the true philosophy, the only philo-
sophy which Is really suited for the human heart. I am more
impressed every day by its profound solidity, and in all my recent
writings 1 have presented it under various aspects; but the publc
is superficial, and bas not known how to recogumise it. If, after I
have finished my present task, I live long enough to undertake
another, I propose to give, in the sequel to '*Emile,”? so attractive
and striking an example of this maxim, that the reader will be
compelled to notice it. But enough reflections for a traveller;
it is time to continue my journey!

I found it more agreeable than I had expected, and my lout
was not so sulky as he looked. He was a man of middle age, who
wore his black hair, which was beginning to grow grey, in a gueue ;
he looked like a2 grenadier, had a strong voice, was pretty cheerful,
could walk well and eat better, and practised all sorts of trades,
for want of knowing any. I believe he had proposed to establish
some kind of manufactory at Aonecy, and Madame de Warens had
not failed fo approve of the idea. It was in order to make the

T See the " New Héloise,” Part 1JL., Jetter xx,
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attempt to gain the minister's approval also, that, well furnished
with money, he was making the journey to Turin, Our friend
posseseed a talent for intrigue, always making himself agreeable to
the priests ; and, while showing great eagerness to gerve them, he
had caught from their school a certain pious jargon of which he
made incessant use, and boasted of being a great preacher, He
even knew one passage of the Bible in Latin; and, as he repeated
it a thousand times a day, it was as if he had konown a thousand.
He was seldom short of money, when he knew that others had any
in their purse. He was rather clever than a rogue, and, when he
recited his capucinades? in the tone of a recrniting officer, he re-
sembled Peter the Hermit preaching the Crusade sword in hand.

As for his wife, Madame Sabran, she was a good woman
enough, who was quieter during the day than at might. As I
always slept in their room, her noisy sleeplessness often woke
me, and wounld have kept me awake still more, if I had known
the reason of it; but I had oot the least suspicion; and my
stupidity on this point left the duty of instructing me to nature
alone.

I proceeded gaily on my way with my piocus guide and his
lively companion, No mishap distorbed my journey; I was
happier, in body and mind, than I have ever been in my life.
Young, vigorous, in perfect health, without a care, full of confi-
dence in myself and others, I was enjoying that short but
precions moment of life when its expansive fulness, so to speak,
enlarges our being in all our sensations, and beautifies in our eyes
the whole aspect of nature by the charm of our existence. My
pleasant restlessness had an object which restrained it and steadied
my imagination. I looked upon myself as the work, the pupil, the
friend, almost as the lover of Madame de Warens. The polite
things she had said to me, the little caresses which she had
bestowed npon me, the tender interest which she had seemed to
take in me, her friendly looks, which appeared to me full of love,
since they inspired me with that feeling—all this occupied my
thoughts during the journey, and plunged me in delicions reveries,
undisturbed by any fear or doubt concerning my future. I con-

1 Insipid discourses upon religious matters, like those of tha Capucin friars.
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sidered that, in sending me to Turin, they had undertaken to
support me there, and to find me a suitable situation. I felt
that 1 need not trouble further about myself; others bad under-
taken the charge. So I went on my way with light step, freed from
this burden; youthful desires, enchanting hopes, brilliant plans
filled my sonl. Everything that I saw appeared to assure my
early happiness. In the houses I pictured to myself rustic
festivities; in tbe meadows, playful romps; on the banks of the
rivers, baths, walks, fishing; on the trees, delicious fruit; under
their shade, loving ##2-d-tétes; on the mountains, pails full of milk
and cream, a charming idleness, peace, simplicity, and the pleasure
of going 1 kmew not where. In short, nothing met my eyes with-
out conveying to my heart some attraction of enjoyment. The
grandeur, the variety, the real beauty of the sight around me
rendered this attraction worthy of reason; even vanity claimed
its share. It appeared to me an homour beyond my years to
visit Italy while still so young, to have already seen so much of
the world, to follow Hannibal across the mountajng, Besides this,
we frequently halted at good inns; I bad a good appetite and
plenty to satisfy it; for it was really not worth while to deny
myself anything, since my own meals were nothing in comparison
with those of M. Sabran.

During the whole course of my life, I never remember a time
when I have been so completely free from care and trouble as
during the seven or eight days of our journey; for Madame
Sabran’s rate of travelling, by which we were obliged to regulate
our own, made it nothing but a long walk., This recollection has
left me the liveliest taste for everything connected with it, especially
for mountains and walks. I have never journeyed on foot except
in my younger days, and then always with the greatest pleasure.
Duties, business, Iuggage, soon obliged me to play the gentleman
and take a carriage; gnawing cares, perplexities, and discomfort
got in with me, and from that moment, instead of feeling, as before,
nothing but the pleasure of travelling, my only anxiety was to
reach the end of my journey. For a long time I endeavoured to
find in Paris two companions of the same tastes as myself willing to
spend fifty lonis of their money and a year of their time upon a
walking tour through Italy with me, with only a single lad to carry
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our travelling-bags., Many appeared enchanted with the idea, but in
reality considered it as nothing but a castle in the air, only fit to
talk about without any idea of putting it into execution. Iremember
that Diderot and Grimm, with whom I once discussed the idea with
enthusiasm, at last became enamnuvred of it. Once I thought the
matter settled, but it all ended in their wanting to make a journey
on paper, in which Grimm found nothing so delightful as making
Diderot commit a number of impieties and handing me over to the
inquisition in his stead.

My regret at arriving so soon at Turin was lessened by the
pleasure of seeing a large city, and by the hope of soon playing a
part worthy of myself; for already the fumes of ambition were
mounting to my brain; already I regarded myself as infinitely
raised above my former condition of apprentice, and I was far from
suspecting that, in a short time, I was destined to fall far below it.

Before I continue, I must excuse or justify myself to the reader
for the trivial details intoc which I bave already entered, or into
which I shall enter in the course of my narrative, 2nd which in hig
eyes can have no Interest. The task which I have undertaken, of
showing myself completely without reserve to the public, requires
that nothing that concerns myself shall remain chscure or hidden;
that I shall keep myself continually before its eyes; that it shall
accompany me in all the errors of my heart, into all the secret
corners of my life; that it shall not lose sight of me for a single
instant, for fear that, if it finds in my narrative the least gap, the
least blank, it may ask, What was he doing during that time? and
accuse me of unwillingness to tell all. My writings expose me
sufficiently to the spite of mankind, without my exposing myself to
it still more by my silence.

My little pocket-money was gone. I had chattered, and my
guides were not slow to take advantage of my indiscretion. Madame
Sabran managed to get everything from me, even a small piece of
ribbon covered with silver, which Mad.me de Warens had given me
for my little sword, and which I regretted more than anything else.
The sword itself would have remained in their hands if I had
resisted less firmly. They had faithfully defrayed my expenses
during the journey, but they had left me nothing, 1 reached Turin
without clothes, without money, without linen, and was obliged to
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leave entirely to my merits the honour of the fortune 1 was going to
make.

I had some letters, I presented them, and was immediately
conducted to the hospice for catechumens, to be instructed in
the religion with which I was to purchase my livelihood, On my-
arrival, I beheld a large gate with iron bars, which was double-
locked behind me as spon as I had passed throngh it. This
introduction struck me as more imposing than agreeable, and
was beginning to afford me food for reflection, when I was con-
ducted into a tolerably large room. Al its furniture consisted
of a wooden altar, surmounted by a large crucifix, at the end of
the room, in front of which stood four or five chairs, also made
of wood, which looked as if they had been polished, bt in reality
had become shiny merely from constant use and rubbing. In
this assembly-room were four or five frightful villains—my fellow-
students —who seemed to be rather the devil's constables than
aspirants to the honour of sons of God. Two of these rascals
were Slavonians, who called themselves Jews or Moors, and, as
they confessed to me, spent their life in wandering through Spain
and Italy, embracing Christianity and submitting to be baptised
where they found it worth their while. Another iron door was then
thrown open, which divided into two a large balcony running along
the courtyard. Through this door our sisters entered, catechu-
mens who, like myself, were to be born again, not by means of
baptism, but by a solemn abjuration of their faith. They were
certainly the greatest sluts and the most disgusting vagabonds who
ever contaminated the sheepfold of the Lord. Only one appeared
to me pretty and attractive; she was abont my owa age, perhaps
two or three years older. She had roguish eyes, which sometimes
met mine. This Inspired me with a desire to make her acquaint-
ance ; but, during nearly two months, which she spent in the house
after my arrival—she had already been there three months—I
found it absolutely impossible to speak to her, so strictly had she
been recommended to the care of our old jaileress, and so carefully
was she watched by the holy missionary, who laboured with more
zeal than diligence to convert her. She must have been extremely
dull, although she did not appear so, for never did tuition require
50 long a time. The holy man always found her unfit for the act of
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abjuration ; but she prew weary of her confinement, and declaved
that she wanted to leave—Christian or no Christian. They were
obliged to take her at her word, while she siill showed herself
ready to become one, for fear she might become refractory and
refuse.

The Nttle community was assembled in honour of the new-
comer. A short address was delivered to us, in which I was ex-
horted to consent to respond to the favour which God extended
to me, while the others were invited to pray for me and edify me
by their example. After this, our virgins returned to their seclu-
sion, and I had time to meditate with astonishment upon my own
situation to my heart’s content.

Next morning we were again assembled to receive instruction;
and then, for the first time, I began to reflect upon the step I was
going to take, and upon the circumstances which had led me to do
0.

I have said—I repeat it, and shall, perhaps, repeat it again, as
1 am daily mote convinced of its truth—that, if ever a child received
a sensible and sound education, it was myself, I belonged to a
family which was distinguished by its manners from the common
people ; from all my relations I had learnt nothing but lessons of
wisdom, and had had honourable examples before my eyes. My
tather, although fond of pleasure, was not only a man of strict
integrity but of considerable religious feeling. A man of gallantryin
the world and a Christian at heart, he had early instilled into me the
sentiments which he felt. Of my three aunts, who were all prudent
and virtuous, the two eldest were picus; the youngest, a girl full
of grace, talent and good sense, was perhaps even more pious,
although she made less show of it. From the bosom of this
estimable family I went to M. Lambercier, who, though a church-
man and preacher, was at heart a believer, and nearly always
practised what he preached. He and his sister, by gentle and
judicious training, cultivated the principles of piety which they
found in my heart. These weorthy people, with this object, em-
ployed means so sincere, so prudent and so sensible that, far from
being wearied by their preaching, I always felt deeply affected by
it and formed the best resolutions, which I rarely forgot to carry
out when I thought of them. I the case of my aunt Bernard, her
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plety was somewhat more distasteful to me, becanse she made a
trade of it. 'While serving my apprenticeship I scarcely thought of
it, without, however, changing my views. I never came into con-
tact with any young people who might have corrupied me; 1
became vagabond, but not dissipated. )

I consequently knew as much abount religion as wzs possible
for a child of my age, I even knew more, for why should 1 conceal
my thoughts? My childhood was not that of a child; I always
felt and thought as a man. It was only when I grew up that 1
re-entered the class of ordinary individuals; as a child I did not
belong to it, The reader will laugh to find me modestly represent-
ing myself as a prodigy. So be it; but when he has laughed
sufficiently, let him find a child who, in his sixth year, is so
attracted, interested and carried away by romances as to shed
hot tears over them ; then I shall feel that my vanity is ridiculous,
and will confess that I am wrong.

If 1 have said that we ought not to speak about religion to
children, if we wish them to possess any, and, further, that they are
fncapable of knowing God, even according to our Ideas, I have
drawn this conviction from my observations, net from my own
experience, for I knew that no conclusion could be drawn from it
in regard to others. Find me Jean Jacques Rousseaus of six years
old, and speak to #hem of God when they are seven; I will guarantee
that you run no risk.

I think it will be admitted that,in the case of a child, and even
of a man, to have religion means to follow that in which he is born.
This faith is sometimes lessened, rarely enlarged ; dogmatic belief is
one of the fruits of education. Besides this general principle
which attached me to the religious creed of my fathers, I had
the aversion for Catholicism peculiar to our village, which repre-
sented it as a frightful idolatry, and painted its priests in the
blackest colours. This feeling was so strong in me, that at first
I never looked into the inside of a church, never met a priest
in a surplice, never heard the processional bell, without a shudder
of terror and alarm, which scon left me in the towns, but bas often
come upon me again in country parishes, more like those where
I had first felt it. It is true that this impression contrasted
singularly with the recollections of the caresses which the priests
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of the environs of Geneva were fond of bestowing npon the
children of the city, While the bell announcing supteme unction
alarmed me, the bell for mass and vespera reminded me of break-
fast, collation, fresh butter, fruit, and milk-food. M. de Pontverre's
good dinner still produced a great effect. Thus I had easily driven
all such thoughts out of my mind. Seeing papism only in its con-
nection with amusement and good living, I had readily accustomed
myself to the idea of living in its midst; but the idea of solemnly
going over to the Church of Rome had only presented itself to me for
a moment, as possible in a distant future. At the present moment
it was no longer possible to deceive myself; I saw with horror
the kind of comsent which I had given, and its inevitable con-
sequences. The future neophytes around me were not calculated
to sustain my courage by their example, and I could not conceal
from myself that the holy work, which I intended to carry out, was
in the main the action of a bandit; for, young as I was, I felt that,
whatever religion might be the true ome, I was going to sell my
own, and that, even though I made a good choice, in the bottom of
my heart I should lie to the Holy Spirit and deserve the contempt
of men, The more I thought of it, the more indignant I became
with myself; and I sighed over the destiny which had bronght me
to this pass, as if this destiny had not been my own work. There
were moments when these reflections became so strong, that, if I
had found the door open for a moment, I should certainly have run
away; but this was impossible, and my resolution was not strong
enough. Too many secret desires combated it not to overcome it.
Besides, my fixed determination not to return to Geneva, shame,
the difficulty of crossing the mountains again, the embarrassment
of finding myself far from my country, without friends and without
resources—all these feelings combined to make me regard my
prickings of conscience as a too tardy repentance; 1 pretended
to reproach myself for what I had done, in order to excumse
what I was going to do. While aggravating the errors of the
past, I regarded the future as their necessary result. Instead of
saying to myself, ** Nothing is done yet, and you can be innocent
if you wish,” I said, * Sigh for the crime of which you have
made yourself guilty, and which you bave made it necessary for
yourself to carry out.”
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In fact, what nncommon strength of mind would have been
necessary, at my age, in order to recall everything that I had
hitherto promised or given hopes of, to break the bonds which I
bad placed upon myself, to declare boldly that I desired at all
risks to continue in the religion of my fathers! Such vigour was’
not natural to one of my age, and it is not very probable that it
would have succeeded. Things had gone too far for them mnot to
feel ashamed if they did not succeed ; and, the greater my resist-
ance, the more they would have felt themselves bound, by some
means or other, to overcome it.

The sophism which rnined me, is that common to most men
who complain of want of strength when it is already too late to
make use of it. Virtue only becomes difficult by our own fault;
if we could always be prudent, we should rarely need to be virtu.
ous, But inclinations, easily surmountable, hurry us along without
resistance; we yield to trifling temptations, the danger of which
we despise. Impercepiibly we fall into perilous situations, from
which we could easily have protected ourselves, but from which we
can no longer exiricate onrselves without heroic efforts which
appal us; and at last we fall into the abyss, reproaching God,
“ Why hast Thou made me so weak?™ But, In spite of ourselves,
He replies to our consciences, I have made you too weak to save
yourself from the abyss, because I made you strong enough not to
fall into it.”

I did not exactly resalve to become a Catholic; but, seeing the
time still far off, I profited by the oecasion to accustom myself
gradually fo the idea, and in the meantime I hoped for some
unforeseen circumstance which would get me out of the diffi-
culty. In order to gain time, I resolved to make the best defence
of which I was capable. But soon my vanity relieved me from
thinking of my resolution; and, as soon as I observed that I
sometimes embarrassed those who desired to instruct me, that
was sufficlent to make me endeavour to floor them altogether.
I even exhibited ridiculons eagerpess in this ucdertaking; for,
while they were working vpon me, I wanted to work npon them.
1 honestly believed that I had only to convince them, to make
them turn Protestants.

Consequently, they did not find in me nearly as much tract
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ability as they had expected, either in regard to my knowledge
or good will. Protestants are generally better instructed than
Catholics. This is only natural; the doctrine of the one re-
quires discussion, that of the other submisslon. The Catholic is
obliped to embrace the decision that is put before bim; the
Protestant must learn to decide for himself. This was well
known ; but no great diffienlties were expected for persons of ex-
perience from one of my age and position. Besides, I had not
yet received my first Communion, nor received the instructions
connected with it; that, too, was known, Bot what they did
not know was that, to make up for this, I had been well taught
at M. Lambercier’s, and that, in addition, I had by me a little
store-house, very inconvenient for these gentlemen, in the history
of the Church and the Empire, which, while living with my father,
I had learnt almost by heart, and since then almost forgotten,
but which came back to me In proportion as the dispute grew
warmer.

A little, old, but somewhat venerable priest held the first
meeting of all of us together. For my companions this meeting
was rather a catechism than a discussion, and he had more to
do with instructing them than with removing their objections, In
my own case it was different. When my turn came, | stopped him
at every point, and spared him no single difficulty which I was able
to throw in his way. This protracted the meeting, and made it
very tedious for those who were present. My old priest spoke
much, grew excited, wandered from his subject, and got himself
out of the difficulty by declaring that he did not know French
well. The next day, for fear that my indiscrest objections might
give offence to my companions, I was put into another room with
another priest, who was younger and a good speaker—that is o
say, a coiner of fine phrases—and satisfied with himself, if ever a
teacher was. I did not, however, allow myself to be too much
cowed by his imposing manner; and feeling that, after all, I was
able to hold my own, I proceeded to answer him with tolerable con-
fidence, and to press him on all sides to the best of my ability.
He thought to overwhelm me with St. Augustine, St. Gregory, and
the other fathers, but found, to his incredible surprise, that 1
handled all the fathers nearly as readily as he did; not that I had
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ever read them, as neither perhaps had he, but I remembercd
several passages out of my * Le Sueur®; and, as soon as he quoted
one, without stopping to dispute it, I answered it by ancther from
the same Father, which frequently caused him coneiderable em..
barrassment. However, in the end he gained the victory, for two
reasons. In the first place, he was the stronger, and, fecling that I
was, 50 to speak, at his mercy, 1 correctly jndged, young as I was,
that it would not do to press him—to drive him to extremities ; for
1 saw clearly emough that the little old priest had conceived no
great affection for myself or my learning. In the second place,
the young priest was an eduvcated man, while I was not. This
caused him to employ in his manner of argument a method
which I was unable to follow, and, as soon as he felt himself
pushed by some unforessen objection, he put it off until the next
day, declaring that I was wandering from the point. Sometimes
he even refused to accept my quotations, declaring that they were
false ; and; offering to go and fetch the book for me, defied me to
find them. He felt that he did not risk much, and that, with all
my borrowed leaming, 1 was not sufficiently experienced in
handling books, and did not know enough Latin to find a
passage in a large volume, even though I might be certain that
it was there. I even suspected him of making use of the same
dishonesty of which he accused our ministers, and of sometimes
inventing passages, in order to extricate himself from a difficulty
which embarrassed him.

While these petty disputes about trifies lasted, and the time
was spent in argoing, mumbling prayers, and doing nothing, a dis.
gusting little adventure happened to me, which very nearly turned
out very badly for me.

‘There is no soul so vile, no heart so barbarous, that it is not
susceptible of some kind of attachment. One of the two vagabonds
who called themselves Moors conceived an affecton for me. He
was fond of accosting me, {alked to me in his jargon, rendered me
slight services, sometimes gave me part of his food, and frequently
kissed me with an ardour which was very annoying to me. In spite
of the patural alarm which I felt at his gingerbread face decorated
with a long scar, and his inflamed countenance which appeared

more furious than tender, I endured his kisses, saying to myself:
VOL. I 5
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%The poor fellow has concelved a lively friendship for me. I
should be wrong to repulse him." He gradually began to take
greater liberties, and sometimes made such curious proposals to
me, that I thought he was mad. One night, he wanted to sleep
with me. I refused, saying that my bed was too small He
pressed me to go to his, but I again refused, for the wretch was so
dirty and stunk co etrongly of chewed tobacco, that he made ms
quite sick.

Early on the following morning, we were both alone in the
assembly-room. He recommenced his caresses, but with such
violent movements, that it became quite alarming. At last, ha
wanted fo take the most disgusting liberties with me, and, taking
hold of my hand, tried ta make me take the same with him. I uitered
a loud cry, and, jumping back, freed myself from him; and, withont
exhibiting anger or indignation, for I had not the least idea what it
was all abont, I expressed my surprise and disgust so energetically,
that he left me where I was; but, while he was finishing his efforts,
I saw something white, like glue, shoot towards the fireplace and
fzll upon the ground, which turned my stomach. I rushed upon
the balcony, more moved, more troubled, more frightened than I
had ever been in my life, and prepared to find myself ill,

I could not understand what had been the matter with the
wretch, I believed that he was attacked by epilepsy, or some other
madness even more terrible; and in truth, I know nothing more
hideous for any cool-blooded person to see than such filthy and
dirty behaviour, and a frightful countepance inflamed by brutal
lust. I have never seen another man in a similar condition ; but if
we are like it when we are with women, their looks must certzinly
be bewitched, for them not to feel disgusted at us.

I was in a great hurry to go and tell everyone what had just
happened to me. Qurold intendant bade me held my tongue; but
I saw that my story bhad greatly affected her, and I heard her
mutter: Can maledet ! brutta bestiall

Not understanding why I ought to held my tongue, I went my
own way in spite of her prohibition, and I talked so much that,
the next day, one of the governors came at an early hour to

1 Cursed dog! btute beast!
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administer a sharp reproof to me, accusing me of compromising
the honour of a holy house, and of making a great fuss about
a trifle.

He spun out his lecture by explaining to me many things of.
which I was ignorant, but which he did not believe he was teaching
me, for he was convinced that 1 had defended myself because 1
was unwilling to consent, not because 1 did not know what the
Moor wanted from me. He told me gravely that it was an action
forbidden as highly immoral, the desire of which, however, was
not an affront to the person who was the object of it, and that
there was no need to be so annoyed at having been considered
worthy of affection. He told me plainly that be himself, duriog
his youth, had hed the same honour paid to him, and that, having
been surprised when he was not in 2 conditivn to offer any re-
sistance, he had not found it particularly painful. He was so
shameless as to make use of plain language; and, imagining that
the reason of my resistance was the fear of pain, he assured me
that I need have no fear, and that I ought not to be alarmed where
there was no reason for it.

I listened to this wretch with an astonishment which was in-
creased by the fact that he did not speak for himself, but only
appeared to be instructing me for my good. The subject appeared
to him so simple, that he did not even attempt to ensure privacy;
and our conversation was heard by a thir@ party in the person of
an ecclesiastic who seemed no more frightened by it than himself.
This air of naturalness go imposed upon me, that I was convinced
that it was no doubt a custom recognlsed in the world, as to
which 1 had not had the opportunity of being instructed soomer.
This made me listen without anger, but not without disgust. The
image of what had happened to me, but above all of what I had
seen, remained 50 deeply impressed upon my memory that, when
1 thonght of if, [ still felt disgusted. Without knowing any more
about it, my aversion for the thing itself extended to its apologist ;
and I could not restraln myself sufficlently to prevent him seeing
the bad effact of his lessoms. He cast a glance at me that was by
no mezns affectionate and from that time spared no efforts to make
my stay in the hospice disagreeable. He succeeded so well that,
secing that there was only one way ot getting away, I hastened to

5—2
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take It with as much eagerness as I had up till then exhibited in
order to keep away from it.

This adventure assured me for the future against the attempts
of the * Knights of the Cuff*"; and the sight of people who were
supposed to belong to their order, by recalling to my mind the
appearance and gestures of my frightful Moor, always inspired me
with such horror, that T had difficulty in concealing it. On the
other hand, women, to my mind, gained much by comparison; it
appeared o me that I owed them tender feelings aud personal
homage by way of reparation for the insulis of my sex; and the
ugliest strumpet became in my eyes an object of adoration, when I
remembered the false African,

As for him, I do not know what may have been said to him ; it
did not appear to me that anybody, with the exception of mistress
Lorenza, looked upon him less favourably than before. Howaver,
be neither accosted nor spoke to me again. Eight days afterwards,
he was baptised with great solemnity, dressed in white from head
to foot, in token of the purity of his regenerated soul. The next
day he left the hospice, and 1 have never seen him since.

My torn came & month later; for it required all that time
to procure for the directors of my conscience the honoyr of a difi-
cult conversion, and I was obliged to examine and go through all the
dogmas, in order that my new docility might be triumphantly
paraded.

At last, sufficiently instructed and sufficlently prepared to
satisfy my masters, I was conducted in solemn procession to the
metropolitan church of St. John, to make a public abjuration of
faith, and to receive the accessories of baptism, although I was not
teally rebaptised ; but, as the ceremonies are almost the same, it
serves to delude the people with the idea that Protestants are not
Christians, I was clothed in a grey coat adorned with white frogs,?
which was used on such occasions. Two men, before and behind
me, carried copper basins, which they beat with a key, and into
which each threw his alms in proportion to his piety or the interest
which he took in the new convert. Briefly, nothing of the pomp of

1 Chevalters de Ix manchelle: Paederasts
2 Brandebourgs : espéce d'ornement de broderie ou de galon qui enioure
les boutonnidres de certains habita (Littré).
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the Catholic Church was omitted, in order to render the ceremony
at once more edifying to the people, and more humilating for my-
self. Only the white robe was wanting, which would bave been
very useful to me, and which was not given to me as to the Moor,
seeing that I had not the honour to be a Jew.

This was not all. I was next obliged to go to the Inquisition
to receive absolution from the crime of heresy, and to re-enter the
bosom of the Church with the ceremony to which Henry IV. was
subjected in the person of his ambassador. The behavicur and
look of the reverend father inquisitor were not calculated to remove
the secret terror which had seized upon me when I entered the
house. After several questions about my belief, iy position, and
my family, he abrnptly asked me whether my mother was damned.
Fright caused me to repress the first movement of my indignation.
I contented myself with answeriog that I ventured to hope that she
was not, and that God might have enlightened her at her last hour.
The monk was silent, but made a grimace which by no means
appeared to me a sign of approval.

When all was over, at the moment when I expected to be pro-
vided for in accordance with my hopes, I was put out of doors with
a little more than twenty francs in small money-—the result of the
collection made for me. I was recommended to live as a good
Christian, to remain true to grace; they wished me good luck,
shut the door upon me, and 1 saw no more of them,

Thus, In an instant, all my great expectations disappeared,
and the onlty result of the self-seeking step that I had just taken,
was the consciousness of having been an apostate and a dupe at
the same time, It may be easily imagined what a sudden revolu-
tlon took place in my ideas, when I saw myself dashed down from
my brilliant dreams of fortune into utter misery, and when, after
having deliberated in the morning upon the choice of the palace
I should inhabit, I found myself in the evening obliged to go to bed
in the street. It will be imagined that I began by abandoning my-
self to a feeling of despair, the move cruel in proportion as regret
for my errors was aggravated by the reproach that all my is-
fortune was my own work., Nothing of the kind. For the first
time in my life, I had just been shut up for more than two months,
My first sensation was one of joy at the recovery of my liberty.
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After a long period of slavery, again master of myself and my
actions, T beheld myself in the midst of a large city, abounding
in resources, full of persons of distinction, by whom I could not
fail to be welcomed in consequence of my good qualities and my
talents as soon as I became known. Besides, I had plenty of time
to wait, and the twenty franes, which I had in my pocket, appeared
to me an inexhaustible treasure. I could spend them as I pleased,
without being accountable to anybody. It was the first time that
I had ever been so well off. Far from becoming disheartened or
shedding tears, I only changed my hopes, and my amour-propre lost
nothing by the exchange. I had never felt so confident and secure ;
I believed my fortune already made, and I considered it a fine thing
to have no one but myself to thank for it.

The first thing I did was to satisfy my curiosity by going ronnd
the city, if only to enjoy the sweets of liberty. I went to see
the soldiers mount guard; the military music pleased me exceed-
ingly. I followed processions; I delighted in the church-music of
the priests. I went to see the King's palace; I approached it
with awe; but, seeing others go in, 1 did the same without being
stopped. Perhaps I owed this favour to the little parcel which
I carried under my arm. Anyhow, I began to entertaln a high
opinion of myself when I found myself in this palace; I already
began to consider myself a resident in it. At last, I grew tired of
going backwards and forwards; I was hungry; it was hot; 1 went
into a milk-shop; I bought some giuncal and sour milk; and with
two slices? of the excellent Piedmontese bread, which I prefer to
any other, for my five or six sous I had cne of the best meals
I have ever had in my life.

I was obliged to look for a lodging, As I already knew enough
Piedmontese to make myself understood it was easy to find one,
and I was prudent enough to make my choice more in accordance
with my means than my taste. I was told of a soldier’s wife iu
the Rue du P& who took in servants cut of employment for a sox a
night. She bad a bed empty, and I took it. She was young and
recently married, although she already had five or six children.
We all slept in the same room, mother, children, and lodgers, and

t Fresh cheese and cream brought to market on rushes.
2 Grilles: sorte de pain trés friabls en forme de baguatte.
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continued to do so as long as [ remained with her. In other
respects she was a good woman, who swore like a carter, whose
breast was always exposed and her hair untidy, but kind-hearted
and obliging; she took a liking to me, and was even useful to me.

I epent several days in abandoning myself solely to the delights
of independence and curiosity. I wandered about inside and out-
side the city, prying everywhere, looking at everything which
appeared to ms new or curious; and this was the case with every-
thing to a young man who had just left his shell, and had never
seen a capital, I was above all very regular in going to court, and
was particular in my attendance every morning at the royal mass.
I thought it a fine thing to be in the same chapel as the prince and
his suite; but my passion for music, which was beginning to make
itself felt, had more to do with my regular appearance than the
pomp of the court, which, soon seen and always the same, socon
loses the charm of novelty, The King of Sardinia at that time had
the best choir in Europe, Somis, Desjardins, the Bezuzzi, were
successively its brilliant ornaments. This was more than sufficient
to attract a young man whom the sound of the most wretched
instrument, if only correctly played, was enough to enchant. Be-
sides, the admiration I felt for the magnificence which dazzled my
eyes was senseless and aroused no envy. The only thing which
interested me in all the brilliancy of the court was to see whether
there was not some young princess, worthy of my homage, with
whom I might carry on a romance.

I was nearly commencing one in a less brilliant circle, but one
in which, if I had carried it out, I should have found pleasures a
thousand times more delicious.

Although 1 lved most economically, my purse was gradually
becoming exhausted. Besides, my economy was not so much the
effect of prudence as of a simplicity of taste which, even at the
present day, familiarity with the tables of the great has not
changed. I did not know, and do not know even now, better
cheer than a country meal. Anyone may fesl sure of entertaining
me handsomely with milk-food, eggs, vegetables, cheese, black
bread, and tolerable wine; my excellent appetite will do the rest;
while a maitre - d'hotel and footmen abont me with their tronble-
some officionsness can never satisfy me. At that time I made far
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better meals at a cost of six or seven sous, than I have wade sinco
for six or seven francs. I was temperate, because I had no tempta-
tion to be otherwise; and yet I am wrong to say [ was temperate,
for I bad at the same time all possible sensnal enjoyments. My
pears, my gisnca, my cheese, my slices of bread, and a few glasses
of a full-bedied Montferrat wine, which could have been eut into
slices, made me the happiest of gourmands, And yet, in spite of
all that, the end of my twenty francs was visible. This I became
more sensibly aware of every day; and, in spite of the thoughtless-
ness of my years, my uneasiness regarding the future soon became
real alarm. Of all my castles in the air nothing remained to me
but the necessity of finding a means of livelthood, which was by no
means easy to procure. I thought of my cld trade, but I did not
know enough of it to work for a master, and, besides, there were
not many masters in Turin, While waiting for something better,
1 took to going from shop to shop to offer my services for engraving
figures or coats-of-arms on silver, hoping to tempt customers by my
cheapness, since I Ieft the amount of payment to them. This plan
did not prove very successful. I was generally shown the door;
and the work I got was so little, that I scarcely earned enough to
pay for two or three meals. One day, however, as I was walking
at an early hoar through the Contrada nova, I saw through a shop
window a young woman of so kindly and atiractive an appearance,
that, in spite of my shyness with women, I entered without hesita-
tion and placed my humble talents at her disposal. She did not
repulse me, but made me sit down and tell her my little history,
pitied me, bade me cheer up, since assuredly good Christians would
not desert me, and, having sent to a neighbouring goldsmith for the
tools which I told her I wanted, she went into the kitchen and
fetched me some breakfast with her own hands. This beginning
appeared to me to promise well ; the result did not give the lie to
ft. She appeared satisfied with my bit of work, and still more with
my humble chatter, when I was a little more at my ease; for she
was brilliant and handsomely dressed, and, in spite of her graclons
manner, her appearance had inspired me with awe. But her kindly
reception, ber compassionate voice, her gentle and caressing man-
ners, soon put me at my ease. I saw that I was successful, and
this increased my success. But, although she was an Italian and
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too pretty not to be somewhat of a coquette, she was at the same
time so modest, and 1 was so shy, that it was difficult for it to
lead to anything further. We were not allowed time to finish the
adventure, 1 remember with the greater rapture the brief moments
which I spent by her side, and 1 can declare that in their first
beginnings I tasted the sweetest and purest joys of love.

She was an extremely plquant brunette, whose liveliness
was rendered somewhat touching by the expression of good
nature on her pretty face. Her name was Madame Basile,
Her husband, who was older than herself and somewhat jealous,
left her, while he was travelling, under the care of a e¢lerk, wha
appeared too disagreeable to be seductive, and yet was not
without pretensions of his own, which he only showed by his bad
temper. This he visited upon me, although T was very fond of
hearing him play the flute, on which he was a tolerably good
performer. This new Aegisthus grumbled whenever he saw me
enter the place, and treaied me with a contempt which his
mistress returned in full. It even seemed as if it delighted her
to caress me in his presence, in order to plague him; and this
kind of revenge, althongh wvery much to my taste, would have
been still more agreeable in a #fs-3-f7f2. But she never pushed
matters to that extent, or, at least, not in the same manner.
‘Whether it was that she found me too young, or did not know
how to make advances, or really intended to be discreet, she
exhibited at that time a kind of reserve, which, while not re-
pellent, intimidated me without my knowing the reason why.
Althongh I did not feel for her the real and tender respect
that 1 felt for Madame de Warens, I was more timid and
less familiar with her. I was embarrassed and confused; I did
not venture to look at her or to breathe by her side; and yet
I dreaded to leave her worse than death. I devoured with a
greedy eye everything I could look at without being observed:
the flowers in her dress, the tips of her pretty feet, the glimpse of
a firm white arm which I caught between ber glove and her cuff,
and of her bosom, which was sometimes visible between her tucker
and her npeckerchief. Each object strengtheped the impres.
sion made by the rest. From looking at what I could see, and
even further than that, my eyes became troubled, my breast felt
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oppressed; my respiration became every moment more choked,
T could scarcely breathe, and all I could do was to heave a
successlon of noiseless sighs, which were very embarrassing in
the complete stillness in which we often found ourselves, Luckily,
Madame Basile, busy with ber work, did not nofice it,as far as I
could see. However, I sometimes saw the bosom of her dress
heava as if in sympathy. This dangerous sight made me lose
my head completely; but, when I was ready to give way to my
transports, she quietly said something to me which immediately
brought me to my senses again.

I saw her several times alone in this manner, withoot 2 word,
or gesture, or even a too expressive look indicating the least undes-
standing between ue. This state of things, very tormenting for
myself, was nevertheless extremely delightful, and in the simplicity
of my heart I could scarcely understand why I felt so tormented.
It appeared that these little ¢#fz-d-tétes were not unpleasant to her
either; at any rate, she provided opportunity for them pretty
frequently—certainly a very harmless endeavour on her part, for
all the use which she made of them herself, or allowed me to
make,

One day, tired of the clerk's silly conversation, she had gone
upstairs to her room. 1 hastily finished my little task in the room
behind the shop, and followed her. The door of her room was half-
open. I entered without being seen. She was working at her
embroidery near a window, with her back turned towards the door.
She could neither see me nor hear me come in, owing to the noise
of the carriages in the street. She was always well dressed; on
that day her toilet was almost coquettish. Her atiitade was
graceful ; her head, slightly bent, allowed the whiteness of her neck
to be seen; her hair, elegantly fastened up, was ornamented with
flowers. Owver her whole form was spread a charm, which I had
time to consider, and which made me beside myself, I threw my-
self on my knees on the threshold, stretching ont my arms towards
her with passionate movement, feeling certaln that she could not
hear me, and not thinking it possible that she could see me; but
over the mantelpiece was a looking-glass, which betrayed me. I
do not lmow what effect my attack of madness produced upon her !
she neither looked at me, nor said a word; but, half-turning her
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head, with a simple movement of her finger she pointed to the mat
at her feet. To tremble, to utter a cry, to fling myself down on the
spot she had indicated, was for me the work of a moment; but it
will scarcely be believed that, in this position, I did tot venture to
attempt anything further, to say a single word, to lift my eyes to
her, or even to touch her, in my ancomfortable attitude, to support
myself for an instant upon her knees. Although unable to speak or
move, I was certainly not tranquil; everything about me betrayed
my agitation, my joy, my gratitude, my ardent desires, which, without
definite aim or object, were restrained by the fear of displeasing, in
regard to which my youthful heart could not make itself easy,

She appeared no less moved and no less shy than myself. Dis-
turbed at seeing methere, disconcerted at baving drawn me thither,
and beginning to feel the full consequences of a sign which she had
no doubt made without due reflection, she neither drew me to-
wards her nor repulsed me. She did not take her eyes from her
work ; she tried to behave as if she had not seen me at her feet; but
all my stupidity could pot prevent me from concluding that she
shared my embarrassment, perhaps even my desires, and that she
was restrained by the same feeling of shame as myself, although
this did not assist me to overcome it. Being five or six years
older than myself, she ought, as I considered, to have had all the
boldness on her side; and I said to myself that, as she did nothing
to awaken mine, she could not wish me to show any. Even now I
think I was right, and certainly she was too clever not to see that a
novice, such as 1 was, needed to be not only encouraged, but also
instructed.

I do not know what would have been the end of this lively
dumb show, nor how long I should have remained without moving
in my ridiculous and yet delicious sitwation, if we had not been
interrupted. At the moment of my most viclent excitement, I
heard the door of the kitchen, which was close io the room where
we were, open, and Madame Basile, in lively alarm which showed
itself in her words and gestures, said, “Get up! here comes
Rosina.” Hastily rising, I seized the hand which she held out to
me, and imprinted two burning kisses upon it, at the second of
which I felt this charming hand pressed lightly against my lips.
Never in my life had I enjoyed so sweet a moment ; but the oppor.



76 CONFESSIONS OF

tunity which I had lost never came again, and onr youthful loves
stopped at that point.

This is, perhaps, the very reason why the image of that amiabla
woman has remained imprinted on the bottom of my heart in such
charming outlines. It has even grown in beauty in proportion as
my knowledge of the world and women has been enlarged. If she
had only had a little experience, she would have behaved differently
in order to encourage a lad; but, if her heart was weak, it was
upright; she yielded involuntarily to the inclination which earried
her away; it was, according to all appearance, her first infidelity,
and I should, perhaps, have found more difficulty in overcoming her
shyness than my own. Without having gone so far, I found in her
presence indescribable happiness. None of the feelings caused by
the possession of women have ever equalled the two minutes which
I spent at her feet without even venturing to touch her dress. No:
there is no enjoyment equal to that which a virtuous woman, whom
one loves, can afford. Everything is a favour with her. A sign
with the finger, a band pressed lightly against my mouth—these are
the only favours that I ever received from Madame Basile, and the
recollection of these trifling tokens of regard still enchants me when
I think of them.

For the two next days it was in valn that I loooked out for the
chance of another #8fz-3-#5t2; it was impossible for me to find the
opportunity, and I did not observe any anxiety on her part to
bring it about. Her manner, although not colder, was more
reserved than usual; and I believe that she avoided my looks, for
fear of being unable to control her own sufficiently. Her con-
founded clerk was more unbearable than ever; he even joked and
bantered me, saying that I shonld get on with the ladies. I
trembled at the thought of having been guilty of some indiscre-
tion; and, already considering that there was an understanding
between Madame Basile and myself, I wished to keep secret an
inclination which, until then, had not greatly needed it. This made
me more careful In seizing opportunities to satisfy it; and, as 1
wished them to be safe, I no longer found any at all.

This is another romantic folly of which I have never been
able to cure myself, and which, combined with my natural shyness,
has strikingly falsified the clerk's predictions. 1 loved too sin-
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cerely, too completely, I venturs to say, to be able to be happy
easily. Never have passions been at once more lively and purer
than mine; never has love been tenderer, truer, more disinterested.
I would have sacrificed my happiness a thousand times for that of
the person whom I loved; her reputation was dearer to me than
my life, and I would never have wished to endanger her repose
for a single moment for all the pleasures of enjoyment. This
feeling has made me employ such carefulness, such secrecy, and
such precaution in my undertakings, that none of them have ever
been successful. My want of success with wamen has always been
caused by my excessive love for them.

To return fo the flute player Aegisthus: the curious thing was
that the tfraitor, as he became more unendurable, appeared to
become more affable. From the first day that his mistress had
taken a liking to me, she had thought of making me useful in the
shop, I was a fairly good arithmetician, She had proposed to
him to teach me to keep the books; but the boorish fellow received
the proposal with a very ill grace, perhaps becanse he was afraid
of being supplanted., Thus all my work, besides that with my
graving-tool, consisted in copying a few accounts and memoranda,
cotrecting a few books, and translating a few business letters from
Italian into French, Suddenly it occurred to my friend to return
to the proposal which had been made and rejected. He offered to
teach me double entry, and said that he wished to make me com-
petent to offer my services to M. Basile on his return. In his
voice, in his manner, there was something false, spiteful, and
ironical, which did not inspire me with confidence. Madame
Basile, without waiting for me to answer, said to him coldly, that
1 was obliged to him for his offer; that she boped that fortune
would in the end reward my good qualities, and that it would be
a great pity if, with my talents, | became nothing more than a
clerk.

She had on several occasions told me that she desired to
introduce me to some one who might be of assistance to me. She
was prudent enough to feel that it was time for us to separate.
Our mute declarations had been made on a Thursday. On
the following Sunday she gave a dinner, at which I was present,
and amongst the guests was a monk of the Jacobin order, a man
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of good appearance, to whom she introduced me. He treated me
very cordially, congratulated me on my conversion, and spoke to
me about my history in a manner which proved to me that she had
given him a full account of it; then, giving me a friendly slap on
the cheek with the back of his hand, he told me fo behave myself
properly, to be of good courage, and to go and see him, that we
might talk more at Ieisure. [ judged, by the respect which every-
one showed him, that he was a person of some importance; and,
from the paterpal tone which he adopted towards Madame Basile,
that he was her confessor. 1 also remember that his respectiul
familiarity was united with marks of esteem and even respect for his
penitent, which impressed me less at the time than they do now.
If 1 had been more intelligent, I should have been affected at the
thought of having been able to touch the feelings of a young woman
5o respected by her confessar. The tahle was not large enough for
all of us; another small one was called into requisition, at which I
had the pleasure of sitting opposite the clerk, As far as attention
and good cheer were concerned, I lost nothing by the arrangement ;
several plates were sent to the little table, which were certainly not
meant for him. Up to this time all was going well; the ladies were
very gay, the men very attentive ; Madame Basile did the honours
with charming grace. In the middle of dinner, a carriage stopped
at the door; someone came upstairs. It was M, Basile. I see him
now, just as when he came in, dressed in a scarlet coat with gilt
buttons, a colour which, since that day, I have always regarded
with aversion. He was a tafl, handsome man of good appearance.
He entered noisily, with the air of a man surprising his guests,
although all who were present were friends of his. His wife flung
her arms round his neck, pressed his hands, and lavished caresses
upon him, which he accepted without returning. He salnted the
company, and sat down to eat. The guests had scarcely begun to
speak of his journey, when, turning his eyes towards the little table,
he asked, in a severe tone, who the little boy was whom he saw
there, Madame Basile told him everything quite simply. He
asked whether I lived in the house, and being told no, he said,
coarsely, * Why not? since he is here in the daytime, he might
as well stop during the night.” The monk took up the conversa-
tion; and, after speaking of Madame Basile in terms of praize that



ROUSSEAU 79

were earnest and true, said a few words in my favour, adding that,
far from blaming his wife's pious work of charity, he ought to be
eager to take part in it himself, since nothing in it overstepped the
bounds of discretion. M. Basile replied in & tone of annoyance,
which he half concealed, ont of respect for the monk's presence,
but which was enough to make me feel that he had been informed
about me, and that the clerk had done me an ill turn,

No sooner was the meal over, than the latter, sent by his
master, came in triumph to tell me, by his orders, to leave the
house at once and never set foot in It again. He seasoned his
message with everything that could make it eruel and insulting,
I went without saying a word, but with a heart deeply afflicted,
not so much at the thought of leaving this amiable woman, as
of abandoning her to her husband’s brutality. He was no doubt
right in wishiog her not to be untrue to him; but, although in-
telligent and well bronght up, she was an Italian, that is to say,
of a sensitive and revengeful disposition; and it appears to me
that he was wrong in treating her in the manner most caleulated
to bring upon himself the misfortune which he dreaded.

Such was the result of my first love adventure. I did not
omit to pass two or three times through the street, in the hope
of at least seeing again her whom my heart unceasingly regretted;
but, instead of her, I only saw the husband and the watchful clerk,
who, as soon as he saw me, made a movement towards me with
the yard measure, which was more expressive than alluring.
Seecing that I was so well watched, I lost heart and did not pass
the shop again, 1 wished, at least, to see the pairon whom
Madame Basile had found for me. Unfortunately I did not
know his name. I wandered several times round the convent
in the hope of meeting bhim, but withont success. At last other
events banished the delightfil recollections of Madame Basile,
and in a short time I forgot her so completely that, simple and
as great a mnovice as before, I did not even feel atiracted by
pretty women.

However, her generosity had somewhat refurnished my ward-
robe, although very modestly, and with the foresight of a prudent
woman who thonght more of neatness than of adornment, and whase
wish was to keep me from discomfort, not to deck me oul, The
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clothes which I had brought from Geneva were still good enough to
wear ; she only added a bat and some linen, [ had no cuffs; she
would not give me any, althongh I was very anxious to have some.
She was satisfied with putting me in a position to keep myself neat
and clean, and that was a thing which there was no need to recom
mend me to be careful about, as long as I was in her presence.

A few daye afler my misfortune, my landlady who, as I have
said, had taken a liking to me, told me that she had, perhaps, found
me a place, and that a lady of position wanted to see me. At
these words, I believed myself already in the midst of fashionable
adventures; for my mind was always running upon that. This
one, however, did not prove as brilliant 25 I had pictured {o myself.
I went to see the lady with the servant who had spoken of me to
her. She questioned and examined me; I did not displease her,
and immediately entered her service, not exactly as a favourite, but
as a lackey. I was dressed in her livery; the only difference was
that, while they wore shoulder knots, I had none; as there was no
lace on her livery, it looked like an ordinary dress. Such was the
unexpected end of all my grand hopes!

The Comtesse de Vercellis, whose service I then entered, was
a widow without children; her husband was a Piedmontese. I
always took her to be a Savoyard, since I could not beliave that a
Piedmontese ¢could speak French so well and with so pure an ac-
cent. She was middie-aged, of distinguished appearance, possessed
a cultivated mind, and was fond of French literature, of which
she had an extensive knowledge. She wrote much, and always in
French, Her letters had the character and almost the grace of
those of Madame de Sévigné, and some of them might have been
miistaken for hers. My chief employment, one that I did not dis-
like, was to write them from her dictation; since a cancer in the
stomach, from which she suffered greatly, made it impossible for
her to write them herself.

Madame de Vercellis was not only a woman of great talent,
but possessed a strong and lofty soul. I was with her during her
last illness. I saw her suffer and die without showing signs of
weakness, even for a moment, without making the least effort to
control herself, withont doing anything unwomanly, without sus-
pecting that ber conduct was an example of philosophy, & word
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which was not as yet fashlonable, and with which she was pot
even acquainted in the sepse which it bears to-day. This force of
character sometimes even became coldpess. She always appeared
to me as little without feeling for others as for herself; and, when
she did a kindness to anyone who was unfortunate, she did it
rather from a desire to do what was good in itself, than from
genuine feelings of pity. During the three months which I spent
with her, 1 experienced to some extent this want of feeling. It
would have been natural that she shoald conceive a regard for a
young man of some promise, whom she had countinually in her
sight, and that, feeling that her end was near, she should reflect
that he would afterwards stand in need of assistance and support ;
however, whether it was that she did not consider me worthy of
special attention, or that those who besieged her did not allow ber
to think of anyone but themselves—she did nothing for me.

I remember very well, however, that she displayed some curi-
osity to know my story. She sometimes asked me questions; she
Iiked me to show her the letters I wrote to Madame de Warens,
and to give her an account of my feelings; but she certainly did
not go the right way to become acquainted with them, as she never
disciosed her own to me. My heart loved to unbosom itself, pro-
vided it felt that it was doing so to another heart. Celd and dry
questions, without any sign of approval or blame at my answers,
gave me no coufidence. When there was nothing to show me,
whether my chatter pleased or displeased, I was always in a state
of alarm, and I endeavoured, not so much to show what I thought,
as to say nothing which might do me barm. I have since observed
that this dry manner of questioning people in order to find out
their character, is a frequent trick with women who wish to be
thought clever. They lmagine that, by concealing their own feel-
ings, they will be more likely to succeed in \finding out your own;
but they fail to see that, in so deing, they are depriving you of the
courage to exhibit them. A man who is questioned, for that
reasont alone begins to put himself on his guard, and, If he believes
that his questioner, without feeling any genuine interest in him,
merely wants to make him talk, he either lies, holds his tongue, or
redoubles his watchfulness, preferring to be thought a fool than to
be the dupe of curiosity. In sbort, when a man desires to read the
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hearts of others, it is always a bad plan to make a show of conceal.
ing his own.

Madame de Vercellis never said a word to me expressive of
affection, pity, or goodwill. She asked me questions with coldness;
1 replied with reserve. My answers were so timid that she must
have found them commonplace and tedious. At length she gave
up questoning me, and never spoke to me except to glve me an
order. She judged me less according to what I was than according
to what she had made me; and, as she never saw anything in me
but a lackey, she prevented me from appearing anything else.

1 believe that from that time I suffered from the malicious
sport of secret intrigue which has ever since thwarted me, and
which has inspired me with a very natural aversion for the
apparent order of things which produces it. The heir of Madame
de Vercellis, who was childless, was her nephew, the Comte de la
Roque, who assiduously paid court to her, Besides, her chiet
servants, who saw that her end was near, did not neglect their own
interests ; and there were 50 many devoted attendants round her,
that it would have been difficult for her to give a thought to myself.
At the head of the establishment was a certain M. Lorenzi, a clever
man, whose still more clever wife had so insinuated herself into her
mistress’s good graces, that she stood rather on the focting of a
friend than of a paid servant. She had bestowed the post of
lady's-maid upon her own niece, Mademoiselle Pontal, a sly
creature, who gave herself the airs of a maid of honour, and
so successfully helped her aunt {o get round her mistress, that she
only saw through their eyes and only acted through their hands.
I had not the good fortune to please these three persons; I obeyed
them, but I did not serve them; I did not consider that, besides
serving our common mistress, I was obliged to be a servant to her
servants, Besides, I was the kind of person who caused them un-
easiness, They saw clearly that I was not in my place; they were
afraid that Madame saw it as well, aqd that what she might do to
put me in my proper position, might diminish their share of her
money ; for people of this class, too greedy to be just, look upon
every legacy left to others as stolen from their own property. They
accordingly conspired to remove me from her sight. She was fond
of writing letters; it was an amusement for her in her state of
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health: they inspired her with disgust for it, and dissuaded her
from continuing it by the advice of her physician, while persvading
her that it was too tiring for her. On the pretence that I did not
anderstand my duty, two loutish sedan-chair carriers were em-
ployed in my place; in short, they managed so cleverly that, when
she made her will, I was not allowed to enter her room for eight
days. It {s trne that I subsequently went In as before, and I
showed her even more attention than anyone else; for the sufferings
the poor woman endured tore my heart; the firmness with which
she bore them inspired me with extreme reverence and affection for
her, and I often shed tears ot gennine sorrow in my room, unper-
ceived by her or anyone else.

At length we lost her. I saw her die. Her life had been the
life of a woman of talent and intelligence; her death was that of
a philosopher. I can say that she inspired me with a feeling of
esteem for the Cathollc religion, by the cheerfulness of sonl with
which she fulfilled its instructions, without carelessness and with-
out affectation. She was naturally of a seriovs disposition. To-
wards the end of her illness, she assnmed 2 sort of gaiety, which
was too regular to be unreal, and which was only a counterpoise to
her melancholy condition and was the gift of reason. She only kept
her bed the two last days, and continued to converse guietly with
everybody to the end. At last, speaking no more, and already in
the agonies of death, she broke wind loudly. “ Good!™ ehe said,
turning round, ** 3 woman who can fart is not dead!” These were
the last words she uttered.

She left a years wages to her underservants. I received
nothing, not having been entered on the list of her establishment.
However, the Comte de la Roque ordered thirty Zfwres to be given
me, and left me the new suit which 1 was wearing, and which M.
Lorenzi wanted to take from me. He even promised to try and find
a place for me, and gave me leave to go and see him, I went there
two or three times without being able to speak tohim, Being casily
rebuffed, I did not go again. It will soon be seen that I was wrong.
Would that 1 bad finished all that I had to say about my stay at
Madame de Vercellis’st But, although my condition apparently
remained the same, I did not leave the house as I entered it. 1

carried away from it lasting recollections of crime and the insup-
' 6—z2
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portable weight of remorse, which, after forty years, still lies heavy
oh my conscience; while the bitterness of it, far from growing
weaker, makes itself more strongly felt with my advancing years.
Who would believe that a childish fault could have such cruel
consequences? For these more than probable consequences my
heart is inconsolable. I have, perhaps, caused the ruin of an
amiable, honest, and estimable girl, who certaiply was far more
worthy than myself, and doomed her to disgrace and misery,

1t is almost unavoldable that the break up of an establishment
should cause some confusion in the house, and that several things
should get lost; however, the servants were so honest, and the
Lorenzi's so watchful, that nothing was missing when the inventory
was taken. Oply Mademaiselle Pontal had lost a piece of old red
and silver-coloured ribbon. Many other things of greater value
were at my disposal; this ribbon alone tempted me; I stole it,
and, as I took no trouble to conceal it, it was soon found, They
wanted to know how it had come into my possession. I became
confused, stammered, blushed, and at last said that Marion had
given it to me. Marion was a young girl from Maurienne, whom
Madame de Vercellis bad taken for her cook, when she left off
giving dinners and discharged her own, as she had more need of
good soup than of fine stewse. Marion was not only pretty but had
a fresh ¢olour, only tound on the mountains, and, above all, there
was something about her so gentle and modest, that it was impos-
sible for anyone to see her without loving her; in addition to that,
she was a good and virtuous girl, and of unquestionable honesty.
All were surprised when I mentioned her name, We were both
equally trasted, and it was considered important to find out which
of us two was really the thief. She was sent for; a pumber of
people were assembled, amongst them the Comte de la Roque.
When she came, the ribbon was shown to her. I boldly accused
her ; she was astounded, and unable to utter a word ; looked at me
In a manner that would have disarmed the Devil himself, but against
which my barbarous heart was proof. At last, she denied the theft
firmly, but without anger, addressed herself to me, exhorted me to
reflect, and not to disgrace an innocent girl who had never done me
any harm; but I, with infernal mpudence, persisted in my story,
and declarea to her face that she had given me the ribbon. The
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poor girl began te cry, and only said to me: “Ah! Roussean, I
thought you were a good man. You make me very unhappy, but
I should not like to be in your place” That was all. She pro-
ceeded to defend herself with equal simplicity and firmness, but
without allowing herself to utter the slightest reproach against me:
This moderation, contrasted with my decided tone, did her harm,
It did not seem natural to suppose, on the one side, such devilish
impudence, and, on the other, such angelic mildness. Although
the matter did not appear to be absolutely settled, they were pre-
possessed in my favour. In the confusion which prevailed, they
did not give themselves time to get to the bottom of the affair ; and
the Comte de la Rogue, in dismissing us both, contented himself
with saying that the conscience of the guilty one would amply
avenge the tnnocent. His prediction has been fulfilled ; it fulfils
itself every day.

I do not know what became of the victim of my false accusa-
tion ; but it is not likely that she afterwards found it easy to get a
good sitvation, She carried away with her an imputation upon
har honesty which was in every way cruel. The theft was only
a trifling one, but still it was a theft, and, what is worse, made use
of to lead a young man astray; lastly, lying and obstinacy left
nothing to be hoped from one in whom so many vices were united,
I do not even consider misery and desertion as the greatest danger
to which I exposed her. At her age, who knows to what extremes
discouragement and the feefing of ill-used innocemce may have
carried her? Obh, if my remorse at having, perhaps, made her
unhappy is unendurable, one may judge what I feel at the thought
of having, perhaps, made her worse than myself!

This ctuel remembrance at times so sorely troubles and upsets
me, that in my sleepless hours 1 seem to see the poor girl coming
to reproach me for my crime, as if it had been committed only
yesterday, As long as I have lived quietly, it has tormented me
less ; but in the midst of a stormy life it robs me of the sweet
consolation of persecuted innocence, it makes me feel what I
think I have said in one of my books, that “Remorse goes to
sleecp when our fortunes are prosperous, and makes itself felt
more keenly in adversity.” However, I have never been able to
bring myself to unburden my heart of this confession to a friend,
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The closest intimacy has never led me so far with anyone, not even
with Madame de Warens. Ali that I have been able to do has
been to confess that 1 had to reproach myself with an atrocious
act, but I have never stated wherein it consisted. This burden has
remained to thiz day upon my conscience withont alleviation ; and
I can affirm that the desire of freeing myself from it in some degree,
has greatly contributed to the resolution 1 have taken of writing my
Confessions.

I bave behaved straightforwardly in the confession which 1
have just made, and It will assuredly be found that I have not
attempted to palliate the blackness of my offence. But I should
not fulfil the object of this book, if I did not at the same time set
forth my inner feelings, and hesitated to excuse myself by what is
strictly trne. Wicked intent was never further from me than at
that cruel moment; and when I accused the unhappy givl, it is
singular, but it is true, that my friendship for her was the cause of
it. She was present to my thoughts; I threw the blame on the
first object which presented itself, I accused her of having done
what I meant to do, and of having given me the ribbon, becanse
my intention was to give it to her. When I afterwarde saw her
appear, my heart was torn; but the presence of so many people
was stronger than repentance. I was not afraid of punish-
ment, I was only afraid of disgrace; and that 1 feared more
than death, more than crime, more than anything else in the
world. I should have rejoiced if the earth had suddenly opened,
swallowed me up and suffocated me; the nnconquerable fear
of shame overcame everything, and alone made me impu.
dent, The greater my crime, the more the dread of confessing
it made me fearless, I saw nothing but the horror of belng
recognised and publicly declared, in my own presence, a thief,
liar, and slanderer, Complete embarrassment deprived me of
every other feeling. 1f I had been allowed to recover myself, I
shonld have assuredly confessed everything. If M. de la Roque
had taken me aside and said to me: * Do not min this poor girl ;
if you are guilty, confess it to me,"” I should have immediately
thrown myself at bis feet, of that I am perfectly certain. But,
when I needed encouragement, they only intimidated me. And
yet it is only fair to consider my age. I was little more than a
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child, or rather, I &till wae one. In youth real crimes are even
more criminal than in riper years; but that which is only weakness
is less 50, and my offence was at bottom scarcely anything else.
Thus the recallection of it afflicts me not so much by reason of the
evil in itself as on account of its evil consequences. It has even
done me the good of securing tne for the rest of my life agalnst
every act tending to crime, by the terrible impression which I have
retained of the only offence that I hive ever committed; and I
believe that my horror of a lie is due in great measure to my regret
at having been capable myself of telling one so shameful. If itisa
crime that can be expiated, as I venture to believe, it must be ex-.
piated by all the unhappiness which has overwhelmed the last
years of my life, by forty years of honounrable and upright conduct
in difficult citcumstances; and poor Marien finds so many avengera
in this world, that, however great my oifence against her may have
been, I have little fear of dying without absolution. This is what
I have to say on this matter: permit me never to speak of it again.
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BOOK III

[1728-1731]

Havine left Madame de Vercellis's house In almost the same
state as I bad entered it, I went back to my old landlady, with
whom I remained for five or six weeks, during which health, yonth,
and idleness again rendered my temperament troublesome, I was
restless, absent-minded, a dreamer. I wept, I sighed, I longed for
a happiness of which I had no idea, and of which I nevertheless
felt the want. This state cannot be described; only few men can
even imagine it, because most of them have anticipated this fulness
of life, at once so tormenting and so delicious, which, in the intoxi-
cation of desire, gives a foretaste of enjoyment. My heated blood
Incessantly filled my brain with girls and women ; but, ignoranot of
the relations of sex, I made nse of them in my imagination in
accordance with my distorted notions, without knowing what else
to do with them ; and these notions kept my feelings in a state of
most uncomfortable activity, from which, fortunately, they did not
teach me how to deliver myself. I would have given my life to
have found another Mademeciselle Goton for a quarter of an hour,
But it was no longer the time when childish amusements took
this direction as if naturally. Shame, the companion of a bad
conscience, had made its appearance with advancing years; it had
increased my natural shyness to such an extent that it made it un.
conquerable ; and never, neither then nor later, have I been able to
bring myself to make an indecent proposal, unless she, to whom I
made i, in some measnre forced me to it by her advances, even
though I knew that she was by no means scrupulous, and felt
almost certain of being taken at my word.

My agitation became so strong that, being nnable to satisfy
my desires, [ excited them by the most extravagant bebaviour, I
baunted dark alleys and hidden retreats, where I might be able to
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expose myself to women in the condition in which I should have
liked to have been in their company. What they saw was not an
obscene object, I never even thought of such a thing; it was a
ridicnlons object. The foolish pleasure 1 took in displaying it
before their eyes cannot be described. There was only one step-
further necessary for me to take, in order to gain actual experience
of the treatment I desired, and I have no doubt that some one
would have been bold enough to afford me the amusement, while
passing by, if I bad had the beldness to wait, This folly of mine
led to a disaster almost as comical, but less agreeable for myself.

One day, I tock up my position at the bottom of a court where
there was a well, from which the-girls of the house were in the
habit of fetching water. At this spot there was a slight descent
which led to some cellars by several entrances. In the dark I
examined these underground passages, and finding them long and
dark, I concluded that there was no outlet, and that, if 1 happened
to be seen and surprised, I shonld find a safe hiding-place 1n them.
‘Thus emboldened, I exhibited to the girls who came to the well a
sight more laughable than seductive. The more modest pretended
to see nothing; others began to laugh; others felt insulted and
made a noise, [ ran into my retreat; someone followed me, I
heard a man’s voice, which 1 had not expected, and which alarmed
me, I plunged underground at the risk of losing myself; the
noise, the voices, the man's voice, still followed me, I had always
reckoned upon the darkness; I saw a light. 1 shuddered, and
plunged further into the darkness. A wall stopped me, and, being
unable to go any further, I was obliged to await my fate. Ina
moment I was seized by a tall man with a big moustache, a big hat,
and a big sword, who was escorted by four or five old women, each
armed with a broom-handle, amongst whom I perceived the little
wretch who had discovered me, and who, no doubt, wanted to see
me face to face.

‘The man with the sword, seizing me by the arm, asked me
ronghly what T was doing there. It may be imagined that I had
no answer ready, However, [ recovered myself; and, in despera-
tton, at this critical moment 1 invented a romantic excuse which
proved successful. 1 begged him in a suppliant voice to have pity
upon my age and condition ; I said that I was a young stranger of
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good birth, whose brain was affected ; that I had run away from
home, because they wanted to shut me up; that I was lost if he
betrayed me ; but that, if he would let me go, I might some day be
able to reward him for his kindness. Contrary to all expectation,
my words and demeanour took effect ; the terrible man was touched
by them, and, after administering a short reproof, he let me go
quietly without questioning me further. From the demeanour of
the girl and the old women, when they saw me go, 1 judged that
the man whom I bad feared 50 much had been of great service to
me, and that I should not have got off so easily with them alone.
1 heard them murmur something or other to which 1 bardly paid
attention ; for, provided that the man and his sword did not inter-
fere, 1 felt confident, active and vigorous as I was, of escaping
from them and their cudgels.

A few days afterwards, while walking down a street with a
young Abbé, my neighbour, I nearly ran into the man with the
sword. He recognised me, and, imitating me mockingly, said: *1I
am a prince, I am a prince, and 1 am a coward; but don't let his
highness come back againl'" He said no more, and 1 sneaked
away, not venturing to look np, and thanking him in my beart for
his discretion. I judged that the confounded old women had made
him ashamed of his credulity. Anyhow, Piedmontese as he was,
he was a good man, and I never think of him without a feeling of
gratitude ; for the story was so funny that, merely from the desire
of creating a laugh, anyone else in his place would have shamed
me, This adventurs, without having the consequences which [
dreaded, nevertheless made me careful for a long time.

My stay with Madame de Vercellis had gained me some
acquaintances, whom I coltivated in the hope that they might
prove useful to me. Amongst others, I sometimes went fo visit
a Savoyard Abbé, named M. Gaime, tutor to the children of the
Comte de Mellaréde. He was still young and went little into
society, bat was full of good sense, honour and intelligence, and one
of the most honourable men that 1 have known., He was not the
least use to me for the object which took me to him; he had not
sufficient interest to get me & situation ; but I gained from him still
more precions advantages, which have beon of nse to me all my
life, lessons of healthy morality and principles of sound reasor. In
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my alternating tastes and ideas, I had always been too high or too
low—Achilles or Thersites: now a hero, now a good-for-nathing,
M. Gaime undertook to put me in my place, and to show me to
myself in my true colours, without sparing or discouraging me.
He spoke to me with due recognition of my natural talents, -
but added that he saw obstacles arising from them which would
prevent me from making the best use of them; so that, in his
opinion, they would be less useful to me as steps to fortune than
as a2 means to enable me to do without it. He put before me a true
picture of human life, of which I had only false ideas; he showed
me how, in the midst of contrary fortune, the wise man can always
strive after happiness and sail against the wind in order to reach it;
that there is no true happiness without prudence, and that prudence
belongs to all conditions of life. He damped my admiration for
external grandeur, by proving that those who ruled others were
neither happler nor wiser than the ruled. He told me one thing,
which I have often remembered since then—that, if every man
could read the hearts of all other men, there would be found mere
people willing to dezcend than to rise in life. This reflection, the
truth of which is striking, and in which there is no exaggeration,
has been of great service to me during the course of my life, by
helping to make me quietly content with my position. He gave me
the first true ideas of what was honourable, which my inflated
genius had only grasped in its exaggerated forms. He made me
feel that the enthusiasm of lofty virtues was rarely shown in
society; that, in trying to climb too high, one was in danger of
falling ; that a continned round of irifling duties, always well per-
formed, required no less effort than heroic actions ; that from them
a man gained more in the matter of honour and happiness; and
that it was infinitely better to enjoy the esteem of one’s fellow men
at all times, than their admiration occasionally.

In order to define the duties of man, it was necessary to go back
to their principles. Besides, the step which I had just taken, and of
which my present condition was the result, led us to speak of reli-
gion. It will be already imagined that the honourable M. Gaime
is, in great part at least, the original of the * Savoyard Vicar.”
Only, as prudence constrained him to speak with more reserve, he
expressed himself less openly upon certain points; but, for the rest,
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his maxims, his sentiments, his opinions were the same, &nd, his
advice to return home not excepted, everything was just as I have
ginee publicly represented it. Therefore, withont enlarging further
upon the conversations, the substance of which is accessible to every-
one, I will only say that his lessons, the wisdom of which was at first
without effect, became in my heart a germ of virtue and religion
which was never choked, and which only needed the care of a
dearer hand in order to bear fruit.

Although, at the time, tny conversion was by no means
thorough, 1 nevertheless felt moved. Far from feeling tired of bis
conversations, I was attracted to them by their clearness and sim-
plicity, 2nd, above all, by a certain warmth of heart, by which [
felt they were pervaded. | have a loving disposition, and have
always attached myself to people less in proportion to the good
they have done me than the good they have wished to do me; and
in regard to the latter, my judgment rarely deceives me. I was
also genuinely attached to M. Gaime ; Iiwas, so to speak, his second
pupil, and for the moment this had for me the inestimable advan-
tage of turning me aside from the inclination to vice, towards
which my want of occupation drew me. .

One day, when 1 least expected it, I was sent for by the Comte
de la Roque. The frequent visits I had made without being able
fo speak to him had tired me, and I gave up going to his house;
1 thought that he had forgotten me, or that he had retained a
bad impression of me. I was mistaken. He had more than
once witnessed the pleasure with which I fulfilled my duties to
his aunt, He had even spoken of it to her, and spoke of it
again to me, when I bhad forgotten it myself. He received ma
kindly, told me that, instead of putting me off with idle promises,
he had tried to find a place for me; that he had been successfnl ;
that he was going to put me in the way of becoming something,
that it was for me to do the rest; that the house to which he
had procured me admission was influsntial and respected; that
I needsd po other patrons to help me on; and that, although
treated at first as a simple servant, as I had lately been, I might
rest assured that they would be quite ready not to leave me in
that position, if my disposition and behaviour gave them reason
to think that I was fit for something better. The end of the
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conversation eruelly belied the brilliant hopea with which the
commencement had inspired me. * What! always a lackey!” I
said to myself, with a feeling of bitter annoyance which con-
fidence soon effaced. I felt too little adapted for such a position
to fear that I should be left in it.

He took me to the Comte de Gouvon, chief equerry to the
Queen, aud head of the ilustrious hounse of Solar. The dignified
air of this venerable old man made the kindness of his reception
more touching. He questioned me with interest, and I answered
him with sincerity. He told the Comte de la Roque that I had
pleasant features, which gave promise of intelligence; that it ap,
peared to him that in fact T was not wanting in it, bot that that was
not everything, and that it was necessary to see what I was in other
respects. Then, turning to me, he said: "My child, in almost
everything the beginning is diffienlt; in your case, however, it will
not be so to any great extent. Be prudent, and endeavour to please
everyone here; for the present, that is all you have to do; for the
rest, be of good courage; you will be taken care of.” Immediately
afterwards, he went over to the Marquise de Breil, his step-
daughter, to whom he presented me, and then to the Abbé de
Gouvon, his son. This beginning seemed to promise well. I was
already experienced enongh to know that lackeys were not recelved
with so much ceremony. In fact, I was not treafed like one. I took
my meals at the steward’s table, and wore no livery ; and when the
Comte de Favria, an empty-headed young fool, wanted me to get up
behind his carriage, his grapdfather forbade my riding behind any-
one’s carriage, or attending upon anyone outside the house, How-
ever, ] waited at table, and, in the house, performed almost the
duoties of a lackey ; but I performed them to a certain extent volun.
tarily, without being specially attached to anyone. With the
exception of writing a few letters from dictation, and carving a few
figures for the Comte de Favria, [ was master of my time for almost
the whole of the day. This test, which I did not perceive, was in
truth very dangerous; it was not even very kind; for this Iong
idleness might have led me to vices which I should not otherwise
have contracted,

But, happily, this did not occur. M. Gaime’s lessons had
made an impression upon my heart, and I conceived such a
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liking for them that I sometimes stole out to go and listen to
them again. I believe that those who saw me leaving the house
secretly had not the least suspicion where I was going., Nothing
could have been more sensible than the advice which he gave
me concerning my behaviour. I commenced admirably; I dis-
played assiduity, attention, and eagerness which charmed every-
body. The Abbé prudently advised me to moderate my youthful
zeal, for fear that it might gradually relax and that this might
be noticed. *“ As you begin,” said he, *so will you be expected
to behave as a rule; try to manage to do even more as time goes
on, but beware of ever doing less.”

As no one had taken much trouble to find out my poor talents,
and as ] was only credited with those which Nature had bestowed
upon me, it did not appear to me, in spite of what M. Gouvon
had told me, that anyone thought of making any use of me.
Other things came in the way, and I was almost forgotten. The
Marquis de Breil, the Comte de Gouvon’s son, was at the time
ambassador at Vienna. Events happened at court which made
themselves felt in the family, and for some weeks everyone was
in a state of excitement which left little time to think of me.
However, up to that time I had relaxed little of my zeal, One
thing did me both good and harm; good, by keeping me away
from any outside distractions; harm, by making me a little less
attentive to my duties.

Mademoiselle de Breil was a young lady of nearly my own age,
well formed, tolerably good-looking, fresh-complexioned, with very
dark hair, and, although a brunette, she had that expression of
gentleness which is peculiar to fair women, and which my heart
has never been able to resist. Her court dress, so becoming to
young people, showed her beautiful figure to advantage, left her
breast and shoulders free, and made her complexion stlll more
dazzling by reason of the mourning which was worn at the time.
It will be said that a servant has no buslness to notice such things;
I was wrong, no doubt; but I noticed them all the same, and I was
not the only one who did so. The maftre d'hdtel and the valels ds
ckambre sometimes spoke of them at table with a coarseness which
made me suffer croelly. My head was not, however, so turned that
I fell in love without more ado. I did not forget myself; I kept
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myself in my place, and even my desires were not allowed too
much freedom. I liked to see Mademoiselle de Breil, to hear her
say a few words which showed her intelligence, good sense and
modesty ; my ambition, limited to the pleasure of serving her,
never went beyond my rights. At table I was always on the look-
out to assert them. If her footman left her chair for 2 moment,
I was behind it immediately ; otherwise 1 stood opposite to her;
I looked in her eyes to see what she was going to ask for, and
watched for the moment to change her plate. What would I not
have done if she would only have deigned to give me some order,
to look at me, to address a single word to me! but nol I had the
mortification of heing nothing to her ; she did not even notice that
I was there. However, on one occasion, when her brother, who
sometimes spoke to me at table, addressed a somewhat uncivil
remark to me, I gave him an answer, so neat and so well expressed,
that she noticed it and turmed her eyes upon me. This glance,
rapid as it was, nevertheless enchanted me. The mext day, the
opportunity of winning a second glance presented itself, and }
took advantage of it. A big dinner was given on that occasion, at
which for the first time I saw the mafiye 2Ahdtel, to my great astonish-
ment, waiting with his hat on his head and a sword at his side,
By chance the conversation turned apen the motio of the house of
Solar, which was embroidered under the coat-of-arms, Tel fiert gqui
ns tue pas. As the Piedmontese are not, as a rule, masters of the
French langnage, someone detected in this motto a mistake in
spelling, and declared that there should be no ¢ in the word flert.

The old Comte de Gouvon was just going to amswer, but,
happening to look at me, saw that I was smiling without venturing
to eay anything, and ordered me to speak. I thereupon said that
1 did not believe that the # was unnecessary; that fisrt was an old
French word, not derived from ferus, proud, threatening, but from
ferit, he strikes, he wounds; so that the meaning of the motto
appeared to me to be, not, Many a man threatens, but, Manya man
strikes and does not Lill.

All the company looked first at me and then at themselves
without saying a word. I had never seen such astonishment in my
life. But what flattered me more was to see from Mademoiselle de
Brell's face that she was evidently much pleased. This disdainful
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young lady condescended to cast a second glance at me, which, at
least, was equal to the first; then, turning her eyes towards her
grandfather, she appeared to be waiting with a sort of impatience
for the compliment which was my due, and which he, in fact, paid
me so fully and completely, and with the appearance of such satis-
faction, that the whole table hastened to join in the chorus. The
moment was brief, but in every respect delicious. It was one of
those moments, only too rare, which replace things in their natural
order, and avenge depreciated merit for the insuits of fortune. A
few minutes afterwards, Mademoiselle de Breil, lifting her eyes to
me again, asked me,in a timid and affable voice, to give her some-
thing to drink. Ineed not say that I did not keep her waiting ; but,
as I came near to her, I trembled so violently that, having filled the
glass too full, I spilt some of the water over her plate, and even
over herself. Her brother asked me thoughtlessly why I was
trembling so ? This question did not serve to reassure me, and
Mademoiselle de Breil blushed up to the whites of her eyes.

Here ended the romance, in which it will be observed, as in the
case of Madame Basile and during all the rest of my life, that I am
not happy in the conclusion of my amours. In vain I paid special
attention to Madame de Breil's ante.room; 1 did not obtain another
mark of attention from her daughter. She went in and out without
looking at me, and, as for myself, I bardly ventured to cast eyes
upon her. I was even so stupid and awkward that, one day, when
she dropped her glove while passing, instead of Jdarting upon this
glove which I should have liked to cover with kisses, I did not dars
to leave my place; and I allowed it to be picked up by a great lout
of a valet, whom I would gladly have throttled. To complete my
nervousness, I perceived that I had not the good fortune to please
Madame de Breil. She not only gave me no orders, but never
accepted my services; and on two occasions, finding me in her
ante-room, she asked me coldly if I had not something to do. 1 was
obliged to renounce this dear ante-toom; at first I regretted it, but
distractions intervened, and soon I thought no more of it.

The kindness of her stepfather, who at last perceived that 1
was there, consoled me for the coldness of Madame de Breil. Dur-
ing the evening after the dinner of which I have spoken, he held a
conversation with me for balf-an-hour, with which he appeared satis-
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fied, and I was delighted. This good old man, although less gifted
than Madame de Vexcellis, had more heart,and 1 got on better
with him- He told me to attach myself to the Abbé de Gouvon,
who had concefved a regard for me; that this repard, if I made
good use of it, might be useful to me, and assist me in acquiring
what I still lacked, in order to promote what they had in view for
me. Next morning, T hastened to the Abbé. He did not receive
me a5 a servant, but made me sit down by the side of the fire, and,
questioping me with the greatest gentleness, soon discovered that
my education, which had been commenced in so many things, was
complete in none. Finding, especially, that 1 Lknew very little
Latin, he undertook to teach me more. It was arranged that I
should go to him every morning, and I commenced the following
day. Thus, by one of those curious coincidences, which will
oftes be found in the course of my life, I was at once above and
below my station—I was pupil and valet in the same house; and,
while still a servant, 1 had a tutor of such noble birth that he
ought to have been the tutor of none but kings' sons.

The Abbé de Gouvon was a youager son, destined by his family
for a bishopric; and for this reason his studies had been pushed
on more than is usual in the case of children of rank. Hehad been
sent to the University of Sienna, where he remained several years,
and from which he had brought back a tolerably strong dose of
cruscantism,} so that he was almost the same at Turic as the Abbé
de Dangeau® had formerly been at Paris. Distaste for theology
had driven him to belles-lefires—a very common thing in Italy in the
case of those who are training for the rank of a prelate. He had
read the poets attentively, and wrote tolerable Latin and Italian
verses., In a word, he bad sufficient taste to form my own, and to
introduce some order into the confused mass with which my head
was stuffed. But, whether it was that my chatter had given hima
false idea of my knowledge, or that be could not endure the tediom

1 Cruscantism is here synonymous with purism. The word cruscanis, in
Italian, denotes & man who affects to use only words authorised by the
Accademin della Crusca of Florence,

The Abbé de Dangeau was a member of the Acadimis frang isa in the
middle of ths previons century, and was the author of grammatical treatises on
the French languags.

YOL. 1 7
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of the elements of T.atin, he put me far too high to begin with;
and, no sooner had he made me translate a few fables of Phaedrus,
than he plunged me into Virgil, of which I scarcely understood
anything. It was my fate, as will be afterwards seem, often to
begin Latin afresh and never to learn it. However, I worked
zealously enough, and the Abbé lavished his attention upon me with
a kindness ot which I cannot think, even now, without emotion, 1
gpent a good part of the morning with him, both for my own
instruction and for his service~not personal service, for that he
never allowed me to perform, but to write from his dictation and to
do copylong; and my duties as secretary were more useful to me
than my studies as pupil. In this manner I not only learnt Italian
in its purity, but I imbibed a taste for iterature, and acquired some
knowledge of good books which had been impossible at La Tribu's,
and which proved very serviceable to me afterwards when I began
to work by myself.

This was the period of my life when, without romantie projects,
1 might most reasonably have hoped for success. The Abbé, who
was well satisfied with me, told everybody ; and his father had con-
ceived s0 special 2 regard for me that the Comte de Favria told me
that he had spoken of me to the King. Even Madame de Breil had
Iaid aside her contemptuous demeanour towards me. In short, I
became a sort of favourite in the house, to the great jealousy of the
otber servants, who, seeing me honoured by receiving instruction
from their master’s son, well understood that I was not long in-
tended to remain one of themselves.

As far as I was able to judge of the views entertained for me
from a few words hastily dropped, upon which I only reflected
later, it seems to me that the house of Solar, eager for ambassa-
dorial, and possibly, in the future, ministerial offices, would have
been very glad to educate in advance & trustworthy and talented
person, who, being entirely dependent npon it, might have been
received into its confidence and bave served it faithfully, This
project of the Comte de Gouvon was noble, judicious, generous,
and truly worthy of a great ncbleman, beneficent and far-seeing;
but, not to mention that, at the time, I did not see its entire range,
it was foo sensible for me to understand, and required too long
a penied of submission. My foolish ambition only looked for good
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fortune in the midst of adventures; and, as no woman had anything
to do with it, this means of succeeding seemed to me slow, weari-
some, and doll; whereas I ought to have considered it safer and
more honourable, for the very reason that no women were mixed
up in it, seeing that the kind of merit which they take under their
protection was assuredly not so honourable as that which I was
supposed to possess.

Everything was going on admirably, I had gained, almost
faken by storm, the respect of all; the time of probation was over,
and in the house I was looked vpon generally as & young man of
great promise who was not in his proper place, but whom every-
one expected to see promoted to it. But my place was not that
which was generally assigned to me, and I was destined to reach it
by a very different road. I now come to one of those characteristic
traits which are peculiar to me, and which T need only put before
the reader without further discussion. .

Although there were several new converts like myself at Turin,
1 was not fond of them and had never wished to see any of them.
Eut I had made the acquaintance of some Genevese who did not
belong to them, amongst others, a M. Mussard, surnamed Tord.
guewle, 2 miniature-painter and a sort of connection of mine. He
found out that [ was staying with the Comte de Gouvon and came
to see me with another Genevese, named Bicle, whose companion
I had been during my apprenticeship. This Béicle was a very
amusiog fellow, very lively, and full of witty sallies which his age
rendered agreeable. Behold me, then, suddenly infatnated with
M. Bicle to such a degree that I was unable to leave bim! He
intended soon to set out on his return to Geneva, What a loss
for me! 1 realised its full extent. In order, at least, to make the
best use of the time that remained to me, I never left his side, or
rather, he never left me, for I did not at first lose my head so
entirely as to spend the day with him outside the hotel without
leave; but soon, seeing that he occupied my time entirely, they
forbade him the house, and I became so enraged that, forgetting
everything except my friend Bicle, I never went near the Abbé or
the Count, and was never seen in the hounse. I paid no heed to
reprimands. I was threatened with dismissal, and this proved
my ruin; it showed me that it was possible not to let Bicle go

72
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unaccompanied, From this moment I saw no other pleasure,
oo other destiny, mo other happiness, than that of making a
similar journey, and I saw nothing but the unspeakable bliss of
the journey, at the end of which, as a further happiness, I per-
ceived Madame de Warens, but in the remote gistance; for I
never had the least idea of returning to Geneva. Mountains,
meadows, woods, bracks, villages, passed in never-ending succes-
sion before me with fresh charms; this happy journey appeared
to absorb my whole life. I recalled with delight how charming
this same journey had seemed to me on my way to Turin. What
would it be like when, in addition to all the charm of indepen-
dence, 1 should enjoy the further delight of the companionship
of a friend of my own age and tastes, and of cheerful temper,
without restraint, without duties, without check, withoat being
obliged to go or remain anywhere unless it pleased us! I thought
that 2 man must be a fool to sacrifice such good fortune to
ambitious plans, slow, difficult, and uncertain of fulflment, which,
even supposing them to be some day realised, in spite of all their
brillfancy, were not worth a quarter of an hour of real pleasure
and youthful freedom.

Full of this wise idea, I behaved in such a manner that I
succeeded in getting myself dismussed, although, in truth, not
without considerable difficulty. One evening, on my return to the
house, the mafire d’hitel gave me my dismissal from the Count.
This was exactly what I wanted; for, well aware, in spite of
myself, of the extravagance of my conduct, in order to excnse
myself, I added to it ipjustice and ingratitude, thinking that, in
this manner, I should be able to lay the blame upon others, and
justify myself, as if I had been obliged to take measures for which
1 had been solely responsible. The Comte de Favria sent a
message that I was to go and speak to him before I left on the
following morning ; and, as they saw that I had completely lost my
head and was quite capable of doing nothing of the kind, the matire
d'kbtel informed me that, after I had done so, ke would give me a
sum of money which was intended for me, and which I certainly
did not deserve; for, as it had not been intended that I should
remain in the position of a valet, no wages had been fixed for
me.
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The Comte de Favria, young and thoughtless as he was, on
this occasion spoke to me most sensibly—I might almost say, most
tenderly—so earnestly and in such a flattering and touching man-
ner did he put before me his uncle's sympathy and his grandfather's
intentions in regard to me. At last, after having represented to me,
as strongly as he was able, all the advantages I was sacrificing in
order to rush to my own destruction, he offered to make peace
for me, on the sole condition that I would give up the little wretch
who bad led me astray. If was so evident that he did not say all
this on his own responsibility, that, in spite of my foolish blindness,
I was eensible of all the kindness of my old master and felt touched
by it ; but my beloved journey was too deeply impressed upon my
imagination for anything to be able to outweigh its attractions. I
was quite ont of my mind ; I grew callous and hardened, stood an
my dignity and answered haughtily that, as I had received my dis-
missal; I had accepted it ; that there was no time now to recall it;
and that, whatever might happen to me during my life, T was
determined not to allow myself to be dismissed twice from the
same house., Then the young man, justly irritated, called me the
names I deserved, took me by the shoulders and put me out of his
rocm, and shut the door behind me. I went out in triumph, as if
I had just gained a brilliant victory; and, for fear of being obliged
to endure a second struggle, I was base enough to depart without
thanking the Abbé for his kindness.

To form an idea of the lengths to which my madness carried
me at this moment, one ought to know to what a degree my heart
is liable to become heated about the smallest trifies, and how
violently it plunges into the idea of the object which attracts it,
however idle and worthless this object may be. The oddest, the
most childish, the most foolish plans flatter and support my
favourite idea, in order to convince me of the reasonableness of
devoting myself to it. Would it be believed that anyone, almost
nineteen years of age, could place his hopes of support for the rest
of his life on an empty bottle ? Then listen.

The Abbé de Gouvon, some weeks before, had made me a
present of a pretty little heren-fountain,! with which I was delighted.

1 Fontaine de kérom: the proper name is fonfaine de Hidron, called after
its inventor, Hiers of Alexandria.




102 CONFESSIONS OF

As we were copnstantly playing with this arlificial fountain, while
talking about our journey, the wise Bicle and myself thought that
the one might prove very serviceable in lengtheniog the other. What
could there be more curious in the world than a heron-fountain ?
This axiom was the foundation upon which we built the edifice of
our futore fortnne. We need only assemble the peasants of each vil-
lage ronnd cur fountain, and food and all kinds of good cheer would
be showered upon us in so much greater abundance, as we were
both convinced that provisions cost nothing to those who procure
them, and that, if they do not stuff passers-by with them, it is pure
ill-will on their part. Everywhere we expected weddings and fes-
tivities, reckoning that, without further expenditure than the breath
of our lungs and the water of our fountain, it would pay our way
throngh Piedmont, Savoy, France—in fact, all over the world.
We made endless plans for our journey, and first took our way
northwards, more for the pleasure of crossing the Alps than with
the idea that we should be obliged to stop anywhere at last.

[1731—1732.]—Such was the plan with which I set out, aban-
doning without regret my protector, my tutor, my studies, my hopes
and the expectation of a fortune almost assured, to begin the life
of a regular vagabond. I said good-bye to the capital, to the court,
to ambition, vanity, love, pretty women, and all the exciting adven-
tures, the hope of which had brought me there the year before,
I set out with my fountain and my friend Bécle, with a light purse
but a heart filled with joy, thinking of nothing but the enjoyment
of this roving happiness to which I 1. d suddenly limited my
brilliant projects.

I made thia extravagant journey quite as agreeably as I had
expected, but not exactly in the same way; for, although our
fountain amused the landladies and their servants for a few
moments at the inns, we had to pay just the same when we went
out. But this troubled us little, and we only thought of seriously
utilising this resource when our money failed us. An accident
spared us the trouble; the fountain broke when we were near
Bramant; and, indeed, it was time, for we felt, without venturing to
admit it, that we were beginning tc get tired of it. This misfortune
made us more cheerful than before, and we laughed greatly at our
folly in forgetting that our clothes and boots would wear out, and in
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believing that we should be able to get new ones by making onr
fountain play. We continted our journey as cheerfully as we had
commenced it, but making our way a little more directly towards
the goal which the gradual exhaustion of our resources made it
necessary for us to reach.

At Chambéri I became thoughtful, not on account of the folly
which I had just committed—no man ever knew how to console
himself so rapidly or so completely in regard to the past—but
in regard to the reception which awaited me from Madame de
Warens; for I looked upon her house quite as my own home. 1
had written to inform her of my entry into the Comte de Gouvon’s
house; she knew on what footing I stood there, and, while con-
gratulating me, she had given me some excellent advice as to the
manaer in which I ought to requite the kindness shown to me.
She looked upen my fortune as assured, unless I destroyed it by my
own faelt. What would she say when she saw me arrive? The
possibility of her shutting the door upon me never occurred to me;
but I was afraid of the sorrow which I was about to cause her; I
was afraid of her reproaches, harder for me to bear than the
greatest misery. I resolved to endure all in silence, and to do all
I could to calm her. In the world T saw no one but her; to live in
disgrace with bher was an impossibility! What troubled me most
was my travelling companion, with whom I had no desire to burden
her, and whom I was afraid I shonld find it no easy matter to get
rid of. I prepared him for the separation by treating him somewhat
coldly on the last day. The rascal understood me; he was more a
madman than a fool. 1 thought he would take my fickleness to
heart ; I was wrong; my friend Bicle took nothing to heart. Hardly
had we set foot in Annecy, when he said to me: * Here you are at
home,” embraced me, said good-bye, turred round on his heel, and
disappeared. I have never heard of him since. Our acquaintance
and friendship Jasted about six months in all; their consequences
will remain as long as I live.

How my heart beat as I drew near to her house! My legs
trembled beneath me; my eyes seemed covered with a veil; I saw
nothing, I heard nothing, I should not have recognised anybody; 1
was obliged to stop several times to recover my breath and compose
myself. Was it the fear of not obtaining the assistance I needed that
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troubled me 50 ? does the fear of starvation cause such alarmtoa
person of my age? No! that I can declare with as much truth as
pride; never, at any moment of my life, has self-interest or want
been able to open or shut my heart. In the course of a life, uneven
and memorable for its vicissitudes, often without shelter and bread,
I have always looked with the same eye upon wealth and poverty.
In time of need I could have begged or stolen like anybody else, but
never distressed myself in consequence of being reduced to do so.
Few men have sighed so much as I, few have shed so many tears
io their life ; but pever has poverty or the fear of being reduced to
it made me utter a sigh or shed a tear. My sonl, proof against
fortune, has never known true blessings or misfortunes other than
those which do not depend upon her; and, when I am in want of
nothing that is needful, that is just the fime when I feel myself the
unhappiest of mortals.

No sooner had I shown myself to Madame de Warens, than
her manner reassured me. I trembled at the first sound of her
voice. 1 threw myself at her feet, and, in transports of liveliest
joy, I fastened my lips upon her hand. I do not know whether she
had heard any news of me, but her face showed little surprise and
no displeasure. * Poor little one,” she said, in a caressing voice,
“ here you are again then? I knew you were too young for the
journey. I am glad, at any rate, that it bas not tumed out so badly
as I had feared.” Then she made me tell my story, which was not
a long one, and which I faithfully related, suppressing a few details,
but otherwise neither sparing mor excusing myself.

It was a question where I was to sleep. She consulted her
maid. I hardly ventured io breathe during the discussion; but
when 1 heard that T was to sleep in the house I conld scarcely con-
tain myself, and I saw my little bundle carried into the room ap-
pointed for me with much the same feelings as St. Preux saw his
chaise taken into Madame de Wolmar's? coach-house. To increase
my delight, I learned that this favour was not to be a passing one,
and, at the moment when I was believed to be thinking of some-
thing quite different, I heard her say: " Let them say what they
like; since Providence sends him back to me, I am resolved not to
gbandon bim.”

1 Two of the characters in the * New Héloise.”
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Thus I was at last settled in her house. This settlement, how-
ever, was not as yet that from which I date the bappy days of my
life, but it served to pave the way for it. Although this sensibility
of the heart, which makes us truly enjoy ourselves, is the work of
Nature, and, perhaps, a product of the organisation, it requires
certain situations to develop it. Withouot such developing ¢auses,
a man born with powerful susceptibilities would feel pothing, and
would, perhaps, die without ever having known his real self. Up
to that time it had been so, or nearly so, with me: and 1 should, per-
haps, have always remained such, if I had never known Madame
de Warens, or if, having known her, I had pot lived with her leng
enough to contract the sweet habit of affectionate feelings with
which she jnspired me, I venture to say that he who only feels
love does not feel what s sweetest in life. 1 know another feeling,
less impetuous, perhaps, but a thousand times more delightfnl,
which is sometimes combined with love, but is frequently separated
from it. This feeling is not simple friendship either; it is more
voluptuous, more tender. I do not believe that it can be felt for a
person of the same sex; atanyrate, I was a friend, if ever a man
was, and I pever felt it in the presence of any of my friends. This
is somewhat obscure, but it will become clear in the sequel; feelings
can only be satisfactorily described by their effects.

Madame de Warens lived in an old house, large enough to
contain & pretty spare room, which she made her drawing room;
in this I was lodged. It led into the passage of which I have
already spoken, where our first interview tock place; on the other
side of the brook and the gardens the country could be seen. ‘This
view was not a matter of indifference to the youthful occupant.
Since 1 had lived at Bossey, it was the first time that 1 had seen
anything green before my windows. Always surrounded by walls,
I had nothing before my eyes except the roofs of houses or the dull
grey of the streets. How vividly I felt the charm of novelty, which
strengthened my inclination to tender emotions! I looked upon this
enchanting landscape as another of my dear patroness’s kindnesses;
it seemed to me that she had put everything there on purpose for
me; I placed myself in it by her side full of peaceful contentment ;
I saw her everywhere, in the midst of the flowers and verdure ; her
charms and those of spring melted together insensibly before my
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eyes, My heart, until then restricted, expanded in this unconfined
space, and my sighs found freer vent amongst the fruit-gardens.

I did not find with Madame de Warens the magnificence which
I had seen at Turin, but I found cleanliness, neatness, and a
patriarchal abundance, with which pomp and pride are never
combined. She had little plate, no porcelain, no game in the
larder, no foreign wines in the cellar; but both kitchen and cellar
were sufficiently well furnished for anybody, and in Delft-ware cups
she provided excellent coffee. All who came to visit her were
invited {o dine with her or in her honse; no workman, messenger,
or passer-by left without eating or drinking. Her servants con-
sisted of a rather pretty maid from Fribourg, named Merceret; a
valet from her own country, named Claude Anet, of whom more
will be said Iater; a cook, and two hired sedan-chair carriers for
the rare occasions when she went to pay a visit. That was a great
deal for a yearly pension of two thousand Hvres; nevertheless, her
little income, well managed, might have been snfficient in a country
where the soil is very good and money very scarce. Unfortunately,
economy was never her favourite virtue; she got into debt and
paid what she could ; the money went in all directions, and things
went on as best they could.

The manner in which her establishment was arranged was just
such as I should have chosen myself; it may be imagined that I
was only too pleased to take advantage of it. What was less
pleasant to me was to be obliged to remain a long time at table.
She could scarcely endure the first smell of the soup and other
dishes; the smell almost made her faint, and this feeling of
aversion lasted some time. By degrees she recovered herself,
talked, and ate nothing. It was at least half-an-hour before she
tried to eat a morsel. I could have eaten three dinrers in the
time, and I had always finished my meal Iong before she had
begun. For the sake of keeping her company, I used to begin
again; in this manner I ate for two, and never felt any the worse
for it. In a word, I abandoned myselt the more freely to the swest
sensation of comfort, which I felt when with her, as this comfort
which I enjoyed was free from all uneasiness as to the means of
preserving it. Not being yet admitted with cemplete confidence
into the state of her affairs, I imagined that the present state of
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things would always continue. I found the same comfort again in
her house in after times ; but, being better informed as to her real
position, and seeing that she drew upon her income in advance, 1
never enjoyed it with the same content. Looking ahead always
spoils my enjoyment. It is not the least use to me to foreses the
future; I have never known how to avaid it.

From the first day, the most complete intimacy was established
between us, which has continued during the rest of her life. “Little
one” was my name ; * Mamma* was hers; and we always remained
“ Little one" and * Mamma,” even when advancing years had
almost obliterated the difference between us. I find that these two
names give a wonderfully good idea of the tone of our intercourse,
of the simplicity of our manners, and, above all, of the mutual
relation of our hearts. For me she was the tenderest of mothers,
who never sought her own pleasure, but always what was best for
me; and If sensuality entered at all into her attachment for me, it
did not alter its character, but only rendered it more enchanting,
and intoxicated me with the delight of having a young and pretty
mamma whom it was delightful to me to caress—I say catess in the
strictest sense of the word, for it never occurred to her to be
sparing of kisses and the tenderest caresses of 2 mother, and it
certainly never entered my mind to abnse them. It will be objected
that, in the end, we had relations of a different character; I admit
it, but I must wait a little—I cannot say all at once.

The moment of our first meeting was the only really passionate
moment which she has ever made me feel; yet this moment was
the work of surprise. My looks never ventured to peep indiscreetly
beneath her neckerchief, although an ill-concealed embonpoiné might
very well have attracted them. I felt no fransports or desires in
her presence. I was in a state of charming repose and enjoyment,
without knowing in what the enjoyment consisted. I could have
spent all my life in this manner, and eternity as well, without a
moment’s weariness, She is the only person with whom I have
never felt that dearth of conversation which makes the obligation
of keeping it up a martyrdom. Our #éle-2-tétes were not so much
conversations as an inexhaustible gossip, which never came to an
end unless it was interrupted. There was no need to invite me
to talk; it was far more mecessary to impose eilence upon me,
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From constantly thinking over her plans, she often fell into a
reverie. Well, then I let her alone; I held my tongue, I looked at
her, and was the happiest of men. 1 had still a singular fancy.
Without claiming the favour of a #fe-d-téle, I incessantly sought
one; and enjoyed it with a passion which degenerated into mad-
ness when troublesome visitors disturbed it. As soon as anyone
came—whether man or woman, it did pot matter which—1I left the
room grumbling, being unable to remain with her in the presence
ot a third party. 1 counted the minutes in her ante-room, cursing
these eternal visitors a thousand times, and unable t¢o imagine
how it was that they had so much, because I myself had still
more, to say.

1 only felt the full strength of my attachment when I no longer
saw her, When I saw her, I was only content ; but, during her
absence, my restlessness became painful, The need of living with
her caused me outbreaks of tenderness which often ended in tears.
I shall never forget how, on the day of a great festival, while she
was at vespers, | went for a walk ouiside the town, my heart full
of her image and a burning desire to spend my life with her, 1had
sense enough to see that at present this wag impossible, and that
the happiness which I enjoyed so deeply could only be ghort. This
gave to my reflections a tinge of melancholy, about which, however,
there was nothing gloomy, and which was tempered by flattering
hopes. The sound of the bells, which always singularly affects me,
the song of the birds, the beauty of the daylight, the enchanting
landscape, the scattered country dwellings in which my fancy placed
our common home—all these produced upon me an impression so
vivid, tender, melancholy and touching, that I saw myself trans-
ported, a5 it were, in ecstasy, into that happy time and place,
wherein my heart, possessing all the happiness it could desire,
tasted it with inexpressible rapture, without even a thought of
sensual pleasure. 1 never remember to have plunged into the
future with greater force and illusion than on that occasion; and
what has strock me most in the recollection of this dreamn after it
had been realised, is that I have found things again exactly as 1
had imagined them. If ever the dream of a man awake resembled a
prophetic vision, it was assuredly that dream of mine. I was only
deceived in the imaginary duration; for the days, the years, and
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our whole life were spent in serene and undisturbed tranquillity,
whereas In reality it lasted only for a moment. Alas! my most
lasting happiness belongs to a dream, the fulfilment of which was
zlmost immediately followed by the awakening.

I should never have done, if I were fo enter into the details of-
all the follies which the remembrance of this dear mamma caused
me t0 commit when I was no longer in her presence. How often
have I kissed my bed, since she had slept in it; my curtains, all
the furniture of my room, since they belonged to her, and her
beautiful hand had touched them; even the floor, on which I
prostrated myself, since she had walked upon it! Sometimes, even
in her presence, I was guilty of extravagances, which only the most
violent love seemed capable of inspiring. At table one day, just
when she had put a piece of food into her mouth, I exclaimed that
I saw a hair in it; she put back the morsel on her plate, and I
eagerly seized and swallowed it. In a word, between myself and
the most passionate lover there was only one, but that an essential,
point of distinction, which makes my condition almost unintelligible
and Inconceivable.

I had returned from Italy not quite the same as I had entered
it, bat as, perhaps, no one of my age had ever returned from it. I
had brought back, not my mental and moral, but my bodily
virginity. I had felt the progress of years; my restless tempera.-
ment bad at last made itself felt, and its first outbreak, guite
involuntary, had caused me alarm about my health in a manner
which shows better than anything else the innocence in which I
had lived up to that time. Soon reassured, I learned that dangerons
means of assisting it, which cheats Nature and saves up for young
men of my temperament many forms of excess at the expense of
their health, strength, acnd, sometimes, of their life. This vice,
which shame and timidity find so convenient, possesses, besides, 2
great attraction for lively imaginations—that of being able to
dispose of the whole sex as they desire, and to make the beauty
which tempts them minister to their pleasures, without being
obliged to obtain its consent. Seduced by this fatal advantage,
I did my best to destroy the good constitution which Nature
had restored to me, and which 1 had allowed time to strengthen
itself. Add to this habit the circumstances of my position, living
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as 1 was with a beautifu! woman, caressing her image in the bottom
of my heart, secing her continually throughout the day, surrounded
in the evening by objects which reminded me of her, sleeping in
the bed in which I knew she had slept! What canses for excite-
ment| Many a reader, who reflects upon them, no doubt already
considers me as half-dead! Quite the contrary; that which ought
to have destroyed me was just the thing that saved me, at least for
a time. Intoxicated with the charm of living with her, with the
ardent desire of spending my life with her, I always saw in her,
whether she were absent or present, a tender mother, a beloved
sister, a delightful friend, and nothing more. I saw her always
thus, always the same, and 1 never saw anyone but her. Her
image, ever present to my heart, left room for no other; she was
for me the only woman in the world; and the extreme sweetness
of the feelings with which she inspired me did not allow my senses
time to awake for others, and protected me against her and all her
sex. In a word, I was chaste, because I loved her. Considering
these results, which I can only imperfectly describe, Iet him who
can say what was the nature of my attachment for her, For
myself, all that I can say about it is that, if it already seems to be
very extraordinary, in the sequel it will appear far more so.

I spent my time in the pleasantest manner possible, although
accupied with things which were least attractive to me, There were
plans to draw up, fair copies of accounts to make, recipes to tran-
scribe, herbs to pick out, drugs to pound, stills to work. In the
midst of all this, chance travellers, beggars, and visitors of all classes
kept coming in crowds; we were obliged to entertain at one and the
sams time a soldier, an apothecary, a canon, a fine lady, and a lay
brother. 1 cureed, I grumbled, I1swore, I wished the whole acenrsed
gang at the devil. Madame de Warens, who took it all good-
humouredly, laughed at my rage till she cried ; and what made her
laugh still more was to see me the more farious, as I was unable
to prevent even myself from laughing. These brief interruptions,
during which I had the pleasure of grumbling, were delightful, and,
if ancther unwelcome visitor arrived during the dispute, she knew
how to extract amusement from it by maliciously prolonging his
vigit, casting glances at me for which I should have liked to beat
her. She could bardly keep from bursting out laughing, when she
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saw me, restrained and kept in check by politeness, glaring at
her like one possessed, while in the bottom of my heart, and even
in spite of mysel, I found it all very amusing.

All this, without being pleasant in itself, nevertheless amused
me, because it formed part of a kind of existence which was de-
lightful to me. Of all that was going on around me, of all that I was
obliged to do, nothing suited my taste, but everything suited my
heart. I believe that 1 should have come to like medicine, had not
my natural distaste for it caused those comical scenes which de-
lighted us so much ; this is, perhaps, the first time that this art has
produced a similar effect. I pretended to be able to recogpise a
medical work by its smell, and the amusing thing is that I was
rarely mistaken. She made me taste the most horrible drugs. It
was no use to run away or try to defend myself; in spite of my
resistance and wry faces, in spite of myself and my teeth, when 1
saw her pretty fingers, all besmeared, near my mouth, I wag obliged
at last to open it and suck them. When all her little household
was assembled in the same room, to hear us running about and
shrieking with laughter, any one would have thought we were per-
forming some farce, instead of compounding opiates and elixirs.

My time, however, was not entirely occupied with these fooleries.
In the room which I occopied 1 had found a few books: the
# Spectator,” # Puffendorf,” “ St. Evremond,” the * Henriade.”
Although I no longer had my old mania for reading, I read a little
when I had nothing else to do. The * Spectator,” especially, pleased
me and proved beneficial to me. The Abhé de Gouvon had taught
me to read less greedily and with more reflection; and, accordiagly,
my reading did me more good. I accustomed myself o think about
the language and style, and the elegance of the constructions; I
practised myself in distipguishing pure French from my provincial
idioms. For instance, I learned to correct an orthographical error,
of which I, in common with all us Genevese, was guilty, by the two
following lines of the * Henriade™:

" Soit gqu'un ancien respect pour le sang de leurs maftres
Parlit encore pour lui dans le eceur de ces traltres.”
I was struck by this word parld¢, which tanght me that the third
person subjunctive must end in {, whereas formerly I wrote and
pronounced paria, as if it had been the perfect indicative.
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Sometimes I talked with mamma about my reading, sometimes
I read to her, which afforded me great pleasure. I tried to read
well, and this, also, was useful to me. I have mentioned that she
had a cultivated mind, and just at that time it was in its prime.
Several men of letters had shown themselves eager to win her
favour and had taught her to distinguish the productions of genius.
Her taste, if I may say so, emacked of Protestantism; she talked
only of Bayle, and thought highly of St. Evremond, who had died
some time ago in France. But this did not hinder her from an
acquaintance with good literature, and she discussed it intelligently.
She had been brought up in select society and had come to Savoy
while stil! young; in the charming society of the nohility of this
country she had lost the affected manners of the Vaud country,
where women consider aftempts at wit to be good style, and can
only spezk in epigrams.

Although she had only a passing acquaintance with the Court,
she had cast a rapid glance at it, which had been sufficient to give
her a knowledge of it. She always retained her friends there, and,
in spite of secret jealousies, in spite of the disapproval excited by
her conduct and her debts, she never lost her pension. She
possessed knowledge of the world and that capacity of reflection
which makes this knowledge useful. Worldly matters formed the
chief topic of her conversations, and, considering my romantic
ideas, this was exactly the kind of instruction of which I stood
most in need. We read La Broyére together; he pleased her
better than La Rochefoucauld, a gloomy and comfortless author,
especially for the young, who do not care to see men as they are.
When she moralised, she sometimes lost herself in lengthy dis-
courses; but, by kissing her mouth or hands from time to time, I
managed to endure it, and her prolinty ceased to weary me.

Thig life was too delightful to be able to last, I felt this, and
my distress at the thought of seeing it come to an end was the only
thing that disturbed my epjoyment of it. In the midst of her
playfulness, mamma studied, observed, and questioned me, and
sketched out a number of plans for my advancement, which I could
well have dispensed with., Happily, it was not enough to know my
inclinations, my tastes, my =abilities; it was necessary to find or
to create opportunities for employing them profitably, and this
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waas not the work of a day. The prejudices which the poor woman
had conceived in favour of my talents, served to defer the moment
of putting them to the proof, by making her more particular in
regard to the choice of means. In short, everything went on in
accordance with my wishes, thanks to her good opinion of me;
bat, sconer or later, this life was bound to come to an end, and,
from that moment, good-bye to all hope of tranquillity. One of
her relations, a M. d'Aubonne, came to pay her a visit. He was
a man of coneiderable endowments, an intriguer, and a born
schemer like herself, but too clever to allow his plans to ruin
him—a sort of adventurer., He had just proposed to the Cardinal
de Fleury a very intricate plan of a lottery, which had not met with
approval. He was now going to lay it before the Court of Turin,
where it was adopted and carried out. He remained some time
at Annecy where he fell in love with the wife of the Intendant, a
very amiable person much to my taste, and the oniy one whom
I cared to see at mamma's house. M. d’Avbonne saw me; his
relative spoke of me to him ; he undertook to examine me, to see
what I was fit for, and, if he found anything in me, to endeavour
to get me a place.

Madame de Warens sent me to him on two or three successive
mornings, on the pretence of executing some commission for her,
and without giving me any intimation of the truth, He succeeded
admirably in making me talk, became quite intimate with me, put
me at my ease as far as possible, spoke to me about matters of no
fmportance and all kinds of subjects—all without appeanng to
watch me, without the least formality, as if he found pleasure in
my society and desired to converse with me without restraint.
I was enchanted with him. The result of his chservations was
that, in spite of my attractive appearance and af§imated features,
1 was, if not quite silly, a lad of little Intelligefice, withont any
ideas, almost without knowledge, in a2 word, of very limited
capacities in every respect; and that the highest position to
which I had any right to aspire was that of some day becoming
a village cwrs. Such was the account of me which he gave to
Madame de Warens. This was the second or the third time
that I was thus judged; if was not the last, and M. Masseron’s
opinion has often been confirined.,

VoL, i 8
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The reason of the judgments passed upon me s too closely
connected with my character not to require some explanation; for,
to speak honestly, it will be readily understood that I cannot
subscribe to them unreservedly, and that, with all possible impar-
tiality, in spite of all that MM. Masseron, d'Auvbonne, and many
others may have said, I cannot take them at their word.

Two things, almost incompatible, are united in me in 2 manper
which I am unable to understand: a very ardent temperament,
lively and tumulinous passions, and, at the same time, slowly
developed and confused ideas, which never present themselves
until it is too late. One might say that my heart and my mind
do not belong to the same person. Feeling takes possession of my
soul more rapidly than a flash of lightning; but, instead of
illuminating, inflames and dazzles me. I feel everything and
cee nothing. I am carried away by my passions, but stupid; in
order to think, Y must be cool. The astonishing thing is that,
notwithstanding, I exhibit tolerably sound judgment, penetration,
even finesse, if I am pot hurried; with sufficient leisure I can
compose excellent impromptus; but I have never said or done
anything worthy of notice on the spur of the moment. I ecould
carry on a very clever conversation throngh the post, as the
Spaniards are said to carry on a game of chess. When I read
of that Duke of Savoy, who turned round on his journey, in order
to cry, “ At your throat, Parisian huckster,'" I said, * There you
have myself!”

This sluggishness of thought, combined with such liveliness
of feeling, not only enters into my conversation, but I feel it even
when alone and at work. My ideas arrange themselves in my head
with almost incredible difficulty; they circulate in it with uncertain
sound, and ferment till they excite and heat me, and make my
heart beat fast; and, in the midst of this excitement, I see nothing
clearly and am unable to write a single word—I am obliged to wait.
Imperceptibly this great agitation sabsides, the copfusion clears
up, everything takes its proper place, but slowly, and only after a
period of long and confused agitation. Have you ever been to the
opera in Italy? During the changes of scene, there prevails upon
the stage of those vast theatres an unpleasant disorder which
continues for some time: all the decorations are mixed up, things
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are pulled about in different directions in a manner most painful
to see, which produces the impression that everything must be
upset. Gradually, however, complete order is restored, nothing
is wanting, and ome is quite astounded fo see an enchanting
spectacle succeed this long-continued disorder. This mode of
procedure is almost the same as that which takes place in my
brain when I attempt to write. If I had known how to wait first
and then to restore in all their beauty the things represented
therein, few writers would have surpassed me.

Hence comes the extreme difficulty which I find in writing.
My manuscripts, scratched, smeared, muddled and almost illegible,
bear witness to the f{rouble they have cost me. There is not one
of them which I have not been obliged to copy four or five times
before I could give it to the printer. I have never been able to
prodoce anything, pen in hand, in front of my table and paper;
it is during a walk, in the midst of rocks and forests, at night in
my bed while lying awake, that I write in my brain; one may
judge how slowly, especially in the case of a man utterly without
verbal memory and who has never been able to learn six lines
by heart in his life. Many of my periods have been torned and
turned again five or six nights in my head before they were fit
to be set down on paper. This, also, is the reason why I succeed
better in works which requite labour than in those which require
to be written with a certain lightness of style, such as letters—
a style of which I have never been able to properly catch the
tone, so that sach occupation is a perfect torture to me. I can-
not write a letter on the most trifling subject, which does not
cost me hours of Iatigne; or, if I try to write down immediately
what occnrs to me, 1 know neither how to begin nor how to end;
my letter is a long and confused mass of verbosity, and, when it
is read, my meaning is difficult to make out.

Not only is it painful for me to put my ideas into shape: I
also find a difficulty in grasping them. I have studied mankind,
and believe that I am a fairly shrewd observer; nevertheless,
1 cannot see clearly anything of all that I perceive; I only see
clearly what I remember, and only show intelligence in my recol-
lections. Of all that is said, of 2ll that is done, of all that goes
on in my presence, I feel pothing, I see through nothing. The

§—2
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outward sign is the only thing that strikes me. But, later, all
comes back to me; I recall place, time, manner, look, gesture,
and circumstance: nothing escapes me. Then, from what people
bave safid or done, I discover what they have thought; and I
am rarely mistaken.

If, when alone with myself, I am so little master of my in.
tellectnal capacity, it may be imagined what I must be in con-
versation, when, in order to speak to the purpose, it is necessary
to think of a thousand things at the same time and at once. ‘The
mere idea of all the usages of society—which it is so necessary to
observe, and of which I am certain to forget one or other—is
enough to frighten me. I do not even understand how anyone
can dare to speak at all in society, where, at every word, it is
essential to pass in review all those who are present; it is essential
to be acquainted with all their characters and histories, in order
to make sure of saying nothing which can give offence. In this
respect, those who live in the world have a great advantage; since
they know better than others what ought not to be spoken about,
they are more confident of what they say; and yet, even they
frequently let fall awkward and ill-timed remarks. How must it
fare with one who drops into their midst as it were from the
clouds! It is almost impossible for him to speak for a minute
with impunity. In a t#le-3-téite, there is another inconvenience
which I find even worse: the necessity of talking perpetually,
When one is spoken to, one is obliged to answer, and, when
silence ensues, to taks up the conversation again. This unbearable
constraint would alone have disgusted me with society. 1 find
no compulsion more terrible than the obligation of speaking con-
tinuously and on the spur of the moment. I do not know whether
this bas anything te do with my mortal aversion to constraint of
any kind; but to be absclutely obliged to speak is emough to
make me ipfallibly talk nonsense.

A still more fatal defect of mine is that, instead of being able
to hold my tongue when I have nothing to say, that is just the time
when, in order to discharge my debt sooner, I am mad to speak., 1
hasten to stammer out a few words destitute of ideas, and am only
too happy when they have no meaning at all. When attempting to
overcome or conceal my stupidity, I rarely fail to show it. Qut of
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numeroys instances that I could cite, I will select one which does
not belong to my youthfnl days, but to a period of my life when,
having lived several years in society, I should have canght its easy
tone, if the thing had been possible. One evening, I was sitting
between two great ladies and a gentleman, whose pame I may
mention—it was the Duc de Gontaut. There was no one else in
the room, and I was doing my utmost to supply a few words—
heaven knows what!—during 2 conversation between four persons,
three of whom certainly had no need of my supplementary efforts,
The mistress of the house ordered an opiate to be brought to her,
which she took twice a day to ease her stomach. The other lady,
seeing the wry face she made, said, laughingly: “Is it M. Tronchin's
opiate ? " # I don't think s0,” the first replied in the same tone.
“ 1 think it is lLittle better,” politely added the witty Roussean.
Everyone was amazed; not a word was utfered, not a smile was
seen, and immediately afterwards the conversation took a different
turn, In the presence of anyone else this awkward remark might
have been only amusing, but, addressed to a woman who was too
amiable net to have made herself somewhat talked about, and
whom I most certainly had no desire to offend, it was terrible;
and I believe that the two who heard it, both the lady and the
gentleman, could scarcely refrain from bursting out inio a langh,
Such are the flashes of genius which escape me when I attempt to
speak without having anything to say. I shall not easily forget
that particular instance, for not only is it in itself worthy of record,
but I cannot help thinking that it has produced results which recall
it to my mind only too often.

I think this is enough to make it intelligible how, althongh not
a fool, 1 have often been taken for one, even by people who were
in a position to judge correctly; what aggravates my misfortnne is
the fact that my eyes and features give promise of something better,
and the failure of this hope makes my stupidity more startling to
others. This detailed explanation, to which a special circumstance
has led me, is not without its use in reference to what follows, It
contains the solution of many extraordinary things which I have
done, and which are attributed to an unsociable disposition which I
by no means possess. I should be as fond of society as anyone
else, if [ was not sure of appearing in it, not only to my own disad-
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vantage, but quite a different person from what I really am, My
resolution to write and live in seclusion, is exactly that which suits
me. If I had been present, my powers would never have been
known, or even suspected ; this actuzlly happened in the case of
Madame Dupin, although she was a woman of intelligence, and
although I lived for several years in her house. Since that time,
she has often told me so herself. However, this rule is liable to
certain exceptions, to which I will subsequently return.

‘The extent of my capacities having thus been settled, and
the position for which I was adapted marked out for the second
time, the only question remaining was how to fit me for fulfilling
my vocation. The difficalty was that I had not studied sufficiently,
and did not even know enough Latin to be a priest. Madame de
‘Warens thought of having me taught for some time at the semi-
nary. She spoke of it to the Superior, a Lazarist! named M.
Gros, a good little man, lean and grey-haired, who had almost lost
the sight of one eye, and who was the most intelligent and the
least pedantic Lazarist that I have ever known—although, to tell
the truth, that is not saying much.

He came sometimes to see mamma, who welcomed him, petted
him, teased him, and sometimes made him lace her stays, a ser-
vice which he was only too glad to perform. While he was thus
engaged, she ran from one side of the room to the other, doing
first one thing and then another. Dragged along by ber staylace,
the Superior followed, grumbling and crying out every minute:
# Madame, do please keep still!” It was an extremely attractive
picture!

M. Gros entered heartily into mamma’s plan. He was satisfied
with a very modest fee for my board, aud undertook to teach me,
Nothing else was required except the consent of the bishop, who
not alone granted it, but offered to pay the fee. He also gave me
permission to wear my lay dress until the degree of success which
might be hoped for could be estimated Ly a trial.

What a changel T was obliged to submit. I went to the
seminary as I should bave gone to execution. A seminary is a
melancholy abode, especially for one who has just left the house

t A monk of the order of 5t. Lazare,
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of an amiable woman. I took wiith me only a single book, which
I had begged mamma to lend me, and which was a great con-
solation to me. No one wonld guess what kind of book it was:
it was a book of music. Amongst the accomplishments which
she had cultivated, mnsic had not been forgotten, She had a
good voice, sang fairly well, and played the piano a little; she
had been good enough to give me some lessons in singing, in
which she was obliged to begin at the very beginning, for I hardly
knew the music of our psalms. Eight or ten lessons, constantly
interrupted, and given me by a woman, were not enough to teach
me a quarter of the notes, much less to enable me to sing the
scales, However, T had such a passion for the art that I deter-
mined to try to practise by myself, The volume which I took
with me was not even one of the easiest; it was the cantatas
of Clérambault. The doggedpess of my application may be
Imagined, when I mention that, without any knowledge of trans-
position or quantity, I succeeded in deciphering and singing
without a mistake the first air and recitative of the cantata
Alpheus and Arethusa; although, certainly, this air is 50 correctly
set, that it is only necessary to recite the verses in proper time
in order to catch the air.

At the seminary there was a confounded Lazarist, who took
charge of me, and disgusted me with the Latin which he wanted
to teach me. He had sleek, greasy, black hair, a gingerbread
face, a voice like a buffalo, the look of a night-owl and a beard
like boar’s bristles; his smile was sardonic, his limbs moved like
those of a jointed doll, I have forgotten his hateful name, but
his frightful and mawkish face has remained in my memory, and
I can scarcely think of il without a shudder. I faney I still
meet him in the corridors, politely holding out his dirty sgoare
cap, as an invitation to enter his room, which was more dreadful
to me than g prison cell. Imagine the impression such a teacher
produced by contrast upon the pupil of a court Abbé,

If I had remained two months at the merey of this monster, I
am convinced that I should have lost my reason. But good M.
Gros, who perceived that T was depressed, that I ate nothing and
grew thin, guessed the reason of my grief; it was not bard to do sol
He rescued me from the claws of my wild beast, and, by a still
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more marked contrast, handed me over to the gentlest of men, a
young Abbé from Le Faucigny,! named Gitier, who was going
through his college course, and who, from a desire to oblige M.
Gros, and also, 1 believe, from feelings of humanity, was so good as
to rob his own studies of the time he devoted to the direction of
mine. I bave never seen a more touching expression than M,
Gdtier’s. He was fair, and his beard inclined to be red ; he had
the ordinary appearance of those who came from his province, who
all conceal considerable intelligence under a heavy exterior; but
what trnly distingnished bim was a tender, affectionate and loving
heart. There was in his large blue eyes a mixture of gentleness,
tenderness and sadness, which made it impossible for anyone to
see him without being attracted by him. From the looks and
manner of this poor young man, one wonld have said that he fore-
saw his destiny, and that he felt he was born to be unhappy.

His character did not belie his looks; full of patience, and
ever ready to oblige, he seemed rather to study with than to teach
me. That alone was more than enough to make me love him; his
predecessor had made that exceedingly easy., However, in spite of
all the time that he devoted fo me, in spite of the hearty good-will
with which we both devoted ourselves to our studies, and although
he went quite the right way to work, I made little progress, although
I worked hard. [t is singular that, although endowed with con-
siderable powers ot apprehension, [ have never been able to learn
anything with tutors, with the exception of my father and M, Lam-
bercier. The little additional knowledge 1 possess I owe to my
own unaided eflorts, as will be presentiy seen. My spirit, impatient
of any kind of constraint, cannot submit to the laws of the moment;
even the fear of not learning prevents my attention; for fear of
making those who are talking to me impatient, I pretend to under.
stand them; they accordingly go on, and I understand nothing. My
mind must fix its own time for work: it cannot submit to that
which is fixed by another.

The time of ordination came, and M. Giter returned to his
province in deacon’s orders. He took with him my regrets, my
attachment, my gratitude. I offered prayers on his behalf, which

1 A small pravince of the Duchy of Savoy.
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were n0 more granted than those which I offerad for myself. Some
years afterwards, I learned that, while wvicaire of a parish, he
seduced a girl, the only one whom, in spite of a very tender heart,
be had ever loved. The gitl had a child by him, which cansed a
terrible scandal in a parish which was very strictly managed. The -
priests, being under good regulations, are mnot allowed to have
children—except by married women, For his offence against this
rule of propriety, he was imprisoned, disgraced, and deprived of
his benefice. 1 do not know whether he afterwards regained his
position, but the thought of his misfortune, deeply graven on my
heart, returned to me when I wrote * Emile”; and, uniting M.
Giltier with M. Gaime, I made of these two worthy priests the
original of the * Savoyard Vicar.” 1 flatter myself that the imita-
tion has not disgraced its originals.

While I was at the seminary, M. d’Aubonne was obliged to
leave Annecy. The Intendant took it into his head to be displeased
that he made love to his wife. This was playing the part of the
dog in the manger; for, althongh Madame Corvezi was extremely
amiable, he lived on very bad terms with her; ultramontane
tendencies rendered her useless to him, and he treated her so
brutally that a separation was talked of. M. Corvezi was an ugly-
looking fellow, black as a mole, knavish as an owl, and who, by
continued abuse of his office, ended in getting dismissed himself,
It is said that the natives of Provence revenge themselves upon
their enemies by songs; M. d'Aubonne revenged himself upon his
by a comedy; he sent the piece to Madame de Warens, who
showed it to me. It pleased me, and put inte my head the idea
of writing one myself, in order to see whether I was really such a
fool as the author had declared me to be; but I did not carry out
this idea until I went to Chambéri, where I wrote L'dAmant de Iui-
méme. Consequently, when I state in the preface to this piece that
I wrote it when I was eighteen years old, 1 have deviated from the
truth in the matter a few years.

It was nearly about this time that an event occurred, of little
importance in itself, but which affected me, and made a stir in the
world when I had already forgotten It. One day in every week I
had permission to go out; it is not necessary to say what use I
made of it. One Sunday, when 1 was with mamma, a fire broke
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out in a huilding belanging to the Grey Friars, which adjoined the
house she occupied. This building, in which was their oven, was
crammed full of dry faggots. In a very short time the whole was
in flames. The house was in great danger, already enveloped by
the flames which the wind drove in that direction. Everyone made
ready to remove the furniture as quickly as possible, and to carry
it into the garden, which was opposite the windows of my old room,
beyond the brook of which I have already spoken, I was so con-
fused, that I threw out of the window promiscuously everything
that came into my hands, even a large stone mortar, which at any
other time I should scarcely have been able to lift ; in like manner
I should have thrown out a large locking-glass, had not someone
stopped me. The good bishop, who had come to pay mamma a
visit, did not remain idle. He took her into the garden, where he
began to pray with her and all those who were there, so that, when
I came up some time later, I found all cn their knees and followed
their example. During the holy man’s prayer, the wind changed,
but so suddenly and just at the right moment, that the flames,
which enveloped the honse and were already making their way
through the windows, were blown to the other side of the court,
and the house suffered no damage. Two years later, after the
death of M. de Bernex, his former brethren, the Antonines, began
to collect evidence which might serve towards his beatification. At
the earnest request of Father Boundet, I added to this evidence an
attestation of the fact which I have just related, in which I was
right; but, in giving out the fact for a miracle, I was wrong. I had
seen the bishop at prayers, and during his prayers I had seen the
wind change, and just at the critical moment ; this I was able to
state and certify ; but that one of these two things was the canse of
the other, this I ought not to have certified, because I could not
possibly know. However, as far as I can recollect my ideas, I was
at that time a sincere Catholic, and therefore a good believer.
The love of the marvellous, so natural to the human heart, my
veneration for this virtuous prelate, the feeling of secret pride at
having, perhaps, contributed to the miracle myself, helped to lead
me astray ; and it is quite certain that, if this miracle had been the
result of fervent prayer, I might with good reason have claimed a
ghare in it. More than thirty years afterwards, when I published
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my © Lettres de 1a Montagne,” M. Fréron somehow or other un-
carthed this lestimony and made use of it in his papers. I must
confess that it was a fortunate discovery, and it seemed fo me very
amusing that it was made at so opportune a moment,

I was destined to be the rejected of all professions. Although
M. Gétier had given the least unfavourable account of my progress
that he possibly could, it was easily seen that it was out of propor-
tion to my efforts, and that was no encouragement to make me
study further. Accordingly, the bishop and the Superior refused
to have any more to do with me, and gave me back to Madame de
Warens as a person not even good enough for a priest; in other
respects, a good enough lad, they said, and free from vice : which
was the reason why, in spite of 50 many discouraging prejudices
against me, she did not desert me.

I brought back to her in triumph hex volume of music, of which
1 had made such good use. My air of Alpheus and Arethusa was
nearly all that I had learnt at the seminary. My marked taste for
this art gave her the idea of making me a musician; the oppor-
tunity was favourable ; she had music at ber house at least once a
week, and the choir-master of the catbedral, who directed these
little concerts, was a frequent visitor. He was a Parisian, named
Le Maitre, a good composer, very lively, very gay, still young,
tolerably good-looking, not very intelligent, but, on the whole, a
good fellow. Mamma introduced me to him. I took 2 faney to
him, and he was not displeased with me; the fee was discussed
and settled. In short, I went to his house, where I passed the
winter the more agreeably, as it was only twenty yards distant from
mamma’s; we were with her in a moment, and very often supped
there together.

It will be readily imagined that life in the choir-master’s house,
where singing and galety prevailed, together with musicians and
choir-boys, pleased me far better than life in the seminary with the
fathers of St. Lazare. However, this life, although more unre-
strained, was not less orderly and regular. I was born to love inde-
pendence, without abusing it. For six whole manths, [ never went
out once, except to visit mamma or to attend church, nor did I ever
feel temapted to do so. This period is one of those during which I
have enjoyed the greatest calm, and which I recall with the greatest
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pleasure. Of the various sitnations in which I have found myself,
some have been distinguished by such a feeling of comfort, that, in
recalling them, I am as affected by them as if I were still similarly
situated. I Dot only recall times, places, persons, but all the sut-
rounding objects, the temperature of the air, its smell, its colonr,
a certain local impression only felt there, the lively remembrance of
which stirs my old transports anew. For instance, all that was
repeated in the choir-master’s bouse, all that was sung in the choir,
everything that took place there, the beautiful and majestic dress
of the canons, the chasubles of the priests, the mitres of the chan.
ters, the faces of the musicians, an old lame carpenter, who played
the counterbass, a fair little Abbé who played the violin, the ragged
cassock which, after laying down his sword, M. le Maitre put on
over his lay-coat, and the beautifu]l fine surplice with which he
covered its rags when he went to the choir ; the pride with which,
holding my little flageolet, I ook my place in the orchestra in the
gallery, to assist in the end of a recitative which M. le Matire had
composed on purpose for me; the good dinner waiting for us after-
wards, the good appetite we took to it—all these objects together,
recurring most vividly a hundred times to my memory, have en-
chanted me as much or even more than the reality had ever done.
1 have always preserved a tender affection for a certain air of the
Conditor alme sideruw which goes in iambics, because, one Advent
Sunday, 1 heard from my bed this hymn being sung before day-
break on the steps of the cathedral, according to a custom of that
church. Mademoiselle de Merceret, mamma’s chambermaid, knew
a little music. Ishall never forget a little motet, called A4 ferte, which
M. le Majitire made me sing with her, and which her mistress
listened to with great pleasure. In short, everything, down to the
good servant Perrine, who was so goed a girl, and whom the choir-
boys teased to madness, frequently comes back to me from those
innocent and happy times, to enchant and sadden me,

I lived at Annecy for nearly a year without the least reproach;
everybody was satisfied with me. Since my departure from Turin
I had committed no follies, nor was I guilty of any as long as I was
under mamma's eyes. She guided me, and always guided me well ;
my attachment to her had become my only passion, and, a proof
that it was not a foolish passion, my heart formed my reasom.
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It is true that a single sentiment, absorbing, so to speak, all my
faculties, put it out of my power to learn anything, even music,
although I did my utmost. But it was not my fanlt; the most
perfect good-will was there, and steady application. But I was
distracted, a dreamer ; I sighed. What could I do? Nothing that
depended upon me was wanting to ensure my progress; but, in
order for me to commit fresh follies, I only needed s subject to put
them into my head. This subject presented itself; chance arranged
matters, and, as will be seen in the sequel, my stupid head knew
how to profit by it.

Oue evening during the month of February, in very cold
weather, while we were all seated round the fice, we heard a knock
at the street door. Perrine took her lantern, went down and opened
it; and returned with a young man, who came up stairs, introduced
himself with an easy air, paid M. le Maitrs a short and well-turned
compliment, and told us that he was a French musician, obliged by
the low state of his finances to offer his services to churches, in
order to pay his way. When be heard the words ¢ French musl-
cian,” Le Maitre’s good heart leaped for joy; he was passionately
fond of his country and his profession. He received the young
wayfarer, offered him a night's lodging, of which he seemed sorely
in want, and which he accepted without much ceremony. I ex-
amined him while he was warming himself and chattering, while
walting for supper. He was short of stature, but broad-shouldered.
There was something misshapen aboot his figure, without any
special deformity ; he was, so to speak, a hunchback with straight
shoulders, and I fancy that he limped a little. His black coat was
worn out by constant use rather than old, and was falling to pieces;
his shirt, made of very fine linen, was very dirty; he wore beautiful
fringed ruffles and paiters, in either of which he could have put
both his legs; and, by way of protection against the snow, he had
a little hat only fit to carry under his arm. In this whimsical
attire, however, there was something noble, to which his general
demeanour did not give the lie. His expresston was pleasant and
intelligent : he spoke readily and well, although his language was
rather too free. Everything about him showed him to be a young
libertine of good education, who did not go begging like a beggar,
but like a madecap. He told us that his name was Venture de
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Villeneuve, that he came from Paris, that he had lost his way,
and, forgetting for the moment his #ile of musician, he added that
he was going to Grenoble to see one of his relations who was a
member of the parliament.

During supper the conversation turned upon music, and he
spoke well upon the subject. He was acquainted with all the great
virtuosi, all the famous works, all the actors and actresses, pretty
women, and great noblemen. He appeared familiar with every-
thing that was alluded to; but, directly a subject was broached, he
upset the discussion with some broad joke, which made us laugh
and forget what had been said. It was Saturday; on the following
day there was music in the cathedral. M. le Maitre proposed to
him to take part in the singing; “With pleasure,” he replied. Being
asked what part he took, he answered, * Alto,” and went on to speak
of something else. Before church, his part was given him to look
through ; but he never even glanced at it. This piece of swagger
surprised Le Maitre, * You will see,” he whispered to me, * that
he doesn't know a note.” I am very much afraid so,” I replied.
I foliowed them full of uneasiness. When the singing began, my
heart beat violently, for I was greatly interested in him,

I soon found I had no reason for uneasiness. He sang his two
parts with the greatest correctness and the best taste imaginable,
and, what was more, in a charming voice. I have rarely expe-
rienced a more agreeable surprise. After mass, he was highly
complimented by the canons and musicians, whom he thanked in
his nsual jesting maoner, but with perfect grace. M, le Malire
embraced him heartily; I did the same; he saw that I was very
glad, and this seemed to afford him pleasure.

The reader will assuredly agree with me that, after having
become infatuated with BAcle, who, when all is said and done, was
nothing but a boor, it was only to be expected that I should be
enchanted by Venture, a man of education, talent, intelligence,
and woridly experience, who might be called an agreeable rake.
This was just what happened to me, and which, I think, would
have happened to any other young man in my position, the more
easily in proportion as he possessed better judgment in recognisi
merit, and greater inclination to allow himself to be fascinated by
it; for undoubtedly Venture possessed merit, and a merit very rare
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at his age—that of not being too eager to display his accomplish-
ments. Itls true that he boasted about many things, which he did
not understand at all; but of those things which he knew well, and
these were by no means few, he said nothing—he waited for the
opportunity of showing his knowledge, and when it came, he took
advantage of it without exhibiting too much eagerness, which
produced a great effect. As he stopped at each snbject, withont
speaking of the rest, one could never tell when his knowledge was
exhausted, ‘Witty, droll, inexhaustible, seductive in conversatiomn,
always smiling and never laughing, he would say the rudest things
in the most refined tone without ever giving offence. Even the
most modest women were astonished at what they endured from
him. It was nseless for them to feel that they ought to be angry—
they could not. He wanted nothing but loose women, and 1 do
pot believe that he was made to succeed with the sex, but he was
certainly made to enliven immensely the society of those who
enjoyed that good fortune. In a country where such agreeable
accomplishments were duly esteemed and loved, he could not long
remain limited to the sphere of a musician.

My liking for M. Venture, more reasonable in its cause, was
also less extravagant in its eflects than my friendship for M, Bicle,
although it was warmer and more lasting. I loved to see him’
to listen to him; everything he did appeared to me charming,
everything he said was an oracle to me; but my infatvation did
not go so far that I could not have endured separation from him.
I had in my neighbourhood a good safeguard against such extrava.
gance. Besides, I felt that his principles, although they might
be very good for him, were of no value to me; I wanted a different
king of pleasure, of which he had no idea, and of which I did
not even venture to speak to him, as I felt sure that he would
ooly have laughed at me. However, I would gladly have united
this new attachment with that which already had possession of
me. I spoke of him fo mamma with transport; Le Maitre spoke
of bim to her in terms of the highest praise. She consented that
he should be introduced to her; but the meeting was altogether
unsuccessful. He found her affected; she found him dissolute,
and, being alarmed to think that I bad formed so undesirable an
acquaintance, she not only forbade me to bring him again, but
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painted in such lively colours the risks I ran with this young
man, that I became 2 little more reserved in my intercourse with
him, and, luckily for my morals and my understanding, we were
soon separated.

M. le Maitre had the taste of all the followers of his pro-
fession: he was fond of wine. At table, however, he was tem-
perate; when working in his study, he was obliged to drink. His
maidservant knew him so well that, a8 soon as he arranged his
paper in order fo compose, and took up his vicloncello, his jug
and glass arrived the moment after, and the jug was replenished
from time to time. Without ever being completely drunk, he
was always fuddled; this was really a pity, for he was essentially
a good fellow, and so playiful that mamma always called him the
“Kitten," Unfortunately, he was fond of his talent, worked hard
and drank proportionately. This told upon his health, and, in
the end, upon his temper; he was sometimes suspicious and ready
to take offence. Incapable of rudeness, incapable of failing in
respect to anyone, he never used bad language, even to one of
his cheir-boys; but neither was anyone allowed to fail in respect
to him, as was only fair, The misfortune was that he had too
little intelligence to distinguish manners and characters, and often
took offence at nothing,

The ancient Chapter of Geneva, into which formerly so many
princes and bishops esteemed it an honour to be admitted, has lost
in exile some of its ancient splendour, but has retained its pride.
In order to be admitted, it is still necessary to be a gentleman or
doctor of Sorbonne ; and if there is an excusable pride, next after
that which is derived from personal merit, it is that which is
derived from birth. Besides, all the priests, who have laymen in
their service, as a rule treat them with considerable arrogance.
It was thus that the canons often treated Le Maftre. The precentor
especially, the Abbé de Vidonne, who in other respects was ex-
tremely polite but too proud of his noble birth, did not always
treat him with the respect which his talents deserved, and Le
Maltre could not endure this disdain. This year, during Passion
week, they had 2 more serious dispute than usuzl at a regulation
dinner given by the bishop to the canons, to which Le Mattre was
always invited, The precentor showed him some slight, and said
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something harsh to him, which he was unable to stomach. He
immediately resolved to run away the opext night, and nothing
could dissnade him from this; although Madame de Warens, to
whom he went to say good-bye, did her utmost to appease him.
He could not forego the pleasure of avenging himself upon his
tyrants, by leaving them in the lurch during the Easter festival,
which was just the time when his services were most needed.
But what troubled him most was his music, which he wanted to
take with him—no easy task, for it filled a tolerably heavy box
which eould not be carried under the arm.

Mamma did what I shounld have done in her place, and should
do again. After many fruitless attempts to keep him back, seeing
that he had made up his mind to depart, whatever happened, she
devoted herself to assisting him as far as she possibly couild. 1
venture fo say that it was her duty to do so. Le Maitre had,
so to say, devoted himself entirely to her service. In reference
to his art, as well as other attentions, he was entirely at her
command; and the heartiness with which he carried out what
she desired attached a double value to his readiness to oblige.
Consequently, she only repaid a friend, on a eritical occaslon, for
all that he had done for her on many separate oceasions during
three or four years, although she had a heart which, in order to
repay such obligations, had no need to be reminded that they
were obligations., She sent for me and ordered me to follow Le
Maitre at least as far as Lyons, and rot to leave him as fong
as he needed my assistance. She has since confessed to me,
that the desive of separating me from Venture had been one of
her chief considerations in this arrangement. She consunlted
Claude Anet, her faithful servant, about the removal of the
box. He was of opinion that it would infallibly lead to discovery
if we hired a beast of burden in Annecy; that, as soon as it was
dark, we onght to carry the box ourselves a certain distance, and
then hire an ass in some village to convey it as far as Seyssel,
where, being on French territory, we should no longer run any
risk,. We followed his advice; we set out the same night at
seven o'clock, and mamma, on pretence of paying my expenses,
reinforced the lightly-filled purse of the poor “Kitten” by a sum
of money which wag very useful to him. Claude Anet, the

VOL. I g
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gardener, and myself carried the box as best we eould as far as
the first village, where an ass relieved ns; and the same night
we reached Seyssel.

1 believe that I have already observed that there are times
when 1 so little resemble myself, that one would take me for another
man of quite an opposite character. The following is a case in
point. M. Reydelet, curé of Seyssel, was canon of St. Peter's,
consequently acquainted with Le Maltre, and one of the persons
from whom it was most important that he should conceal himself.
My advice, on the contrary, was that we should present ourselves
to him, and, on some pretext or other, ask him for a night’s lodging,
as if we were at Seyssel with the sanction of the Chapter. Le
Maitre liked the idea, which made his revenge ironical and amusing.
‘We accordingly proceeded boldly to M. Reydelet’s house, and were
kindly received. Le Maitre told him that he was going to Bellay,
at the request of the bishop, to conduct the choir at the Easter
festival, and that he expected to pass through Seyssel again in 2
few days; while 1, to back up these lies, poured out a bundred
others so unconcernedly, that M. Reydelet, finding me a nice-look-
ing lad, took a fancy to me, and spoke to me in a most friendly
manner. We were well entertained and well lodged. M. Reydelet
did not know how to make enongh of us; and we parted the best
friends in the world, promising to stop longer on our return. We
could scarcely wait ti]l we were alone before we burst out langhing,
and I declare that I do the same now, whenever I think of it; for I
cannot imagine a piece of waggery better planved or more happily
executed. It would have kept us in good spirits throughout the
journey, had not Le Maitre, who drank incessantly, and went
from one tavern to another, been attacked two or three times by
fits to which he was very liable, which strongly resembled epilepsy.
These attacks alarmed me, and made me think how I could best
get out of it.

We went on to Bellay to spend Easter, as we had told M.
Reydelet; and, although we were not expected there, we were
received by the choir-master, and joyfully welcomed by all. Le
Maitre had a reputation, and deserved it. The choir-master made
a point of producing his best works, and endeavoured to obtain the
approval of =0 experienced a critic; for Le Maitre, besides being a
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connolsseur, was always fair, free from jealousy, and no flatterer,
He was s0 superior to all these provincial choir-masters, and they
were so well aware of it, that they locked upon him rather as their
chief than as a brother professional.

After having spent four or five days very agreeably at Bellay,
we set out again and continued our journey without any further
adventures than those which I have just mentioned. When we
arrived at Lyons, we put up at Notre Dame de Pitié; and, while we
were waiting for the box (which, thanks to another lie, we had
persuaded our kind patron, M. Reydelet, to put on board a vessel
on the Rhone), Le Maltre went to see his acquaintances, amongst
others Father Caton, a Grey friar, of whom I shall have something
to say later, and the Abbé Dortan, Comte de Lyon. Both received
him kindly, but afterwards betrayed him, as wilt presently be scen ;
his good lnck had become exhausted at M. Reydelet’s.

Two days after our arrival at Lyons, as we were going through
a little street oot far from our inn, Le Maitre was overtaken by one
of his attacks, which was so violent that I was seized with affright.
I cried out and shouted for help, gave the name of his inn, and
begged someone to take him there; then, while the erowd gathered
round, eager to assist a man who had fallen senseless and foaming
at the month in the middle of the street, he was abandoned by the
only friend on whom he had a right to depend. I seized the
moment{ when nobody was thinking of me; I turped the corner
of the street and disappeared. Thank Heaven, I have finished
this third painful confession! If T had many more of a similar
kind to make, I shonld abandon the task 1 have commenced.

Of all the incidents I have related up to the present time, some
traces have remained in all the places where I have lived ; those
which 1 shall relate in the next book are almost entirely unknown.
They are the greatest extravagances of my life, and it is fortunate
that they have not led to worse resnlts, But my head, raised to
the pitch of a foreign instrument, was out of its proper key: it
recovered it of itself, and T abandoned my follies, or at least only
committed such as were more in agreement with my natural dis-
position, This pericd of my youth is the one of which I have the
most confused idea. During this time scarcely anything occurred
of sufficient interest to my heart for me to preserve a lively recol-

g2
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lection of it; and it is almost unavoidable that, amidst so many
wanderings backwards and forwards, so many successive changes,
I should transpose timee or places. I am writing entirely from
memory, without notes, without materials to assist my recollection.
There are events in my life which are as fresh in my mind as if
they had just happened ; but there are alsoc gaps and voids, which
I can ozly fill up by the aid of a narrative which is as confnsed
as the recollection of it which has remained to me. It is, therefore,
possible that I have sometimes made mistakes, and 1 may do so
again. in unimportant matters, up to the time when I possess surer
information regarding myself; but, in all that is really of essential
importance, T feel sure of being an accurate and faithful chronicler,
as I sball always endeavour to be in everything—of that the reader
may rest assured.

As soon as I had left Le Maitre, I made up my mind, and set
out again for Annecy. The reason and secrecy of our departure
bad greatly interested me in the safety of our retreat; and this
interest, which entirely absorbed my attention, had for some days
diverted me from the thought of return; but as soon as a feeling ot
security left me free from anxiety, the ruling passion recovered its
ascendency. Nothing flattered or tempted me ; my only desire was
fo return to mamma. The warmth and tenderness of my attach-
ment to her had uprooted from my heart all imaginary projects, all
the follies of ambition. 1 saw no other happiness than that of
living with her, and I never went a step without feeling that I was
removing further from this happiness. 1 accordingly returned to
her as soon as it was possible. My return was so speedy, and my
mind eo distracted, that, although I recall to mind all my other
journeys with the liveliest pleasure, I have not the slightest recol-
lection of this; I remember nothing about it, except my departure
from Lyons and my arrival at Annecy. I leave it to the reader to
imagine whether this latter peried is ever likely to fade from my
memery. On my arrival, I no longer found Madame de Warens;
she had set out for Paris.

I have never learnt the real secret of this journey. She
would have told me, I am convinced, if I had pressed her to do so;
but no one was ever less curious than myself about his friends’
sectets; my heart, occupied only with the present, is entirely fillad



ROUSSLAU 133

with it, and, except for past pleasures, which benceforth form my
only enjoyment, there is no empty corner in it for anything that is
past. From the little that she told me, I fancied that, owing to the
revolution at Turin, caused by the abdication of the King of
Sardinia, she was afraid of being forgotten, and was anxions, with
the assistance of the intrigues of M. d’Aubonne, to endeavour to
obtain the same advantages at the French court, which, as she
often told me, she would herself have preferred, because, in the
midst of so many important affairs, one is not kept under such
disagreeable surveillance, If this is true, it is surprising that, on
her retorn, she was not reparded with greater disfavour, and that
she has always drawn her pension uninterruptedly. Many believe
that she was charged with some secret commission, either by the
bishop, who had business at the French court and was obliged to
nndertake a journey thither himself, or by some even more powerful
personage, who knew how to insure her a happy return. It is
certain that, if this be the case, the ambassadress was not ill-chosen,
and that, still young and beautiful, she possessed all the necessary
gualifications for carrying ont a negotiation suceessfully.
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BOOK 1V
[1731-1732.]

I arrivED at Annecy, where I no longer found her, Imagine
my surprise and grief! Then, for the first time, my regret at
having abandoned Le Maitre in 80 cowardly s manner made itself
felt. It became keener still, when I heard of the misfortunes that
had befallen him. His box of music, which contained all his
worldly goods, the precions box, which had cost such trouble ta
save, had been seized on its arrival at Lyons, in consequence of a
letter, in which the Chapter had informed Comte Dortan of its
secret removal. Le Maitre in vain claimed his property, his means
of livelibood, the work of his whole life. ‘The awnership of the box
was at least open to dispute; but the question was not raised,
The matter was decided on the spot by the law of the stronger,
and poor Le Maitre thus lost the fruit of his talents, the work of
his youth and the resource of his old age.

Nothing was wanting to the blow which fell upon me to make
it overwhelming. But I was at an age when great sorrow takes
little hold, and I soon found means of consolation. I expected
soon to hear news of Madame de Warens, although I did not
know her address and she was ignorant of my return; and, as
for my desertion of Le Maitre, all things considered, I did not
find it so blameworthy. I had been of service to him in his
flight; that was the only service I could render him. If I had
remained with him in Franee, I could not have cured him
of his illness, I could not have saved his box, I should only
have doubled his expenditure without being able to help him,
This was the light in which I then regarded the matter: I regard
it differently now. A mean action does not torture us when we
have just committed it, but long afterwards, when we recall it
to mind; for the remembrance of it never dies.

In order to get news of mamma, the only thing I could do was
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to wait; for where could I look for her in Paris, and what means
had I to make the jonrney? Annecy was the safest place to gain
tidings of her whereabouts, sooner or later. I therefore remained
where I was, but behaved very badly. I never called on the bishop,
who had already assisted me, and might have assisted me further; .
my patroness was no longer near me, and 1 was afrald of being
reprimanded by him for running away. Still less did I go to the
seminary; M. Gros was no longer there. 1 visited nons of my
acquaintances; however, T should have liked to go and see the
Intendant’s wife, but was afraid to do s0. I did worse than this; 1
found M. Venture again, of whom, in spite of my enthusiasm for
him, I had not even thought since my departure. I found him
resplendent, féted throughout Arnecy; the ladies fought for him.
This success completely turned my head. I saw no ome but
Venture, who almost made me forget Madame de Warens. In
order to profit by his lessons more easily, I proposed to him to
share his lodgings; he agreed. He lodged at a shoemaker's, a
pleasant and amusing fellow, who in his pateis never called his
wife anything except salopidre (slut), a name which she fuily
deserved. He often had quarrels with her, which Venture did his
best to prolong, while pretending that he wanfed to put a stop to
them. Coldly, and in his Provencal dialect, he used words and
expressions to them which produced the greatest effect; the scenes
that took place were encugh to make one burst with langhter. In
this manner the mornings passed befere we were aware of it; at
two or three o'clock we tock a modest lunch ; Venture went to visit
his friends, with whom he took dinner, while I went for a solitary
walk, meditating upon his great advantages, admiring and envious
of his rare talents, and cursing my unlucky star for not summoning
me to an equally happy lot. How little I knew about it! my own
life would have been a hundred times more delightful, if I had been
less foolish, and had known better how to emjoy it!

Madame de Warens had only taken Anet with her; she had
left Merceret behind, her maid of whom I have already spoken, and
whom I found still occupying her mistress’s room. Mademoiselle
Merceret was a little older than myself, not pretty, but sufficiently
agreeable; a good Fribourgeoise, free from vice, in whom I dis-
covered no other failing except that at times she was somewhat
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insubordinate to her mistress. I went to gee her pretty often ; she
was an old acquaintance, and the sight of her reminded me of
another still dearer, for whose sake I loved her. She had several
friends, amongst them a certain Mademoiselle Giraud, a Genevese,
who, for my sins, took it into her head to take a fancy to me. She
continually pressed Merceret to take me to see her, which I allowed
her to do, because I was fond of her, and there were other young
persons there whose company was very agreeable. As for Made-
moiselle Giraud, who made up to me in every possible way, nothing
could add to the aversion 1 felt towards her. When she put her
withered black snout, filthy with snuff, near my face, I could hardly
keep from spitting on it. But I bore it patiently; besides, I enjoyed
myself very much with all the girls, all of whom, either to pay court
to Mademociselle Giraud, or for my own sake, vied with one another
in making much of me. In all this I saw nothing but friendship.
Sinee then, I have sometimes thought that it only rested with
myself to see something more; but it never occurred to me, I never
even gave it a thought.

Besides, sempstresses, chambermaids, and shop girls had not
much temptation for me; I wanted young ladies. Everyone has
his fancies ; this has always been mine, and my ideas on this polnt
are not those of Horace. However, it is certainly not the vanity
of rank and position that attracts me; it is a wel] preserved com-
plexion, beautiful hands, a charming toilet, a general air of elegance
and neatness, better faste in dress and expression, a finer and
better made gown, a nattier pair of shoes, ribbons, lace, better
arranged hair—this is what attracts me. I should always prefer
a girl, even of less personal attractions, if better dressed. I myself
confess this preference is ridieunlons; but my heatt, in spite of
myself, makes me entertain it.

Well! once again these advantages offered themeselves, and
it only rested with myself to profit by them, How I love, from
time to time, to come suddenly vpon the delightful moments of
my youth! They were so sweet to me; they have been so brief,
so rare, and I bhave enjoyed them so cheaply! Ah! the mere
remembrance of them brings back to my heart an unmixed plea-
sure, which I sorely need to reanimate my courage and to sustain
the weariness of my remaining years. /
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One morning, the dawn appeared so beautiful that T threw
on my clothes and hurried out into the country to see the sun
rise. I enjoyed this sight in all its charm; it was the week after
the festival of St. John. The earth, decked in its greatest splen-
dour, was covered with verdure and flowers; the nightingales,
nearly at the end of their song, seemed to delight in singing the
londer; all the birds, uniting in their farewell to Spring, were
singing in honour of the birth of a beautiful summer day, one
of thase beautiful days which one no longer sees at my age, and
which are upknown in the melancholy land? in which I am now
living. :

Without perceiving it, I had wandered some distance from
the town; the heat increased, and [ walked along under the shady
trees of a little valley by the side of a brook. I heard behind
me the sound of horses’ hoofs and the voices of gitls, who seemed
In a difficulty, but, nevertheless, were langhing heartily at it. I
turned round, and heard myself called by name; when I drew
near, [ found two young ladies of my acquaintance, Mademoi-
selle de Graffenried and Mademoiselle Galley, who, being poor
horsewomen, did not know how to make their horses cross the
brook. Mademoiselle de Graffenried was an amiable young Ber-
nese, who, baving been driven from her home in consequence of
some youthful folly, had followed the example of Madame de
‘Warens, at whose house I had sometimes seen her; but, as she
had no pension, she had been only too glad to attach herself to
Mademoiselle Galley, who, having conceived a friendship for her,
had persuaded ber mother to let her stay with her as her com-
panion until she could find some employment. Mademoiselle
Galley was a year younger thanm her companion, and better.
locking ; there was something about her more delicate and more
refined; at the same time, she had a very neat and well-developed
figure, the greatest charm a girl can possess. They loved
each other tenderly, and their good-nature could not fail to keep
up this intimacy, unless some lover came to disturb it. They
told me that they were on their way to Toune, an old chiteau
belonging to Madame Galley; they begged me to assist them to

t Rousgeau was at this time at Wootton, in Staffordshire,
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get their horses across, which they could not manage by them-
selves, T waated to whip the horses, but they were afraid that
1 might be kicked and they themselves thrown off. I accordingly
had recourse to another expedient. I took Mademoiselle Galley's
borse by the bridle, and then, pulling it after me, crossed the
brook with the water up to my knees; the other horse followed
without any hesitation. After this, I wanted to take leave of the
young ladies and go my way like a fool. They whispered a few
words to each other, and Mademoiselle de Graffenried, turning
to me, said, “ No, no; you shan’t escape us like that. Yon have
got wet in serving us, and we owe it as a duty to our conscience
to see that you get dry. You must come with us, if you please;
we make your our prisoner,”” My heart beat; I looked at Made-
moiselle Galley, “Yes, yes," added she, langhing at my Iook
of affright ; * prisoner of war. Get up behind her; we will give a
good account of you." * But, mademoiselle,” I objected, *I have
not the honour of your mother’s acquaintance; what will she
say when she sees me? " * Her mother Is not at Toune,” replied
Mademoiselle de Graffenried; *we are alone; we retrn this
evening, and you can return with ns.”

The effect of electricity is not more rapid than was the effect of
these words upon me. Trembling with joy, I sprang npon Made-
moiselle de Graffenried’s horse; and, when I was cobliged to put
my arm round her waist to support myself, my heart beat so
violently that she noticed it. She told me that hers was beating
too, since she was afraid of falling. In the sitwation in which I
was, this was almost an invitation to me to verify the truth for
myself; but 1 had not the courage; and, during the whole of the
ride, my ¢wo arms surrounded her like a belt, which certainly held
her tight, but never shifted its place for a moment. Many women
who read this would like to box my ears—and they would not be
WIODE.

The pleasant excursion and the chatter of the young ladies
made me so0 talkative that we were never silent for a moment until
eveping—in fact, as long as we were together. They had put me
so completely at my ease, that my tongue was as cloquent as my
eyes, althongh not in the same manner. For a few moments only,
when I found myself alone with one or the other, the conversation
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became a liitle constrained ; but the absent one soon returned, and
did not allow us time to investigate the reason of our embarrass.
ment.

When we reached Toune, afier I had first dried myself, we
breakfasted. Next, it was necessary to proceed to the important
business of dinner. The young ladies from time to time left off
their cooking to kiss the farmer's children, and their poor scullion
locked on and smothered his vexation. Provisions had been sent
from the town, and all that was requisite for a good dinper,
especially in the matter of delicacies; but, unfortunately, the wine
had been forgotten. This was no wonder, since the young ladies
did not drink it ; but I was sorry for it, since 1 had counted upon
its assistance to give me courage, They also were annoyed,
possibly for the same reason, although 1 do not think go, Their
lively and charming gaiety was innocence personified; besides,
what could the two of them have done with me? They sent all
round the neighbourhood to try and get some wine, but without
success, 80 abstemions and poor are the peasants of this canton.
‘They expressed their regret to me; I said that they need not be so
concerned about it, that they did not require wine in order fo
intoxicate me, This was the only compliment I ventured to pay
them during the day; but I believe that the roguish creatures saw
clearly enough that the compliment was sincere.

We dined in the farmer's kitchen, the two friends seated cn
benches on either side of the long table, and their guest between
them on a. three-legged stool. What a dinner! what an enchanting
remembrance! Why should a man, when he can enjoy pleasures
so pure and real at so little cost, fry fo find new omes? No
supper at any of the pefites maisons of Paris ¢conld be compared
to this meal, not only for gaiety and cheerfulness, but, I declare,
for senspal enjoyment.

After dinner we practised a little economy. Instead of drinking
the coffee which remained over from breakfast, we kept it for our
tea with the cream and cakes which they had brought with them;
and, to keep up our appetites, we weat into the orchard to finish
our dessert with cherries, [ climbed np the tree, and threw down
bunches of fruit, while they threw the stones back at me through
the branches. Once Mademoiselle Galley, holding ont her apron
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and throwing back her head, presented herself as a mark so
prettily, and I took such accurate aim, that 1 threw a bunch
right into her bosom. How we laughed! I said to myself, If
my lips were ouly cherries, how readily would I throw them into
the same place!

The day passed in this manner in the most uarestrained
enjoyment, which, however, never overstepped the limits of the
strictest decency. No doudle-entendre, no risky jest was uttered;
and this decency was by no means forced, it was perfectly
natural, and we acted and spoke as our hearts prompted. In
short, my modesty—others will call it stupidity—was so great,
that the greatest liberty of which I was guilty was once to kiss
Mademoiselle Galley's hand. It iz true that the circumstances
gave special value to this favour. We were alone, I was breathing
with difficulty, her eyes were cast down; my mouth, instead of
giving utterance to words, fastened upon her hand, which she
gently withdrew after 1 had kissed it, looking at me in a2 manner
that showed ne irritation. I do not know what I might have
said to her; her friend came into the room, and appeared to
me distinctly ugly at that moment.

At last, they remembered that they ought not to wait HH
night before returning to the town. We only just had time to
get back while it was daylight, and we hastened to set out in
the same order as we came. If I had dared, I would have
changed the order; for Mademoiselle Galley’s looks had created
a profound impression upon my heart; but I did not vecture to
say anything, and it was not for her to make the proposal. On
the way, we said to ourselves that it was a great pity that the
day was over; but, far from complaining that it had been too
short, we agreed that we had possessed the secret of lengthening
it by the aid of all the amnsements with which we bad koown
how to occupy it.

I left them almost at the spot where they had found me. With
what regret we separated | with what delight we planned to meet
again! Twelve hours spent together were for us as good as cen-
turies of intimacy. The sweet remembrance of that day cost the
young girls nothing ; the tender union between us three was worth
far livelier pleasures, which would not have suffered it to exist; wo
loved one another openly and without shame, and were ready
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to love one another always in the same manner. Innocence of
character has its enjoyment, which is certainly equal to any other,
since it knows no relaxation and pever ceases. As for me, I know
that the memory of so beautiful a daytouches and charms me mors,
and goes straighter to my heart, than the recollection of any plea-
sures that 1 have ever enjoyed. 1 did not exactly know what I
wanted with these two charming persons, but both of them in-
terested me exceedingly. I do not say that, if I had had control of
the arrangements, my heart would have been equally shared be-
tween them. I had a slight feeling of preference; I should have
been quite happy to have Mademoiselle de Graffenried as a mis-
tress; bat, if it had depended entirely upon myself, I think I should
have preferred her for an intimate friend. Be that as it may, it
seemed to me, when I left them, that I cozld no longer live without
them both. 'Who would have said that I was never to see them in
my life again, and that our love of a day was to end there?

My readers will not fail to laugh at my love adventures, and to
remark that, after lengthy preliminaries, even those which made
greatest progress, end in a kiss of the hand. O, my readers, do not
be mistaken! I have, perhaps, had greater enjoyment in my
amours which bave ended in a slmple kiss of the hand, than you
will ever have in yours, which, at least, have begun with that!

Venture, who had gone to bed very late the night before, cama
home soon after me. This time I did oot feel as pleased as usual
to see him, and I was careful not to tell him how I had spent the
day. The young ladies had spoken of him somewhat contemptu-
ously, and had seemed ill-pleased to know that I was in such bad
hands; this did him harm in my estimation, and, besides, every-
thing which drew my attention from them could not fail to be dis-
agreeable. Howaver, he soon brought me back to myself and to
him, by speaking of my position. It was too critical to be able to
continue. Although I spent very little, my purse was almost empty,
and I was without resources. No news of mamma arrived ; I did
not know what to do, and I felt a cruel pang at seeing the friend of
Mademoiselle Galley reduced to beggary.

Venture told me that he had spoken about me to the Jnge-Mage!
and that he would take me to dine with him on the following day;

t The lieutenant of the seneschal, an important officer of the crown, who
administered justice in the King's name.
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that he was a man who might be able to assist me through his
friends, and a pleasant acquaintance to make, being a man of intelli-
gence and education, and an apreeable companion, who possessed
talent himself and respected it in others; then, mingling together
in his usual fashion the most serious matters with the most trifling
frivolities, be showed me a pretiy little couplet just arrived from
Paris, set to an air out of one of Mouret's operas, which was being
played at the time. This couplet bad pleased M. Simon (the
Juge-Mage) so much, that he wanted to compose another to the
same tune to answer it ; he had also told Venture to compose one,
and the latter had been seized with the mad idea of making me
gompose a third, in order, as he said, that the couplets might be
seen arriving on the next day like the sedan-chaira in the Roman
comigue.!

Being unable to sleep, I composed my couplet to the best of
my abilities. Considering that they were the first verses that I had
ever made, they were tolerable, even better, or, at any rate, more
tasteful, than they would have been the day before, as the subject
turned upon a tender sitnation, for which my heart was already
sympathetic. I showed my couplet, in the morning, to Venture,
who, thinking it pretty, put it in his pocket without telling me
whether he bhad composed his own. We went to dine with M.
Simon, who received us cordially. The conversation was animated,
indeed, it could not have been anything else, when carried on by
two iotelligent and well-read men. As for me, I played my usual
part; I listened and held my tongue. Neither of them said a word
about the couplet; I said nothing either, and, as far as I know,
mine was never mentioned.

M, Simon appeared satisfied with my behavionr; this was
pearly all that he learned about me at this interview. He had
already seen me several times at mamma's house, without paying
particular attention to me. It is from this dinner that I date my
acquaintance with him, which proved useless as far as the object 1
had in view was concerned, but from which I afterwards gained
other advantages, which cause me to remember him with pleasure.

I must not omit to say something about his personal appear-

1 By Scarron.
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ance, of which, considering his magisterial capacity and the b
esprit on which he prided himself, it wonld otherwise be impossible
for anyone to form an idea. His height was certainly not three
feet. Hie logs, straight, thin, and tolerably long would have made
him look taller, if they had been vertical; but they formed an
obtuse angle like those of a wide-opened pair of compasses. His
body was not only short, bat thin, and in every way indescribably
small. When naked, he must have looked like a grasshopper. His
head, of ordinary size, with a well-formed face, noble features, and
pice eyes, looked like a false head set upon a stump. He might
have spared himself much expense in the matter of clothing, for his
large wig alone covered him completely from head to foot.

He had two entirely different voices, which, when he spoke,
continually mingled together, and contrasted in a manner which at
first was very amusing, but soon became disagreeable. One was
grave and sonorous; if I may say so, it was the voice of his head.
The other—clear, sharp, and piercing—was the voice of his body.
When he was very careful, spoke very deliberately, and husbanded
his breatb, he could always speak with his deep voice; but as soon
as he became ever so little animated and spoke in a livelier tone,
his accent resembled the whistling of a key, and he bad the greatest
difficulty in recoveriog his bass.

With the appearance which I have described, and which is not
in the least exaggerated, M. Simon was polite, a great courtier, and
careful in his dress even to foppishness. As he desired to make
the most of his advantages, he liked to give andience in bed; for no
one, who saw a fine head on the pillow, was likely to imagine that
that was all. This sometimes caused scenes, which I am sure all
Annecy still remembers.

One morning, when he was waiting for some litigants in, or
rather upon, this bed, in a beautiful fine white nightcap, ornamented
with two large knots of rose-coloured ribbon, a countryman arrived
and koocked at the door. The maidservant had gone out. M,
Simon, hearing the knock repeated, cried out, *Come in,"” and the
word, spoken a litfle too vigorously, came out of his mouth with
his sbrill utterance. The man entered, looked to see where the
woman'’s voice came from, and, seeing in the bed a woman's mob-
cap and a top-knot, was going to retire with profound apologies.
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M. Simon became angry, and cried out in a stil}l shriller volce.
The countryman, confirmed in his idea and considering himself
insulted, overwhelmed him with abuse, t{old him that he was
apparently nothing bot a prostitute, and that the Juge-Mage set
anything but a good example in his house. M. Simoa, full of fury,
and having no other weapon but his chamberpot, was going to
throw it at the poor man's head, when his housekeeper came in.

This little dwarf, although so cruelly tfreated by nature in
regard to his person, had received compensation for this in his
mental talents, which were naturally agreeable, and which he had
carefully developed. Although he was said to be a tolerably good
lawyer, he had no Hking for his profession. He had thrown
himself into polite literature, and had succeeded, He had, above
all, acquired that brilliant superficiality, that gift of varied con-
versation which gives society its charm, even in the company of
women, He knew by heart all the little characteristics of the
Anas! and the like ; he possessed the art of making the most of
them, relating them to advantage and with an air of mystery, as
if that which had taken place sixty years ago had been an anec-
dote of yesterday, He understood music, and sang agreeably with
his man's voice—in short, he possessed many pretty accomplish-
ments for a magistrate. By dint of long paying court to the ladies
of Annecy, he had become the fashion amongst them: he was
always in attendance upon them like a little monkey,? He even
pretended to have great success with women, which amused them
exceedingly. A certain Madame d’YEpagny said that the greatest
favour for him was to be allowed te kiss a woman's knee.

As he had a knowledge of good literature and was very fond of
talking about it, his conversation was not only amusing, but also
instructive. Afterwarde, when I had acquired a taste for study, 1
cultivated his acquaintance, and derived great advantage from it.
I sometimes went from Chambérl, where I was at that time, to see
him. He commended and encouraged my zeal, and gave me some

1 Collactions of memorable sayings of certain persons, and anecdotes con-
nected with them, as Johmsoniana, Walpoliana., These titles originated in
France.

a Sepajos: an American monkeyy used figuratively in the sense of “an
ugly little man."
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good advice about my reading, by which I often benefited. Un-
fortunately, in this weakly body dwelt a very sensitive soul. Some
years later, he had soma trouble or other which so grieved him that
he died of it. It was a pity; he was certainly a good little man,
whom cne began by laughing at and ended by loving. Although
his life has had little to do with mine, yet, as 1 have received some
useful lessons from him, I thought I might, out of gratitude, dedi-
cate a niche in my memory to him.

As goon as [ was at Kberty, I ran to the street where Made-
moiselle Galley lived, fattering’ myself with the hope of seeing some
one golng in or out, or opening a window, Nothing, not even a cat,
was to be seen; and all the time [ was there the house remained as
firmnly closed as if it had never been inhabited. The street was
parrow and deserted; the presence of a man attracted attention;
from time to time some one passed, or went in or out of the neigh-
bonrhood. I was much troubled about my person; it seemed to
me that they guessed why I was there; and this idea tormented
me, for I have always preferred the honour and repose of those who
were dear to me to my own pleasures.

At last, tired of playing the Spanish Iover, and having no
guitar, I determived to write to Mademoiselle de Graffenried. I
wonld rather have written to her friend, but I did not dare to do so;
besides, it was more becoming to begin with the cne to whom I
owed the acquaintance of the other, and with whom I was more
intimate. When my letter was finished, I took it to Mademoisells
Giraud, as had been agreed with the young ladies when we parted.
It was they who suggested this expedient. Mademoiselle Giraud
was a quilter, and, as she sometimes worked at Madame Galley's,
sha had access to her house. The messenger, certainly, did not
appear to me well chosen: bnt T waa afraid that, if I made any
difficulty about her, they would propose no other. Besides, [ did
not dare to hint that she wanted to establish a claim of her own
upon me. I felt mortified that she should venture to think that sha
was, In my eyes, of the same sex as those young ladies. In short,
I preferred this means of delivering my letter to none at all, and
took my chance.

At the first word Giraod guessed my secret; it was not
difficult. Even if a letter to be delivered to a young lady had not

YOL. I IO
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spoken for itself, my silly and embarrassed air alone would hava
betrayed me. It may be imagined that this commission did not
afford her great pleasure; however, she undertook it, and executed
it faithfully. The next morning I ran to her house, where I found
my answer. How I hastened to get outside, to read and kiss it to
my heart’s content—that there s no need to tell; but there is 2l
the more reazon to mention the manner in which Mademociselle
Giraud behaved, in which she showed greater delicacy and reserve
than I should have expeocted from her. Sensible enmough to per-
cejve that, with her thirty-seven years, her leveret’s eyes, her sauff-
bedaubed nose, her shrill voice and her black skin, she stood a bad
chance against two young persons, full of grace and in all the splen-
dour of beauty, she resolved peither to betray nor to assist them,
and preferred to lose me rather than help them {o win me.

[1732.] —Merceret, not having received any tidings of her
mistress, had for some time thought of returning to Fribounrg;
Mademoiselle Giraud made her decide to do so. She did more;
she gave her to understand that it would be right that somecne
ghould take her back to her father, and proposed myself, Little
Merceret, who by no means disliked me either, thought this idea
a very good one. The same day they spoke to me of it as a
settled affair, and, as I found nothing disagreeable in this manner
of disposing of myself, I consented, considering the journey as
a matter of a week at most. Giraud, who thought otherwise,
arranged everything, I was obliged to confess the state of my
finances. Provision was made for me; Merceret undertock to
defray my expenses, and, to make op for the loss she thus in-
curred, it was agreed, at my entreaty, that her few belonginga
should be sent on In advance, and that we should make the
journey slowly on foot. This was done.

I am sorry to be cbliged to describe go many girls in love
with me; but, as 1 have very little reason to be vain of the
advantages I have gained from these amours, I think I may tell
the truth without scruple. Merceret, younger and not so cunning
ag Giraud, never made such lively advances; but she imitated
the tcne of my voice and accent, repeated my words, showed me
the attention which I ought to have shown to her, and, being
naturally very timid, always took care that we slept in the same
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room; an intimacy which rarely stops at such a point in the case
of a2 young man of twenty and a young woman of twenty-five
who are travelling together.

On this occasion, however, such was the case. My simplicity
was such that, although Merceret was not disagreeable to me,
not only did the slightest attempt at gallantry never occur to
my mind, during the whole jowrney, but I never even had the
remotest idea of anything of the kind; and, even if the idea had
occurred to me, I should have been too feolish to know how
to take advantage of it. I could not imagine how a young man
and 2 young woman could ever sleep together; I believed that
it required ages to prepare for this terrible arrangement. If poor
Merceret, when she offered to defray my expenses, reckoned upon
some equivalent, she was deceived; we reached Fribourg exactly
as we had left Annecy.

When we passed through Geneva, I did not go to see anyoune;
but I almost had a serious attack of illness on the bridges. I have
never scen the walls of this happy city, never entered its gates,
withont feeling a certain heart - sinking, the result of excessive
emotion. While the noble image of liberty elevated my soul,
thoughts of equality, union, and gentleness of manners moved me
even to tears, and inspired me with a lively regret at having lost
all these blessings. How mistaken I was, and yet how naturally!
I thought I saw all this in my native land, because I carried it in
my heart.

‘We were obliged to pass Nyon. Pass without seeing my good
father! Had I been able to bring mys=elf o do this, I should after-
wards have died of grief. I left Merceret at the inn, and went at
all rizsks to see him. Ah! how wrong I was to be afraid of him|
‘When I approached him, his heart opened itself to those feelings
of a father with which it was filled. How he wept while we em-
braced! He at first thought that 1 bad retorsed to him. Itold
him my story and my resolution. He fecbly opposed €. He
pointed out to me the dangers to which I was exposing myself,
and told me that the briefest follies were the best. For the rest,
he did not feel the slightest temptation to detain me by force, and
in that I am of oplnion that he was right; but it is none the less
certain that he did not do all that he might have done to bring

10—2
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me back, whether it was that he himself was of opinion that 1
onght not to retrace the step that I had already taken, or, perhaps,
did not quite know what he could do with me at my age. I have
since learned that he had formed a very unjust and entirely false,
although very natural, opinon of my fravelling companion. My
step-mother, a good woman but rather mawkish, pretended to want
to keep me to supper. 1 did not stay, but told them that I
Intended to stop longer with them on my return, and left in their
charge my little bondle which I had sent by the boat ard did
not know what to do with. I set out early the next morning,
pleaged that I had had the courage to do my duty and had seen
my father.

We arrived without accident at Fribourg. Towards the end
of the journey, my companion’s advances became less pronounced.
After our arrival, she showed me nothing but coldness, and her
father, who was not rolling in money, did not give me a very
favourable reception; and I went to ap inn to sleep, The fol-
lowing day I went to sec them; they invited me to dinner; I
accepted. Then we separated with dry eyes. In the evening
I returned to my beerehop, and left the place two days after my
arrival, without exactly knowing which way I intended to go.

Here again was an incident in my life when Providence offered
me exactly what I wanted, In order to spend my days in happiness.
Merceret was a very good girl, certainly not brilliant or handsome,
but neither was she ugly; she possessed lttle animation, and, but
for occasional exhibitions of temper, which paseed off with tears
and never led to any stormy results, was very sensible. She was
really attached to me; I might have marrled her without any
difficulty, and followed her father's trade; my taste for music
would have made me fond of it. 1 should bave settled at Fri-
bourg—a little town, not pretty, certainly, but inhabited by very
good-natured people. I should, no doubt, have lost much pleasure,
buat I should have fived in peace to my last hour; and 1, better
than anyone else, ought to know that there was no reason for
& moment's hesitation abont such a bargain,

I returned, not to Nyon, but to Lausanne. I wanted fo sate
myself with the sight of this beautiful lake, which is there zeen
in its greatest extent. Few of the secret motives which have
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determined me to act have been more rational. Things seen at a
distance are rarely powerful enough to make me act. The uncer.
tainty of the future has always made me look upon plats, which
need considerable time to carry them out, as decoys for fools. 1
indulge in hopes like others, provided it costs me nothing to
support them; but if they require continued attentlon, I have
done with it. The least trifling pleasure which is within my
reach tempts me more than the joys of Paradise. However, I
make an exception of the pleasure which is followed by pain;
this has no temptation for me, because I love only pure epjoy-
ments, and these a man never has when he knows that he is
_preparing for himself repentance and regret.

It was very necessary for me to reach some place, the nearer
the better; for, having lost my way, I found myself in the evening
at Moudon, where I spent the little money 1 had left, except ten
kreutzers, which went the next day for dinner; and, in the evening,
when I reached a little village near Laueanne, I entered an inn
without a sou to pay for my bed, and not knowing what to do.
Being very hungry, I put a good face upon the matter, and called
for supper, as if I had been qnite able to pay for it. I went to bed
without thinking of anything, and slept soundly; and, after I had
breakfasted in the morning and reckoned with my host, I wanted to
leave him my waistcoat as security for the seven balz, which was
the amount of my bill, ‘This good fellow refused it; he said that,
thanks to heaven, he had never stripped anyone; that he did not
mean to begin for the sake of seven batz; that I could keep my
waistcoat and pay him whea I could. I was touched by his kind-
ness, but less than I ought to have been, and less than I have been
since, when I have thought of it again. I scon sent him his money,
with thanks, by a messenger whom I conld trust; but, fifteen years
afterwards, returning from Italy by way of Lausanne, I sincerely
regretted to find that I had forgotten the name of the landlord and
of the inn. I should certainly have gone to see him ; it would have
been a real pleasure to me to remind him of his act of charity, and
to prove to him that it had not been ill-applied. The simple and
unpretentions kindness of this worthy man appears to me more
deserving of gratitude than services, doubtless more importaat, but
rendered with greater ostentation.
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Wher approaching Lausanne, I mused upon the straits In
which I found myself, and thought bow I might exiricate myself
without betraying my distress to my step-mother; and, in this
pllgrimage on foot, 1 compared myself to my friend Venture on his
arrival at Annecy. I was so heated with this idea that, without
reflecting that 1 possessed neither his charm of manner nor his
accomplishments, I took it into my head to play the little Venture
at Lausanne, to give lessons in music which I did not understand,
and to say that I came from Paris, where I had never been, As
there was no choir-school, in which I conld have offered to assist,
and as, besides, I was not such a fool as to venture amoagst those
who were acquzinted with the art, I commenced to carry out my
fine project by making inquiries for a small inn where I could live
well and cheaply. I was recommended to a certain M. Perrotet,
who took boarders. This Perrotet proved to be the best fellow in
the world, and gave me a most hearty reception. I told him my
petty lies, as I had prepared them. He promised to speak about
me, and to try to get me some pupils, and said that he would not
ask me for any money until I had earned some. His charge for
board was five *white crowns,” litile enough, everything con-
sidered, for the accommodaton, bot a great deal for me, He
advised me only to put myself on half-board at first; this meant
some good soup, and nothing else, for dinner, but a good supper
later. 1 agreed. Poor Perrotet let me have all this without pay-
ment, and with the best heart in the world, and spared no pains to
be of use to me.

‘Why is it that, having found so many good people in my youth,
I find so few in my later years? Is their race extinet? Noj; but
the class in which [ am obliged to look for them now, is no longer
the same as that in which I found them. Among the people, where
great passions only speak at intervals, the sentiments of nature
make themselves more frequently heard ; in the higher ranks they
are absolutely stifled, and, under the mask of sentiment, it is only
interest or vanity that speaks.

I wrote from Lausanne to my father, who forwarded my
bundle, and gave me some excellent advice—of which I ought to
have made better use. 1 have already noted moments of incom-
prehensible deliriom, during which T was no longer myself. Here,
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again, is one of the most atriking instances. In order to under-
stand fo what an extent I had lost my head, to what an extent I
had, so to speak, Venturised myself, it is only necessary to consider
how many extravagances I committed at one and the same time,
Behold me a teacher of singing, without knowing how to decipher
an air; for even had I profited by the six months spent with Le
Maftre, they would never have been sufficlent ; besides, I bad been
taught by a master, and that was enongh to make me learn indif-
ferently. A Parisian from Geneva, and a Catholle in a Protestant
country, I considered T ought to change my name as well as my
religion and my country. I always adhered as closely as possible
to my great model. He had called himself Venture de Villeneuve;
out of the name Rousscau I made the anagram Vaussore, and
called myself Vaussore de Villepeuve. Venture knew how to
compose, although he had said nothing about it; I, without any
knowledge of this, boasted of my skill before all the world; and,
without being able to score the most trifling vandeville, I gave
myself out as a composer, This was not all; having been pre-
sented to M. de Treytorens, a professor of law, who was very fond
of music and gave concerts at his hoanse, I must needs glve him a
sample of my tfalents, and began to compose a piece for his
concert with as much effrontery as if [ knew how to set about it.
I had the perseverance to work for a fortnight at this beautiful
composition, to make a fair copy of it, to write ont the parts, and
distribute them with as much assurance as if it had been a master-
piece of harmony. Lastly, a thing which will hardly be belleved
although it is perfectly true, to crown this lofty production in a
befitting manner, 1 added at the end a pretty minuet, which was
sung in every street, and which, perhaps, everybody still recollects,
the words of which were as follows:

Queile caprice !

Quella injustes |

Quoi! ta Clarice

Trabirait tes fenx | ate,
Venture had taught me this air, with a bass accompaniment and
other disgusting words, which had helped me to remember it.
I accordingly added at the end of my composition this minnet
and his bass, suppressing the words, and gave the whole out as
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my own, 28 fearlessly as if T bad been talking to the inhabitants
of the mooen.

The company assembled to perform my piece, I explained to
each how the time was to be taken, the manner of execution, and
the signs of repetition of the parts. I was extremely busy. They
apent five or six minutes in trying their voices and instruments,
which seemed five or six centurles. At last all was ready; I gave
five or six beats of “ Attention]” with a beantifal roll of paper upon
my condnctor’s desk. Silence having been obtained, I solemnly be-
gan to beat time, the performance commenced. . . . No, since the
days of French opera, never hae such a caterwauling been heard|
Whatever they might have thought of my pretended talent, the
effect was worse than anything that seemed to be expected. The
musiciane were ready to choke with laughter; the andience opened
their eyes wide, and would gladly have stopped their ears, but did
nof know how. The musicians, who played the part of my execu-
tioners, wishing to amuse themselves, scraped horribly encugh to
split the dram of a deaf man's® ear. I bhad the hardihood to keep
on without stopping, my forchead covered with large drops of
sweat, but prevented by shame from running away and leaving
them alfl in the lurch. By way of consolation, I heard those who
were present whispering to themselves, or rather to me, * Intoler-
able! What mad music! What a witches' Sabbath!” Poor Jean
Jacgues! in this cruel moment, little did you think that one day,
in the presence of the King of France and all his Court, your
musiec would excite murmurs of applause and astonishment, and
that, in all the boxes round you, charming women would whispér
to themselves, “ What enchanting music! What charming notes !
All these airs go straight to the heart!”

But what put everyone in good humonr was the minuet. No
sooner had a few notes been played, then I heard on all sides
bursts of langhter. Everybody congratulated me on my refined
taste; they assured me that this minuet would make a name for
me, and that my composition deserved to be sung everywhere, I
need not describe my anguish, nor confess that I well deserved it.

Next day, one of the musicians, pamed Lutold, came to see me,

1 Un guinxs-vingt: properly an inmate of the hospital at Paris, establighed
for 300 biind men.
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and was honest enongh net to congratulate me on my soccess, The
deep feeling of folly, shame and regret, despair at the position to
which I was reduced, the impossibility of keeping my beart shut in
my distress, made me open it to him. T let my tears flow freely;
and, not content with confessing my ignorance, I told him every-
thing, begging him to keep it a secret; he promised to do =0, and
kept his word in the manner that may be imagined. The same
evening the whole of Lausanne knew who I was; and, what was
remarkable, no one showed that he knew it, not even the good
Perrotet, who, in spite of everything, was not deterred from giving
me board and lodging,

I lived, but my life was very melancholy. The resuits of my
first appearance did not make Lansanne a very agreeable place for
me to stay in. Pupils did not come in crowds; I did not even get
a single girl to teach, and no one belonging to the town. I had in
all two or three fat ‘ Deutschers,” whose stupidity was only
equalled by my ignorance, who wearied me to death, and, in my
hands, did not turn out very accomplished strummers. I was sent
for to one house only, where a little serpent of a girl amused
herself with showing me a quantity of music of which I could not
read a note, and which she was spiteful enough afterwards to sing
ir the music-master's face, to show him how it ought to be
executed. I was so little able to read an air at sight, that, at the
brilliant concert of which I have spoken, I was utterly unable to
follow the performance even for a moment to find out whether the
muslcians were playing what I had before my eyes—the music
which 1 had composed myself.

In the midst of these great humiliations I found sweet con-
solation in the news I received from time to time from my two
charming friends. I have always found great power of consolation
in their sex; and nothing soothes my dejection in times of affliction
more than the feeling that an amiable person sympathizes with me.
The correspondence, however, came to an end scon afterwards,
and was never renewed; but it was my fanlt. When I changed
my place of abode, I forgot to give them my address; and, being
compelled by necessity to think of nothing but myself, I scon forgot
them altogether,

1 have not spoken of poor mamma for some time; but it would
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be a mistake to think that I also forget her. I never ceased to
think of her and to long to find her again, not only to satisfy the
needs of existence, but still more those of my heart. My devotion
to her, lively and tender as it was, did not prevent me from loving
others, but not in the same way. All alike owed my tenderness to
their charms; but, whereas in the case of others these were the
only cause of it, and it would have disappeared with them, mamma
might have grown cold and vgly, and I should have loved her aas
fondly as ever. My heart had completely transferred to her person
the homage which it at first rendered to her beauty; and, whatever
change she might have suffered, my feelings towards her could
never have changed, provided that she had still remained herself.
I knew very well that T owed her my gratitude ; but in reality I did
not think of that. Whatever she might have done for me or not,
1t would always have been the same. I loved her neither from a
feeling of duty or self-interest, nor from motives of convenience;
I loved her because I was born to love her., When 1 fell in love
with any other woman, I admit that it distracted my attention, and
I thought of her less frequently; but I thought of her with the
same feelings of pleasure, and, whether in love or not, I never
occupied my thoughts with her without feeling that there could
never be any real bappiness for me in life, as long as I was
separated from her,

Although I had not heard of her for so long, I never believed
that I had lost her altogether, or thought it possible that she could
have forgotten me. I said to myself: Sooner or later she will
learn that I am a lonely wanderer, and will give me some sign of
life ; 1 ahall find her again, of that I am certain. Meanwhile, it
was 2 delight to me to live In her native country, to walk through
the streets through which she had walked, past the houses in which
she had Hved—all by guess, for it was one of my foolish oddities
that I could not bring myself to make inquiries about her, or even
to mention her name, unless it was absolutely necessary. It seemed
to me that I could not speak of her withont betraying the feelings
with which she inspired me, withont my mouth revealing the secret
of my heart, withont in some way compromising her. I even believe
that with this was mingled a certain feeling of alarm that someong
might say something bad about her. The step she had taken had
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been freely commented upon, and her conduct discussed. For fear
that they might not speak of her as I should have liked, I preferred
to hear nothing at all said about her.

As my pupils did not take up much of my time, and her birth.
place was only twelve miles from Lausanne, I spent three or four
dayes in walking there, during which a feeling of most tender
emotion never left me. The view of the Lake of Geneva and its
delightful shores always possessed a special charm in my eyes
which I cannot explain, and which consists not only in the beauty
of the view, but in something still more atiractive, which moves
and touches me. Whenever I approach the Canton of Vaud, I am
conscious of an impression in which the remembrance of Madame
de Warens, who was born there, of my father who lived there, of
Mademoiselle de Vulsen who enjoyed the first froits of my youthful
love, of several pleasure trips which I made there when a child,
and, I believe, some other exciting cause, more mysterious and
more powerful than all this, is combined. When the burnipg
desire of this happy and peaceful life, which flees from me and for
which I was born, inflames my imagination, it is always the Canton
of Vaud, near the lake, in the midst of enchanting scenery, to
which it draws me. 1 feel that I must have an orchard on the
shore of this lake and no other, that I must have a loyal friend, a
loving wife, a cow, and a little boat. 1 shall never enjoy perfect
happiness on earth until I have all that, T lapgh at the simplicity
with which I have several times visited this conntry merely in
search of this imaginary happiness. I was always surprised to find
its inhabitants, especially the women, of quite a different character
from that which I expected. How contradictory it appeared to
el The country and its inhabitants have never seemed to me
made for each other.

During this journey to Vévay, walking along the beautiful
shore, I abandoned myself to the sweetest melancholy. My heart
eagerly flung itself into a thonsand innocent raptures; I was filled
with emotion, I sighed and wept like 2 child. How often have I
stopped to weep to my heart’s content, and, sitting on a large stone,
amused myself with looking at my tears falling into the water!

At Vévay 1 lodged at La Clef, and, during the two days that
I remained there without seeing anyone, 1 conceived an affection
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for this town which has followed me on all my jourpeys, and
which, finally, made me fix the abode of the heroes of my romance
there. I would say to all persons of taste and feeling: Go to
Vévay, explore the country, contemplate the scenery, row on the
lake, and then say if Nature has not made this beautiful country
for a Julie, a Claire and a 5t. Preux; but do not expect to find
them there!

I return to my bistory,

As I was a Catholic and professed to be ome, I followed
openly and without hesitation the faith which I had embraced.
On Sundays, when it was fine, I went to mass at Assens, two
leagues from Lausanne. I usually went in the company of other
Catholics, particularly a Parislan embroiderer whose name I have
forgotten. He was not a Parisian like myself, but a true Parisian
from Paris, an arch-Parisian of the ben Dien, good-natured ag a
child of Champagne. His love for his country was so great that
he would not allow himself to have any doubis about my being a
Parisian as well, for fear of losing the opportunity of talking
about it. M, de Crounzas, the Hentenant-governor, had a gardener—
who was also a Parilsian, but not so good-nmatured—who con-
sidered the honour of his country compromised if anyone dared
to clalm it for his own when he had no right to do so. He
questioned me with the air of a man who felt sure of catching
me in a mistake, and then smiled malicionsly. He once asked
me what there was remarkable in the Marché-nenf. As may be
imagined, I answered at random, Having lived twenty years in
Paris, I ought by this time to know the city; and yet, if anyone
were' to ask me a similar question to-day, I should be equally at
a loss for an auswer, and my embarrassment might lead anyone
to conclude that I have never been there. To such an extent is
a person lizble, even when he meets with the trutb, to put his
trust in migleading arguments.

I cannot say exactly how loog I remained at Lausanne; I
did not carry away from it very lively recollections. I only know
that, finding myself unable to gain a livelihood, I went from there
to Nenfchitsl, where I spent the winter. I was more snccessful
in the latter town; I got some pupils, and earned enough to settle
with my good friend Perrotet, who had faithfully sent on my little
bundle, although I still owed him a considerable sum.
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I insensibly learned music by teaching it. My life was tolerably
pleasant; a sensible man would have been content with it, but my
restless heart wanted something more. On Sundays and other
days when I was at liberty, I roamed the country and forests in the
neighbourhood, ever wandering, musing, and sighing; and, when
once out of the clty, I never returned till the evening, One day,
being at Boudry, I went into an inn to dine; Isawthere a man with
a long beard, a violet-coloured coat after the Greek style, a fur cap,
of somewhat noble appearance and presence, who often had great
difficulty in making himself nnderstood, since he spoke an almost
unintelligible jargon, which resembled Italian more than any other
language. I understood nearly everything he said, and I was the
only person who did. He could only express his meaning by making
signs to the landlord and the country people. I said a few words
to him in Itallan, which he understood perfectly; he got up and
embraced me with delight. The acquaintance was soon made,
and from that moment I acted as his interpreter. His dinner was a
good one, mine was barely tolerable; he invited me to share his,
and I accepted withont ceremony. Drinking and chattering, we
became quite intimate, and at the end of the meal we were insepar-
able. He told me that be was a Greek prelate and Archimandrite
of Jerusalem, and that he had been commissioned to make a collee-
tion in Europe for the restoration of the Holy Sepulchre. He
showed me beantiful patents from the Czarina and the Emperor;
he had several more from other sovereigns. He was well satisfied
with the amount he had already collected, but he had found in-
credible difficulties in Germany, since he did not understand a word
of German, Latin, or French, and was reduced to his Greek,
Turkish, and the lingua franca, as hia sole resource, which had not
helped him much in the country in which he had mada so bad a
beginning. He proposed that I should accompany him as secretary
and interpreter. Although I had just bought a new violet coat,
which was not ill-suited to my new employment, I looked anything
but smart, so that he thought it would be an easy matier to secure
my services, and in thia he was not mistaken. Our agreement was
soon made; I asked nothing, and he promised much. Without
security, without bond, without knowing anything about him, I sub-
mitted myself to his guidance, and the next morning behold me on
my way to Jernsalem! ,
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We commenced our journey with the Canton of Fribourg,
where he did not do much. His episcopal rank did not allow him
to play the beggar and collect money from private persons; but we
presented his commission to the senate, who gave him a small sum.
From there we went to Berne. We put up at the Falcon, at that
time a good inn, where good company was to be found. The guests
were numerove and the table well served. I had so long had to
put up with bad fare, that I needed to recruit myself; I had the
opportupity and made use of it. The worthy Archimandrite was
himself very good company, lively, fond of the table, and conversed
well with those who understood him. He was not without a certain
amount of knowledge, and employed his Greek erudition with con-
siderable taste. One day, while cracking nuts at dessert, he cut
his finger very deeply; and as the blood poured forth in streams,
he showed his finger to the company, and said, with a langh,
Mirate, Signori; quesio & sangue pelasgo)!

At Berne my services were of some use to him, and I did not
come off as badly as I had expected. I was more courageous and
eloquent than I should have been on behalf of myself. But it was
not 5o slmple a matter as at Fribourg; lengthy and frequent con-
ferences with the chief men of the State were necessary, and the
examination of his papers was not the work of a day. At length,
when everything was in order, he was admitted to an audience by
the senate, 1 went with him as his interpreter, and was ordered
to speak. This was the last thing 1 had expected; it had never
entered my head that, after long conferences with the individual
members, it would be necessary to address the assembly in a body
as if nothing had been said. Jndge of my embarrassment! For a
man as bashful as myself, to speak, not only in public but before
the Senate of Berne, and to speak extempore, without having a
single minute for preparation, was enough to annihilate me. And
yet I did not even feel nervous. Briefly and clearly I explained the
Archimandrite's commisston. I praised the piety of those princes
who had contributed to the collection he had come to make. In
order to str their excellencies to emulation, I said that no less was
to be expected from their accustomed munificence; and then,

1 Admire, gentlemen; thig is Pelasgian blood !
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baving tried to prove that this good work was equally meritorlous
for all Christlans without distinction of sect or creed, I ended by
promising the blessings of Heaven to all those who should take part
in it. I will not say that my speech made a great Impression, but
it was certainly to the taste of the audience, and, on leaving, the
Archimandrite received a considerable donation, and, in addition,
compliments upon the intelligence of his secretary, which I had the
pleasing task of interpreting, although I did not venture to render
them word for word. 7This Is the only time in my life that 1 have
ever spoken In public and in the presence of a soverelgn, and
perhaps, also the only time that I have spoken well and baldly.
What a difference in the temperament of the same man! Three
years ago, 1 went to Yverdun to see my old friend M. Roguin, and
received a deputation, which came to thank me for some books
which I had presented to the fown library. The Swiss are great
orators ; they harangued me. 1 felt obliged to reply; but I was so
embarrassed when 1 began to do 80, and my head became 8o con-
fused, that I stopped short and made myself ridiculoys. Although
naturally shy, I have sometimes shown confidence in my youth,
never in my riper years. The more I have seen of the world, the
less I have been able to conform to its manner.

On leaving Berne, we went to Soleure; for the Archimandrite
intended to pass through Germany again and to return by way of
Hungary or Poland, which was an enormously long round; but as
bis purse filled rather than emptied on the road, he had little fear
of a roundabout way. As for me, it was a matter of indifference
whether I was on horseback or on foot ; and I should have desired
nothing better than to trave] in the same manner my whole life-
time; bat it was writien that I should not go so far.

The first thing we did on our arrival at Solsure, was to go and
pay our respects to the French ambassador. Unfortunately for my
Bishop, this ambassador was the Marquis de Bonac, who had been
ambassador at the Sublime Porte, and was bound to be well
acquainted with everything concerning the Holy Sepulchre. The
Archimandrite had a quarter of an hour’s audience, to which I was
not admitted, as the ambassador was acquainted with the Mugua
Jranca and spoke Itallan at least as well as myself, When my
Greek went out, 1 was going to follow him, but was detained ; it
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was my turn next. Having given myself ont as a Parisian, I was,
as such, sonder his Excellency’s jurisdiction. He asked me whe I
was, and exhorted me to tell the troth. I promised to do so, and
asked him for a private andience, which was granted. He took me
to his study, and shut tbe door. I threw myself at bis feet and
kept my word. I should not have confessed less, even if I had
made no promise ; for a continual need of opening my heart brings
it every moment to my lips, and, having disclosed myself nnre.
gervedly to the musician Lutold, I was not likely to play the
mysterious with the Marqnie de Bonac. He was so satlefied with
my little story, and the frankness with which I had enbosomed
myself, that he tock me by the hand, conducted me to his wife,
and introduced me to her, at the same time giving her an outline
of my story. Madame de Bonac received me kindly, and said that
1 must not be allowed to go with the Greek monk. It was decided
that I should stay at the hotel, until they saw what conld be done
with me. I wished to go and say good-bye to my poor Archiman-
drite, for whom I had conceived a liking, but they would not allow
me. He was Informed that I bad been detained, and, & quarter of
an hour afterwards, 1 saw my little bundle arrive. M. de la Mar-
tini¢re, secretary to the embassy, was, in a manner, intrusted with
the care of me. While showing me to the room which was intended
for me, he said : # This room, in the time of the Comte du Luc, was
occupied by a celebrated man of the same name as yourself;? it
rests with yourself to supply bis place in every respect, so that it
may one day be sald, Roussean the first, Rousseau the second.”
This eimilarity, of which at that time I had little hopes, would have
flattered my ambition less, if I had beea able to foresee how heavy
would be the price 1 shounld one day have to pay for it.

1t This was Jean Baptiste Roussean {167r-r741), o French Iyric poet.
Fierre Rousseau {1725-1785), was a wniter of plays. The following hoes are
quoted by Mr, John Morley, in his * Life of Roussean "':
* Tros autetrs qus Rousssau 'on nommae,

Connus de Paris Jusqu® & Rome,

Sont différens: voici par ol *

Rousgean de Parig fut grand homme ;

Roussean de Genéve est un fou :

Ronssesu de Toulouse un atome,™

A fourth, Théodore (1808-1857), was a celebrated landscaps paintes,
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M, de la Martinidre's words excited my curiosity. I read the
works of the writer whose room 1 ¢ccupied ; and, having regard
to the compliment which had been paid me, and believing that I
had a taste for poetry, I composed a cantata in praise of Madame
de Bonac as a first attempt. This fancy did not last. From time
to time I have written Indifferent verses; it is a fairly good exercise,
for practislng oneself in elegant turns and improviog one's pross;
but I bave never found sufficient attraction in French poetry to
devote myself to it entirely.

M. de la Martinidre wanted to see how I could write, and
asked me to give him in writing the same details as 1 had given
to the ambassador. I wrote him a long letter, which I hear has
been preserved by M. de Marianne, who was for a long time
attached to the embassy under the Marquis de Bonac, and has
since succeeded M. de Ia Martiniére during the ambassadorship
of M. de Courteilles. I have asked M. de Malesherbes to try and
get me a copy of this letter. If I can procure it through him or
others, it will be found in the collection which is intended to
accompany my Confessions.

The experience which I began to acquire by degrees moderatad
my romantic plans; for instance, I not only did not fall in love with
Madame de Bonac, but I immediately saw that I had little chance
of advancement in her husband’s house. M. de la Martinidre in
office, and M. de Marianne waiting as it were to step into his shoes,
left me nothing higher to hope for than the post of under-secretary,
which was not excessively tempting to me. For this reason, when
I was consulted as to what I should like to do, I showed a great
desire to go to Paris. The ambassador liked the idea, which at
least seemed likely fo relieve bhim of me. M. de Merveillenx,
secretary and Interpreter {o the embassy, said that his friend,
M. Godard, a Swiss colonel in the service of France, was looking
for a companion for his nephew, who was entering the service very
early, and thought that 1 might euit him. With this idea, which
was adopted without much consideration, my departure was settled;
and I, who saw belore me a journey, with Paris at the end of it,
was highly delighted. They gave me some letters, a hundred francs
for my travelling expenses, together with some very good advice,
and I set out.

VOL. 1 I3
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The journey took me a fortnight, which I may reckon amongst
the bappy days of my life. 1 was young, and in good health; I
had sufficient money and abundant hopes ; 1 travelled on foot and
I travelled alone. That I should consider this an advantage would
appear surprising, if the reader were not by this time familiar with:
my disposition. My pleasing chimeras kept me ¢company, and never
did my heated imagination give birth to any that were more magni-
ficent. When anyone offered me an empty seat in a carriage, or
accosted me on the road, I made a wry face when I saw that fortune
overthrown, the edifice of which I reared during my walk. Thistime
my ideas were warlike. I was going to be aitached to a military
man and to become a soldier myself; for it had been arranged that
I should begin by being a cadet. I already saw myself in an
officer’s uniform, with a beantiful white plume. My breast swelled
at this noble thought. 1 had a smattering of geometry and fortifi-
cation ; I had an uncle an engineer; I was, in a manner, a soldier
born. My short sight was a slight obstacle, which, however, did
not trouble me much; and I hoped, by dint of coolness and
intrepidity, to supply this defect. I had read that Marshal
Schomberg was very short-sighted; why should not Marshal
Roussean be the same? I grew s0 warm in pursuit of these
foolish ideas, that 1 saw nothing but troops, ramparts, gabions,
batteries, and myself, in the midst of fire and smoke, calmly giving
my orders with my field-glass in my hand. However, when 1
passed through beautiful scenery, when I saw groves and rlvulets,
this touching sight made me sigh regretfully; in the midst of my
glory, 1 feit that my heart was not made for such din and noise;
and spon, withoot knowing how, I found myself in the midst of
my beloved sheepfolds, renouncing for ever the toils of Mars.

How greatly did the entrance into Paris belie the idea I had
formed of it! The external decorations of Turin, the beauty of its
streets, the symmetry and regularity of the houses, had made me
lock for something quite different in Paris, I had imagined to
myself a city of most imposing aspect, as beautiful as it was large,
where nothing was to be seen but splendid streets, and palaces of
gold and marble. Entering by the suburb of St. Marceau, I saw
nothing but dirty and stinking little streets, ugly black houeses, a
general air of slovenliness and poverty, beggars, carters, menders
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of old clothes, criers of decoctions and old hats, All this, from
the outsst, struck me so forcibly, that all the real magnificence
I have since seen in Paris has been uneble to destroy this first
impression, and 1 bave always retained a secret dislike against
residence in this capital. I may say that the whole time, during
which I afterwards lived there, was employed solely in trying to
find means to enable me to live away from it.

Such is the fruit of a too lively imagination, which exaggerates
beyond human exaggeration, and is always ready to see more than
it has been told to expect. I had heard Paris so much praised, that
I had represented it to myself as the ancient Babylon, where, if I
had ever visited it, I should, perhaps, have found as much to take
off from the picture which I had drawn of it. The same thing
bappened to me af the Opera, whither I hastened to go the day
after my arrival, The same thing happened to me later at Ver-
sailles; and again, when I saw the sea for the first time; and the
same thing will always happen to me, when I see anything which
has been too loudly announced: for it is impossible for men,
and difficult for Nature herself, to surpass the exuberance of my
imagination.

To judge from the manner in which I was received by all those
to whom I had letters, I thought my fortnne was made, The person
to whom 1 was specially recommended, and who reczived me with
the least enthusiasm, was M. de Surbeck, who had left the service
and was living tn philosophie retirement at Bagneux, where I went
to see him several times, and where he never offered me so much
as a glass of water. I was better received by Madame de Mer-
veillenx, the interpreter’s sister.in-law, and by his nephew, an
officer in the guards; mother and son not enly received me kindly,
but they gave me a standing invitation to their table, of which
1 often availed myself during my stay at Paris, Madame de
Merveilleux seemed to me to have been bandsome once; her
hair was a beautiful black, and worn in ripglets on her forehead
in the old-fashioned style. She still retained what does not
perish with personal attractions: an agreeable mind. She ap-
peared satisfied with mine, and did all she could to help me; but
no one supported her, and I was soon ucdeceived in regard to
the great interest which was apparently taken in me. I must,

I1—2
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however, do justice to the French; they do not exhaust them-
selves so much in protestations as is said, and those they make
are nearly always sincere; but they have a way of appearing to
be interested in you, which is more deceptive than words. The
coarse compliments of the Swiss can only impose upon fools.
The manners of the French are more seductive, for the very reason
that they ars simpler; one would think that they are not telling
you all they mean to do for you, in order to glve you a more
agreeable surprise. 1 will say more: they are not false in their
professions ; they are naturally obliging, kindly, benevolent, and
even, whatever one may say, more sincere than any otber nation;
but they are fickle and flighty. The feelings which they express
towards you are genuine; but these feelings are no sconer come
than they are gone. When you converse with them, they are full
of you; as soon as you are out of their sight, they forget you.
Nothing is permanent in their hearts; with them everything is the
work of the moment. .

Thus I was greatly flattered, but little benefited. This Colonel
Godard, to whose pephew 1 had been sent, turned out to be a
frightful old miser, who, although rolling in riches, wanted my
services for nothing, when he saw the distress I was in. He wanted
me to be a sort of valet to his nephew, without wages, rather
than a real tutor. As I was permanently attached to him, and
thereby exempt from service, he said that I ought to live on my
pay as a cadet-—that is, as a soldier. He would scarcely consent
to give me a uniform; he would have liked me to content myself
with that of the regiment. Madame de Merveillenx, indignant at
his proposals, herself persnaded me not to accept them; her son
was of the same opinion. They looked for something else for me, but
found nothing. In the meantime, I began to be pressed for money;
a hundred francs, out of which I had paid the expenses of my
journey, could not carry me very far. Fortunately, 1 received
from the ambassador a small additional remittance which was
very useful to me, and I think that he would not have abandoned
me if [ had had more patience; but I am unable to wait long for
what I desire, or to solicit it. I lost heart, I appeared no more,
and all was at an end. I had not forgotten my poor mamma;
but how was I to find her # where was I to look for her? Madame
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de Merveilleux, who was acquainted with my story, had assisted
me in my inquiries for a long time without success. At last, she
informed me that Madame de Warens had left Paris more than
two months ago, but that no one knew whether she had gone
to Savoy or Turin, and that some sald she had returned to
Switzerland. This was enough to decide me to follow her, as
1 was sure that, wherever she was, I should find her in the
country more easily than I had been able to do in Paris.

Before setting out, 1 exercised my new poetical talent in a
letter to Colonel Godard, in which I abused him {o the best of
my power. 1 showed this scrawl to Madame de Merveilleux, who,
instead of reproving me, as she ought fo have done, was highly
amused at my sarcasms; and so was her son, who, I fancy, had
oo great affection for M. Godard, and, indeed, I must confess
that he was by no means an amiable person. I felt tempted to
send him my verses; they encouraged me to do so. I made them
up into a parcel addressed to him, and, as there was no ¢ity post
in Paris at that time, I put it in my pocket and sent it to him
from Auxerre as I passed through. 1 still sometimes laugh when
I think of the wry face he must have mads when he read this
panegyric, in which he was described to the life, It began as
follows :—

“ Tu croyais, vieux pénard, gn'une folla manie
D'élever ton neveu m'inspirerait 1'eavie." *

This trile—in troth, a poor production, but which was not
wanting in wit, and showed a talent for satire—is, nevertheless,
the only satirical composition which has proceeded from my pen.
I have too little malice in my heart to make use of such a talent;
but I think one may judge, from those polemics which I have
written from time to time in my own defence, that, if I had been
of a quarrelsome disposition, my aggressors would seldom have
had the langh on their side.

What I most regret in regard to the details of my life which
have escaped my memory, is that I never kept a diary of my travels,
I have never thought so much, existed so much, lived so much,
been so much myself, if I may venture to use the phrase, as in the

1 You thought, you old sinner, that a mad folly would inspire me with a
fonging to bring up your nephew.
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journeys which 1 have made alone and on foot. There Is some-
thing in walking which animates and enlivens my ideas, I can
scarcely think when I remain still ; my body must be in motion to
make my mind active. The sight of the country, a snccession of
pleasant views, the open air, a good appetite, the sound health which
walking gives me, the free life of the inns, the absence of all that
makes me conscious of my dependent position, of all that reminds
me of my condition—all this sets my soul free, gives me greater
boldness of thought, throws me, so to speak, into the immensity
of things, so that I can combine, select, and appropriate them
at pleasure, without fear or restraint. I dispose of Nature in its
entirety as its lord and master; my heart, roaming from object
to object, mingles and identifies itself with those which scothe it,
wraps itself up in charming fancies, and is intoxicated with delicious
sensations. If, in order to render them permanent, I amuse myself
by describing them by myself, what vigorous outlines, what fresh
colouring, what power of expression I give them! All this, it is
said, has been found in my works, although written in my declining
years. Ah! if only one had seen the compositions of my early youth,
those which I wrote during my travels, those which I sketched and
have never written down! Then, why not write them? you will
say., Why should I? I answer. Why deprive myself of the actual
charms of enjoyment, in order to tell others that I did enjoy them?
What did I care for readers, the public, or the whole world, while I
was mounting to the skies # Besides, did I carry pens and paper with
me? If I had thonght of all that, nothing wonld have occurred to
me. I did not foresee that I should have ideas; they come to me
when it pleases them, not when it pleases me. They either do not
come at all, or they come in crowds, and overwhelm me with their
force and number. Ten volumes a day would not have been suffi-
cient, When could I find time to write them ? 'When I arrived at
any town, [ thought of notbing but a good dinner ; when I left it, of
nothing but a2 good walk, 1 felt that a new paradise was waiting
for me at the door. I thought only of going to find it.

I have never felt this so0 strongly as during the return journey
of which I am speaking. On my way to Paris, my ideas were
limited to what I was going to do there. I had thrown myself into
the career which I thought lay before me, and should have gone
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throngh it with sufficient honour; but this career was not the
one to which my heart summoned me, and the beings of reality
injured the beings of imagination. Colonel Godard and his
nephew ill suited a hero like myself Thank Heaven! 1 was
now freed from all these obstacles; I could plunge at will into
the land of chimeras, for that alone lay before me. I went
astray in it so completely, that several times I really lost my
way ; but I should have been very sorry to have taken a more
direct route; for, having a presentiment that at Lyons I should
again find myself on earth, I should have liked never to arrive
there.

Ouone day, amongst others, having purposely turmed out of
my way to get a nearer view of a spot which appeared worthy
of admiration, 1 was so delighted with it, and went round it so
often that, at last, 1 completely lost myself After several hours
of useless walking, tired, and dying of hunger and thirst, I entered
a peasant’s hut, not much to look at, but the only dwelling 1 saw
in the neighbourhood. 1 expected to find it the same as in Geneva,
or Switzerland, where all the well-to-do inhabitants are in a posi-
tion to show hospitality. I begged him to give me dinner, and
offered to pay for it. He offered me some skimmed milk and
coarse barley bread, saying that that was all he bad, I drank
the milk with delight, and ate the bread, hnsks and all; but it
was not very invigorating fare for a man exhausted by fatigne,
The peasant, who examined me closely, estimated the trath of my
story by my appetite, and immediately afterwards declared that
he could see that I was a good and honourable young man,}
who had not come there to betray him for money. He opened
a little trapdoor near the kitchen, went down, and came up
a minute afterwards with a nice brown wheaten loaf, a very
tempting-looking ham, although considerably cut down, and a
bottle of wine, the sight of which rejoiced my heart more than
all the rest; to this he added a substantial omelette, and I made
a dinner such as none but a pedestrlan ever enjoyed. When it
came to the question of payment, his uneasiness and alarm re-
turned ; he would take none of my money, and refused it with

1 At that time, spparently, my features did not as yet resemble thoss of
my later portraite.
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singular anxiety ; and the amusing thing was that I could not
imagine what he was afraid of. At last, with a shudder, he
uttered the terrible words, * Revenue-officers and excisemen.'?
He gave me to understand that he hid his wine on account
of the excise, that he hid his bread on account of the tax, and
that he was a lost man, if anyone had a snspicion that he was
not starving. All that he said to me on this subject, of which I
had not the least idea, made an Impression upon me which will
never be forgotten. It was the germ of the inextingulshable
hatred which subsequently grew up in my heart agatnst the oppres-
sion to which these unhappy people are subject, and against their
oppressors. This man, althongh in good circumstances, did not
dare to eat the bread which he had obtained by the sweat of
his brow, and could only escape wutter ruin by displaying the
same poverty as prevailed around him. I left his house, equally
indignant and touched, lamenting the lot of these beantiful coun-
tries, upon which Nature has only lavished her gifts to make them
the prey of barbarous farmers of taxes.

This is the only distinet recollection I have of the incidents of
this journey. The only other thing I remember is that, when near
Lyons, I was tempted to prolong my journey in order to visit the
banks of the Lignon, for, amongst the romances which I had read
with my father, ** Astraea ™ had not been forgotten, and returned
most frequently 6 my mind. 1 asked the way to Forez ; and, while
talking with the landlady of an inn, was Informed by her that it
was a good conntry for workmen, that there were many forges in it,
and a considerable amount of work done in iron. This panegyric
cooled my romantic curiosity at once, and it seemed incongruous to
look for Dianas and Sylvanders amongst a tribe of blacksmiths,
The good weman, who encouraged me in this manner, must have
taken me for a journeyman locksmith.

I did not go to Lyons entirely without an object, Assoon aslI
arrived, I went to the Chasottes to see Mademoiselle du Chételet,
a friend of Madame de Warens, to whom she had given me a letter
when I went there with M. le Maitre, so that it was an acquaintance
already made. She informed me that her friend had, in fact, passed

1 Literally, " cellar-rats,” rafs de cave.
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through Lyons, but that she did not know whether she had gone on
as far as Piedmont ; and that Madame de Warens herself, when she
left, had been uncertain whether she would not have to stop in
Savoy; that, if I desired, she would write for information, and that
the best thing I could do would be to wait at Lyons till she had
heard from her, I accepted her offer, but I did not ventore to tell
her that I was in a hurry for the answer, and that, as my small
means were exhausted, I was not in a position to wait long for it.
What restrained me was not any unfriendliness in her reception;
on the contrary, she had been very cordial to me, and had treated
me on a footing of equality, which deprived me of the courage to
disclose my circumstances to her, and to come down from the »éls
of an agreeable companion to that of a miserable beggar, ..

I seem to have a tolerably clear view of the sequence of events
which I have described in this book. MNevertheless, I think that I
recollect another voyage to Lyons belonging to this period, which I
cannot fix, and durlng which I found myself in great straits. A
litile incident, which I find some difficulty in relating, will never
allow me to forgetit. One evening, I was sitting in Bellecour, after
having partaken of a very light supper, musing how I should get out
of my difficulties, when a man in a cap came and sat by my side.
He looked like one of those silk-workers who, at Lyons, are called
taffetatiers, He spoke to me; I answered him. After we had talked
for about a quarter of an hour, with the same coolness and without
any alteration in the tone of his voice, he proposed that we should
amuse ourselves together, I waited for him to explain what amuse-
ment he meant, but, without another word, he made ready to give
me a practical fllustration. We were almost tonching each other,
and the night was not too dark to prevent me from seeiog what he
was going to do, He had no designs upon my person; at least,
nothing seemed to show that he meditated anything of the kind,
and the place would not have been adapted for it; just as he had
told me, he only wanted each of us to amuse himself separately.
This appeared to him so simple a matter, that it never occurred to
bim that I should not Iook upon it in the same light, Iwas so terri-
fied at this disgraceful proposal, that, without replying, I got up in
a hurry, and ran away as fast as I could, fancying the wretch was
at my heels. I was so confused that, instead of making for my
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lodging, I ran in the direction of the quay, and did not stop till 1
had crossed the wooden bridge, trembling as if 1 had just committed
a crime. I was addicted to the same vice ; the recollection of this
incident cured me of it for a long time.

During this journey I met with an adventure of an aimost
similar kind, but which exposed me to greater danger. Finding
that my funds were nearly exhausted, I economised the miserable
sum that remained. At first | took my meals less frequently at my
inn ; soon I gave up taking them thers altogether, since, for five or
iz sous, I could satisfy myself quite as well at the tavern, as for
twenty-five sous at the inp, As I no longer took my meals there,
I did not feel justified in sleeplng there, not that I was much in
debt, but I was ashamed to occupy a bedroom withowt putting
any profit into my landlady's pocket. It was beantiful weather.
One very hot evening I decided to pass the night in the public
square. [ had already settled myself vpon a bench, when an Abbé,
who was passing by, saw me lying down, came up to me, and asked
me if 1 had anywhere to steep, I confesced the state of my affairs,
and he seemed touched. He sat down by my side and we con-
versed, He was an agreeable talker; all he said gave me the
highest possible opinion of him. When he saw that I was
favourably inclined, he told me that he had not very extensive
quarters himself ; that he had only sne room, but that he certainly
would not leave me to sleep in the square; that it was too late
to find a lodging, and he offered me balf his bed for the night, 1
accepted his offer, for I already had hopes of finding in him a
friend who might be useful to me. We went. He struck a light.
His room seemed neat and clean, and he did the honours with
great politeness. He took some cherries steeped in brandy out
of a glass jar; we each ate two, and went to bed.

This man had the same tastes as my Jew of the hospice, but
did not show them so brutally. Either because he knew that 1
should be heard and was afraid to force me to defend myself, or
because he was really less determined in his designs, he did not
venture to propose their accomplishment openly, and tried to excite
without alarming me. Taught by my former experience, I soon
understood what he wanted, and shuddered, Not knowing in
what kind of house or in whose bands I was, I was afraid to
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make a noise for fear of being murdered. I pretended not to know
what he wanted of me; but, appearing greatly annoyed at his
caressos, and quite decided not to let them go on, I managed so
well that he was obliged to restrain himself, Then I spoke to him
with all the gentleness and firmness of which I was capable; and,
without appearing to syspect anything, I excused my uneasiness
on the score of my recent adventure, which I made a show of
relating to him in terms so full of horror and disgust, that T
believe 1 disgnsted him, and he altogether abandoned his filthy
designs. We spent the rest of the night gnietly; he even gave me
some good and sensible information; certainly he was a man of
some intelligence, although a great rascal,

In the moraing, the Abbé, not wishing to appear dissatisfied,
spoke of breakfast, and asked one of his landlady's daughters, who
was a pretty girl, to send some {0 bim. She answered that she had
no time. He turned to her sister, who did not deign to give him
an answer., We still waited ; no breakfast. At last, we went into
these young ladies’ room. They received the Abbé in a manner
that was anything but cordial. I had still less reason to congratu-
late myself on my reception. The elder, turning round, stepped
upon my toes with the pointed heel of her boot, where a2 very
painful corn had obliged me to cut a hole in my shoe; the other
abruptly pulled away from behind me a chair on which I was just
going to sit down ; their mother, while throwing water out of the
window, splashed my face; wherever I sat down, they made me
move that they might look for something, I had never in my life
been so entertained. In their jeering and insulting looks I saw
concealed rage, which I was so stupid as to fail to understand.
Astounded, stupefied, and inclined to think they were all bewitched,
I began to feel seriously alarmed, when the Abbé, who pretended
to see and hear nothing, judging correctly that no breakfast was to
be expected, decided to leave the house. I hastened to follow him,
thinkiog myself lucky to escape from the three furies. As we were
walking along, he proposed that we should go and have breakfast
at the café. Although I was very hungry, I declined his offer,
which he did not press me to accept, and we separated at the third
or fourth turning. I was delighted to get out of sight of everything
connected with that accursed house; and I believe that he was
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very glad to have tzken me so far from it that I should have found
great difficulty in recognising it. No similar adventures have ever
happened to me either in Paris or any other city. They have given
me so disagreeable an impression of the pecple of Lyons, that I
have always looked upon this city as the most frightfuily corrupt
in all Europe,

The remembrance of the extremitiea to which I was there re-
duced, does not help to give me pleasant recollections of it. IfI
had been like anyone else, if I had possessed the art of borrowing
and getting into debt at my inn, I should easily bave got out of my
difficulties ; but in such matters my incapacity was equalled by my
repugnance. To give an idea of the extent of both, it is enough to
mention that, although I have spent nearly all my life in distressed
circumstances, and have often been almost entirely without bread,
I bave never once been asked for money by a creditor without pay-
ing him at once. I have nover been able to incur petty debts, and
have always preferred to suffer than to owe money.

It was certainly suffering, to be reduced to spend the night in
the streets, which was frequently my lot at Lyons, I preferred to
spend the few sous I had left in buying bread than in paying for a
lodging, because, after all, I ran less risk of dying of want of sleep
than of hunger. The remarkable thing is that, in my miserable
condition, I was neither melancholy nor uneasy. 1 4did not feel the
least anxiety about the future, and waited patiently for the answer
which Mademoiselle du Chéitelet was sure to receive. At mnight I
lay in the open air, and, stretched on the ground or on a bench,
slept as calmly as upon a bed of roses. I remember, especially, that
I spent a delightful night cutside the city, on a road which ran by
the side of the Rhéne or Sadne, I do not remember which. Raised
gardens, with terraces, bordered the other side of the road, It had
been very hot during the day; the evening was delightful ; the dew
moistened the parched grass; the night was calm, without a breath
of wind; the air was fresh, without being eold; the sun, having
gone down, had left in the sky red vapours, the reflection of which
cast 2 rose-red tint upon the water ; the trees on the terraces were
foll of nightingales answering one another. I walked on in a kind
of ecstasy, abandoning my heart and senses to the enjoyment of
all, only regretting, with a sigh, that I was obliged to enjoy it alone.
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Absorbed in my delightfal reverie, I continued my walk late into
the night, without noticing that I was tired. At last, T noticed it.
I threw myself with a feeling of delight upoa the shelf of a sort of
niche or false door let into a terrace wall; the canopy of my bed
was formed by the tops of trees; a nightingale was perched just
over my head, and lulled me to sleep with his song; my slumbers
were sweet, my awaking was still sweeter. It was broad day; my
eyes, on opening, beheld the water, the verdure, a charming land.
scape. 1 got up and shook myself; and, feeling hungry, set out
gaily on my way to the city, resolved {o spend the two small silver
pieces I still had left on a good breakfast. I was in such good
spirlts, that I sang the whole way; I even remember that I sang
one of Batistin's cantatas, called Les Bains de Thomery, which 1
knew by heart. Blessed be the good Batistin and his good cantata,
which procured me a better breakfast than I had reckoned upon,
and a still better dinner, upon which I had not reckoned at all!
While walking and singing my best, I heard some one behind me ;
I turned round, and saw an Antonine,! who was following me, and
seemed to be listening with pleasure to my singing. He accosted
me, greeted me, and asked me whether [ knew musie. I replied,
» A little,” by which I meant him to understand, A great deal. He
continued his questions. I told him part of my history, He asked
me if } had ever copled music. * Often,’" I replied, which was
true, for I had learned most by copying. ** Well,” said be, “come
with me; 1 can give you something to do for a few days; in the
meanwhile you shall want for nothing, but you must agree not to
leave the room.” I readily agreed, and followed him.

His name was Rolichon; he was very fond of music, which he
knew well, and sang at some little concerts which he used to give
with his friends, This was innocent and honourable encugh ; but
his hobby was certainly degenerating Into a mania, which he was
partly obliged to conceal. He showed me to a little room, where 1
found a quantity of music which he had copied. He gave me some
more to copy, particularly the cantata which I had sung, and which
he was to sing himsel in a fewdays. Iremained there three or four
days, copying all the time that I was not eating, for never in rmy

t The " Anlonines" were a community of secularised monks,
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life was I so hungry or better fed. He brought my meals himself
from their kitchen, which must have been = good one, if the
ordinary meals were as good as myown. In all mylife I had never
enjoyed my food so0 much; and I must also confess that these
snacks came very opportunely, for I was as dry as a piece of wood.
I worked almost ag heartily s I ate, and that iz sayiog a good deal.
It is true that my accuracy did not equal my diligence. Some days
afterwards, M. Rolichon met me in the street and told me that my
score had rendered the music altogether impracticable, being so
full of omissions, repetitions, and transpositions. I cannot deny that
I chose the one profession for which I was least fitted. My notation
waa good and I copied very neatly; but the fatigne of a long task
so bewilders me, that I spend more time in erasing than writing,
and unless I compare the parts with the greatest carefulness, they
always spoil the execution., Thus, in my endeavour to perform my
task well, I performed it very badly; and, in my efforts at rapidity,
I went all wrong. This, however, did not prevent M, Rolichen from
treating me handsomely to the last; and, when I Ieft him, he gave
me a crown, which 1 by no means deserved, and which completely
set me on my legs again; for, a few days afterwards, I heard of
Madame de Warens, who was at Chambéri, and sent me some
money to rejoin her, which I was only too delighted to do. Since
then my finances have often been very low, but never to such an
extent that I have been obliged to fast. 1 note this period of my
life with a heart sensible of the care of Providence; it was the last
time In my life that I ever suffered hunger and wretchedness,

I remained a week or so longer at Lyons, while Mademoiselle
du Chéitelet executed some trifling commissions for mamma.
During this time I wvisited her more frequently than before,
delighted to talk with her abont her friend, and no longer dis-
tracted by the painful thoughts of my sitwation, or obliged to
conceal it. Mademoiselle du Chételst was neither young mor
pretty, but was not wanting in comeliness; she was affable and
familiar, and her mental endowments enhanced the value of this
familiarity, She possessed that liking for moral cbservation which
leads to the study of character; and it is to her that I originally
owe the first impulse in this direction. She was fond of the
romances of Le Sage, especially “ Gil Blas™; she talked to me
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about 1f, and lent it to me; T read it with pleasure, but was not
yet ripe for such literatnre; I wanted high-flown romances. In
this manner I passed my time In her parlour with equal pleasure
and profit; and it is certain that interesting and intelligent con.
versation with a woman of education and character are better
calculated to form the understanding of a young man than all the
pedantic philosophy that can be acguired from books. At the
Chasottes I became acquainted with other boarders and thelr
friends, amongst others Mademoiselle Serre, a young girl of
fourteen, to whom I did not pay particular attention at the time,
but with whom I fe]l violently in love eight or nine years later, and
no wonder, for she was a ¢charming gizl.

Full of the expectation of soon seeing my good mamma again,
I abandoned my dreams for awhile, and the real happiness which
awaited me relieved me of the trouble of seeking for it in what
was merely visionary. I not only found her again, but also, near
her and by her assistance, a pleasant situation; for she informed
me that she had found an occupation for me which she hoped
would suit me, and one which would not take me far away from
her. I exhausted my conjectures in trying to guess what this
occupation might be, but it would have needed the gift of prophecy
to guess aright. I had enough money to make the journey com-
fortably. Mademoiselle du Chételet wanted me to take a horse;
to this I would not agree, and I was right; I should have lost the
enjoyment of the last journey I ever made on foot; for the excur-
sions which I frequently made in the neighbourhood of Motiers,
while I llved there, do not deserve the name.

It is a very remarkable fact, that my imagination is never more
agreeably excited, than when my situation is the very reverse of
agreeable, and that, on the contrary, it is less cheerful when all
around me is cheerful, My obstinate nature is unable to bow to
facts. It cannot beautify, it must create. Realities appear to it
nothing more than they are; it can only embellish the objects of
imagination. If I wish to depict the spring, it must be in winter;
if I wish to describe a beantiful landscape, I must be surrounded
by walls; and I bave said a hundred times that, if T were ever
imprisoned in the Bastille, I should draw the picture of Liberty.
When setting out from Lyons, I saw only a pleasant future before
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me; I wag—and I had every reason to be—as happy as I had been
the reverse, when [ set out from Paris. Nevertheless, during this
journey, I did not enjoy those delightful reveries which had ac,
companied me before. My heart was light, and that was all. I
drew near with emotion to the excellent friend whom I wasa going
to see again, I tasted in advance, but without any feeling of
intoxication, the happiness of living near her; I had always ex-
pected it; it seemed to me that there was nothing new for me
in that. I felt anxlous about my future cccupation, as if that
had been a great source of anxiety. My ideas were ealm and
gentle, instead of heavenly and enchanting, All material objects
claimed my attention; 1 observed the surrounding country; I
remarked the trees, the houses, the brooks; I took counsel with
myself at the cross-roads; I was afrald of losing myself, and did
not do so. In a word, I was no longer in the clouds, I was just
where 1 was, just where 1 was going, nowhere else.

In relating my journeys, as in making them, I do not know
how to stop. My heart beat with joy when I drew near to my
dear mamma, but I walked no faster. I like to walk at my ease,
and to stop when I like. A wandering lfe is what I want. To
walk through a beautiful country in fine weather, without being
obliged to hurry, and with a pleasant prospect at the end, is of
all kinds of life the one most suited to my taste. My idea of
a beantiful country is already known. No flat country, however
beauntiful, hag ever eeemed so to my eyes. I must have mountain
torrents, rocks, firs, dark forests, mountains, steep roads to climb
or descend, precipices at my side to frighten me, I had this
pleasure, and enjoyed it in all its charm, as I approached Cham-
béri. Not far from a precipitons mountain wall, called Le Pas
de Vfchelle, below the military road cot out of the rocks, at
the place called Chailles, a little stream rushes and foams in
some fearful precipices, which it seems to have spent millions of
ages in hollowing out. Along the side of the road is a parapet
to prevent accidents, which enabled me to look down and be as
giddy as I pleased ; for the amusing thing about my taste for steep
places is, that 1 am very fond of the feeling of giddiness which they
glve rise to, provided I am in a safe position. Leaning securely
aver the parapet, I stretched forward, and remained there for hours
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together, from time to time catching a glimpse of the foam and
dark water, the roaring of which I heard in the midst of the
screams of the ravens and birds of prey which flew from rock to
rock, and from bush to bush, a hundred fathoms below me. In
places where the slope was fairly even, and the brushwood was not
too thick to allow stones to pass through, 1 collected from a dis-
tance a large number, as big as I could carry, and piled them
up on the parapet; then, hurling them down, ope after the other,
1 amused myself with watching them roll, rebound, and shiver
into a thousand pieces, before reaching the battom of the abyss,

Nearer Chambéri, I saw a similar sight, of a different kind.
The road passes at the foot of the most beautiful cascade I have
ever seen. The mountain is so steep, that the water falls away
clear, in the shape of an arch, at a sufficient distance to allow a
person to walk between it and the rock, sometimes even without
being wetted ; but, unless one is careful, it is easy to be deceived, as
I was; for, owing to the jmmense height, the water divides and
fzlls in a spray, and, if one goes only a little too near to this cloud,
without at first noticing that he is getting wet, he is drenched in a
moment. ,

At length I arrived; I saw her again. She was not alone
The Intendant-General was with her when I entered. Without a
word, she took me by the hand and introduced me to him with that
graceful manner which gained her the affections of all, saying:
“Here is the poor young man, sir ; deign to protect him as long as
he deserves it, and I shall feel no further anxiety about him for the
rest of his life.® Then she turmed to me; “My child,” she said,
“you belong to the King ; thank Monsieur I'Intendant, who offers
you the means to live.” I opened my eyes wide and said nothing,
without knowing exactly what to think of it ; my growing ambition
nearly turned my head, and already I saw myself a young Intendant,
My fortune certainly did not prove as brilliant as I had expected
from such a start; but, for the moment, it was enough to keep me,
and that, for me, was a good deal. The state of the case was as
follows :

King Victor Amadeus, judging, from the issue of preceding wars
and the state of his ancestral inheritance, that it would one day
slip from his hands, did his utmost to exhaust it beforehand. A

voL. I 12
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few years ago, haviog resolved to tax the Savoyard nobility, he had
ordered a general land-register of the country to be made, in order
tc impose taxation on landed property and distribute it more fairly,
The work, commenced in the father’s ime, was completed by the
son. Two or three hundred persons, land-surveyors who were called
geometricians, and writers who were called secretaries, were em-
ployed in the task, and mamma had secured me an appointment
amongst the latter. The post, although not very lucrative, afforded
me ample means to live upon in that country; the misfortune was,
that the employment was only temporary, but it put me in a position
to wait and look about me, and mamma had purposely endeavoured
to secure for me the special protection of the Intendant, that I
might be able to proceed to some more permanent employment,
when my present work was finished.

I entered uporn my duties a few days after my arrival. The
work was not difficult and I soon became familiar with it. Thus it
came to pass, that, after four or five years of vagabondage, of folly,
and suffering, since I had left Geneva, I began for the first time to
earn a respectable living, ,,

These lengthy details of my early youth will naturally have
seemed puerile, and I regret it; although born a man in certain
respects, I long remained a child, and in many respects I am cne
still. I have pever promised to introduce a great character to
the public; I have promised to describe myself as I am; and, in
order to know me in my riper years, it is necessary to have
known me well in my youth. Since, as a ruole, objects make
less impression upon me than the remembrance of them, and
since all my ideas assume the form of the representations of
objects in my mind, the first traits which have stamped them-
selves upon my mind have remained, and those which have since
imprinted themselves there have rather combined with them than
obliterated them. There is a certain sequence of mental conditions
and ideas, which exercises an influence upon thaose which follow
them, with which it is necessary to be acquainted, in order to pass
a correct judgment upon the latter. 1 endeavour in all cases to
develop the first causes, in order to make the-goncatenation of
effects felt. I should like to be able to make my soul to a certain
extent transparent to the eyes of the reader; and, with this object,
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I endeavour to show it to him from all points of view, to exhibit it
to him in every aspect, and to contrive that none of its movements
shall escape his notice, so that he may be able by himself to judge
of the principles that produce them,

If I made myself responsible for the result, and said to him,
Such is my character, he might think that, if I am not deceiving
him, I am at least deceiving myself, But, in simply detailing to him
everything that has happened to me, all my acts, thoughts, and
feelings, I cannot mislead him, except wilfully, and even if T wished
to do s0, I should not find it easy. It is his business to collect
these scattered elements, and to determine the being which is
composed of them; the result must be his work; and if he is
mistaken, all the fault will be his. But for this purpose it is not
sufficient that my narrative should be true; it must also be exact.
It is not for me to judge of the importance of facts; it is my duty to
mention them all, and to leave him to select them. This is what I
have hitherto aimed at with all my best endeavours, and in the
sequel I will not depart from it. But the recollections of middle-
age are always less vivid than those of early youth. I have begon
by making the best possible use of the latter. If the former return
to me with the same freshness, impatient readers will, perhaps,
grow tired; but I myself shall not be dissatisfied with my work.
I have only one thing to fear in this undertaking; not that I may
say too much or what is not true, but that I may not say all, and
may conceal the truth.

12—2
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BOOK V

[r732-1736.]

T THINE it was in 1732 that, as I have just related, T arrived at
Chambéri, and commenced land-surveying in the King's service,
1 was nearly twenty-one years of age, For my age, my mind was
sufficiently well formed; not so my powers of judgmeat, and I
sorely needed imstruction from those into whose hands I fell, in
order to learn bow to conduct myself sensibly; for my few years of
experience had not been sufficient to cure me completely of my
romantic fancies; and, in spite of all the sufferings I had endured,
I knew as little of the world and mankind, as if I had never paid
dearly for my knowledge of them.

I lived at home, that is to say, with mamma; but I never found
my room at Annecy again. No garden, no brook, no landscape|
The house which she occupied was dark and gleomy, and my
room was the darkest and gloomiest in the house. A wall to look
out upon, a blind alley instead of a street, very little air, light, or
room ; crickets, rats, rotten boards—all combined to make a by no
means pleasant abode, But I was in her house, I was near her;
always at my desk, or in her room, I did not notice the ugliness
of my own; I had no time to think of it. It will appear singular
that she should have settled at Chambérf on purpose to live in this
wretched house ; but it was a piece of cleverness on her part, which
I must not omit to explain. She very much disliked the idea of
going to Turin, as she felt that, after the recent changes that had
taken place there, and during the present excitement at the Court,
it was mot the right moment to present herself. However, her
affairs required her presence; she was afraid of being forgotten or
slandered, especially as she knew that the Comte de Saint-Lanrent,
Jntendant-General of Finance, was not favourably disposed to-
wards her, He had ap old house at Chambéri, badly built, and so
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disagreeably situated, that it was always empty; she took if, and
settled there. This plan succeeded better than a journey to Turin;
her pension was not discontinued, and from that time the Comte de
Saint-Laurent was always one of her best friends.

I found her household arrangements much the same as before,
and the faithful Clande Apet still with her. I believe I have
already stated that he was a peasant from Moutru, who, in his
childhood, used to gather herbs in Jura to make Swiss tea, and
whom she had taken Into her service on account of his knowledge
of drugs, finding it convenient to have a lackey who understood
them. He was so passionately fond of the study of plants, and
she encouraged his taste so strongly, that he became a real
botanpist, and, if he had not died young, might have made himself
a name in this department of science, equal to that which he
deserved as an honest man. Being serious, even grave, acd older
than myself, he became to me a kind of mentor, who kept me from
mapy follies; for he inspired me with respect, and I never ventured
to forget myself in his presence. He made the same impression on
his mistress, who knew his good sense, nprightness, and unshaken
devotion to herself, and repaid it in kind. Claude Anet was,
undonbtedly, no ordinary man, and the only man of his kind that
I have ever seen. Slow, sedate, thoughtful, prudent in his be-
haviour, cold in manner, laconic and sententious in his ut{erances,
when under the influence of his passions he was a prey to a violent
impetuosity, which he never showed, but which inwardly devoured
him, and never caused him to commit a folly in his life, except one,
and that a terrible one—he took a dose of poison. This tragic
event took place shortly after my arrival; nothing but this made
me aware of the intimaey between him and his mistress; for, unless
she had told me herself, I should never have suspected it. If
devotion, zeal, and loyalty can deserve such a recompense, it was
certainly due to him ; and the fact that he never abused her con-
fidence proves that he was worthy of it. Their disputes, which
were rare, always ended amicably, with the exception of ome,
which did not terminate so happily. His mistress, in a passion,
said something insulting to bim; cnable to endure the affront, he
took counsel with his despair, and finding a bottle of laudanum
ready to haod, he swallowed it, and then went quietly to bed,
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never expecting to wake again. Luckily Madame de Warens,
uneasy and agitated herself, while wandering abont the house,
found the empty botile, and guessed the rest. She flew to his
assistance, with shrieks that attracted my attention. She confessed
everything, implored my assistance, and with much difficulty
suceeeded in making him bring vp the opium. Witnessing this
scene, I marvelled at my stupidity in never having entertained
the least suspicion of the connection of which she informed me,
But Claude Anet was so discreet, that keener observers than
myself might well have beer deceived. The reconciliation was
of such a nature that I was greatly affected by it; and, from that
time, my esteem for him being increased by a feeling of respect, I
became in a manner his pupll, which was by no means to my
disadvantage.

However, it was not without pain that I discovered that
another could live with her on terms of pgreater intimacy than
myself. 1 had never even thought of desiring sach a position for
myself; but it was hard for me to see it filled by another, and my
feeling was a very natoral one. Notwithstanding, instead of con-
ceiving an aversion to him who had robbed me of her, I actually
found that my attachment to her extended itself to him, Before all
things I desired her happiness; and, since he was necessary to it,
I was content that he should be happy likewise. On his part, he
entered completely into his mistress's views, and conceived a
sincere friendship for the friend whom she had chosen. Without
claiming the authority over me to which his position entitled him,
he naturally exercised that which hiz superior intelligence gave
him over mine. I never ventured to do anything of which he
appeared to disapprove, and he only disapproved of what was bad.
Thus we lived in a onion which made us all happy, and which
could only be dissolved by death. One of the proofs of the
excellent character of this admirable woman is, that all those who
loved her loved one another, Jealousy, even rivalty, submitted to
the predominant feeling which she inspired, and I have never seen
any of those who surrounded her ill-disposed towards one another.
Let my readers pause a moment at this panegyric, and if they can
think of ar.y other woman of whom they can say the same, T advise
them to attach themselves to her, if they value their repose.



ROUSSEAU 183

Here commences, from the time of my arrival at Chambéri to
my departure for Paris in 1741, a period of eight or nine years,
during which I shall have few events to relate, because my life was
as simple as it was pleasant. This uniformity was exactly what 1
most wanted to complete the formation of my character, which
continual troubles had prevented from becoming settled. During
this precious interval, my miscellaneous and disconnected education
acquired consistency, and made me what I have never ceased to
be, amidst all the storms which awaited me. This development
was imperceptible and slow, accompanied by few events worth
recording ; but, nevertheless, it deserves to be followed out and
described.

At first, I was almost entirely occupied with my work; the ties
of the desk left me scarcely any time to think of anything else,
The little time I had free was spent with my good mamma ; and,
not having even sufficient leisure to read, I felt no inclination to do
so. But when my duties, haviog become a kind of routine, occupied
my mind less, the feeling of restlessness returned. Reading again
became necessary, and, as if the desire for it had always been
heightened when it was difficult to satisfy, it would have again
become a passion with me, as at my master’s, had not other
inclinations interfered and diverted my attention from it.

Although we did not require a very profound koowledge of
arithmetic for our calculations, we required enough to sometimes
cause me some trouble. To overcome this difficulty, I bought
some books on arithmetic, and learned the subject well, for I
learned it alone. Practical arithmetic is of wider extent than one
imagines, when sirict aceuracy is aimed at. There are calculations
of extraordinary length, in which I have sometimes seen skilled
geometricians go wrong. Reflection, combined with practice, gives
clear ideas, and then one discovers short methods, the invention
of which is flaftering to one's self-complacency, while their accu-
racy satisfies the mind, and which lend a charm to a task thankless
in itself. 1 threw myself into it with such success that no problem,
which was capable of being solved by figures alone, gave me any
difficulty; and evep now, when all that I have known daily fades
from my memory, this accomplishment in part still remains, after
pu interval of thirty years. A few days age, when 1 made a journey
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to Davenport, being present at my host's house when his children
were having their arithmetic lesson, 1 worked out, without a
mistake and with Incredible pleasure, an extremsly complicated
calculation. It seemed to me, as I set down my figures, that I was
still at Chambéri in my happy days. What a distant recollectiont

The colouring of the maps of our geometricians had also given
me a taste for drawing. I bought some colours, and began to paint
flowers and landscapes. It was a pity that I found I possessed but
little talent for this art, for I was entirely devoted to it. I could
bave spent whole months in the midst of my crayons and pencils
without going out. As this occupation occupied too much of my
attention, they were compelled to drag me away from it. It is
always the same with all the pursuits to which I begin to devote my-
self; they grow upon me, become a passion, and soon I see nothing
else in the world but my favourite amusement. Age has not cured
me of this fault, it has not evep diminished it: even while I write
this, I sit like an old twaddler, infateated with another study,
which is useless to me and of which I understand nothing, which
even those who have devoted themselves to it during their youth,
are obliged to give up at the age when I want to begin it.

At that time, it would have been in its right place, The
oppertunity was favourable, and 1 had some tempiation to make use
of it. The satisfaction that I saw in Anpet's eyes, when he came
home loaded with new plants, two or three times nearly made me
go out botanising with him. I am almost certain thaf, if I had
only gone once, I should have been captivated by it, and I should,
perhaps, now be a famous botanist; for I know no study in the
werld better suited to my natural tastes than that of plants; and
the life which I have now been leading for ten years in the country
is hardly anything but a continual botanising, although certainty
without purpose, or progress; but, at that time, baving no idea of
the sclence of botany, I conceived a kind of contempt—even of
aversion-—for it, and only considered it an occupation fit for an
apothecary. Mamma, who was very fond of it, made no other use
of it herself ; she only looked for common plants, such as she could
make vpse of in her remedies. In this manrer, botany, chemistry,
and apatomy, confused in my mind nnder the general term medicine,
cnly served to provide me throughout the day with a subject for
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humorous sarcasms, and, from time to time, bronglit upon me a
box on the ears. Besides, a different and most opposite taste
gradually developed itself in me, and soon supplanted all the others.
1 mean music, I must certainly have been born for this art, since
I began to love it from my earliest childhood, and it is the only one
that I have loved constautly at all times. The remarkable thing is,
that an art, for which 1 was intended by Natuore, has neverthelsss
cost me so much trouble to learn, and that my progress in it has
been so slow, that, although I have practised it all my life, I have
never been able fo sing with any certainty at sight. What at that
time made thiz study particularly a pleasure, was that I cculd
pursue it together with mamma. With very different tastes in
other respects, we found in music a bond of union, which I gladly
made use of. She made no cobjection; I was at that time almost
as advanced as she was; after two or three attempts we could
decipher an air. Sometimes, when I saw her busy round a furpace,
I used to say: * Mamma, here is a charming duet, which seems to
me just the thing to make your drogs smell of burning.” * QOn my
hononr,” she would reply, " if you make me burn them, I will make
you eat them,” While the dispute was going on, I pulled her to
ber piano, where we soon forgot everything else; the extract of
juniper or absinthe was reduced to powder; she smeared my face
with it—and how delightful it all was!

It will be seen that, with little time to spare, I had many
things to employ it. One amusement, however, was worth all the
rest.

We lived in a dungeon so stifling, that we were sometimes
obliged to go and get some fresh air in the country. Anet per-
suaded mamma to rent a garden in one of the suburbs, to rear
plants. Attached fo this garden was a pretty little rustic house,
which was decently furnished, and a bed put up in it. We often
had dinner, and I sometimes slept there. Imperceptibly, I became
infatnated with this little retreat. I took a few books there and a
number of prints; I spent part of my time in decorating it, and
preparing an agreeable surprise for mamma when she walked out
there, 1 sometimes left her, that I might busy my mind with her,
and think of her with greater pleasure; this was another whim,
which 1 can peither excuse nor explain, but which [ acknowledge,
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since it was really the case. I remember that Madame de Luxem-
bourg once spoke jestingly to me of a man who used {o leave his
mistress in order to write to her. I told her that I might very well
have been that man, and I might have added that I had sometimes
acted like him, However, when 1 was with mamma, I never felt
it necessary to leave her, in order to love her more; for, ##e-3-féte
with her, I felf as completely at my ease as if I had been alone,
which I have never felt in the presence of anyone else, man or
woman, however much attached to them I may have been. But
she was 80 often surrounded by people who were by no meansg ¢on-
genial to me, that a feeling of annoyance and weariness drove me to
my refuge, where I could enjoy her as I wanted her, withont fear
of being followed by troublesome visitors.

In this manner, my time being divided between work, pleasure,
and instruction, I led a life of sweetest repose, Europe, however,
was not so calm as myself. France and the Emperor bad just
declared war; the King of Sardinia had taken part in the quarrel,
and the French army was marching through Piedmont to invade
Milanese territory. One column passed through Chambér,
amongst others the regiment of Champagne, the colonel of which
was the Due de la Tremouille, to whom I was presented. He was
lavish in his promises, and I am quite certain that he never once
thought of me again. Qur little garden was sitnated just at the
end of the suburb through which the troops entered, so that I
could enj~y to my heart’s content the pleasure of seeing them pass,
and I was as eager for the success of this war as if I bad had the
greatest interests at stake in it. Hitherto it had not entered my
head te think about public affairs; and I began o read the news-
papers for the first time, but with such partiality for France, that
my heart beat with joy when it gained the least success, while its
reverses afflicted me as much as if they had overtaken myself, If
this folly had only been transitory, I should not consider it worth
speaking of; but it has become so rooted in my heart without any
sufficient reason, that when, later, at Paris, I played the part of
the enemy of tyrants and the proud republican, I felt, in spite of
myself, a secret predilection for this very nation I found servile,
and for the government which I pretended to ¢ondemn. The
amusing thing was that, being ashamed of an inclination so opposed
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to my principles, I never dared to confess It to anyone, and I rallisd
the French on their defeats, while my heart bled for them mote
than their own. I am certainly the only man who, living in the
midst of a people who treated him well and whom he worshipped,
has assumed amongst them an air of contempt. On my part, this
inclination {s so disinterested, so powerful, so lasting, and so invin.
cible, that, even after my departore from France, after the storm
which its government, magistrates, and writers have vied with one
another in stirring up against me, and since it has become the
fashion to overwhelm me with undeserved abuse, I have been
upable to cure myself of my folly, I love them in spite of myself,
in spite of thelr ill-treatment of me.

1 bave long endeavoured to discover the reason of this par-
tiality, and have been upable to find it anywhere except in the
occasion that produced it. A growing taste for literature gave me
a fondness for French books, their authors, and the country of
these authors. At the moment when the French army was march-
ing past, I read Brantime's * Great Captains.,” My head was full
of the Clissons, Bayards, Lantrecs, Colignys, Montmorencys, and
Trimouilles, and I loved their descendants as the inheritors of
their virtues and their courage. In each regiment that passed 1
thought 1 beheld again those famons black bands which had
formerly performed such hercic deeds in Piedmont. In short, I
connected with what I saw the ideas which I drew from my books ;
my continuous reading, still confined to French authors, nourished
my affection for their country, and finally converted it into a blind
infatuation, which nothing has been able to overcome. I have
later had occasion to remark in the course of my journeys that this
impression was not peculiar to myself, and that, exercising more or
less influence in all countries upon that part of the nation which
loves reading and cultivates literature, it counterbalanced the
general hatred inspired by the conceited manners of the French.
Their romances, more than their men, win the hearts of the women
of all countries, their dramatic masterpieces atiract the young to
their theatres. The fame of the theatres of Paris draws crowds of
strangers, who return home their enthusiastic admirers. In short,
the excellent taste displayed in their literature captivates the minds
of all those who have any mind; and, during the war which ended so
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disastrously for them, I have seen their authors and philosophers
uphold the honour of the French name, s0 tarnished by its
warriors.

1 was, then, an ardent Frenchman, and this made me a news.
monger. I went with the crowd of gapers to the market-place, to
wait for the post; and, sillier than the ass in the fable, I was very
anxions to know what master’s saddle I should have the honour
to carry; for at that time if was declared that we should belong
to France, and that Savoy would be exchanged for the territory
of Milan. However, it must be admitted that I had some reason
for anxiety; for, if this war had turned out badly for the allies,
mamma's pension would have been in danger. But I had full con-
fidence in my good friends; and, this time, in spite of the surprise
of M. de Broglie, my confidence was not deceived, thanks o the
King of Sardinia, whom I had never thonght of.

While there was fighting in Italy, there was singing in France.
Rameau's operas began to make a stir, and gave a lift fo his theo-
retical works, which, by reason of their obscurity, were within the
reach of only a few capacities. Having accidentally heard his
“ Treatise on Harmony"” mentioned, I had no rest till I had pro-
cured the book, By another accident I fell ill. The malady was
an inflammation, which was very violent during the short time it
lasted, but my restoration to health was tedious, and I was unable
to go out for a month. During this period, I worked at, I devoured
my * Treatise on Harmony *; but it was so long, so diffuse, and so
badly arranged, that I felt it would take me a considerable time to
study and disentangle it. I suspended my efforts, and refreshed
my eyes with music. The cantatas of Bernier, which 1 practised,
were never out of my mind. I learned four or five of them by
heart, amongst others, The Slegping Cupids, which I have never
seen again gince then, and which I still remember almost per-
fectly, and also Cupid Stung by & Bee, a very pretty cantata by
Clérambanlt, which I learned almost at the same time.

To confirm my passion, a young orgasnist, called the Abbé
Palals, arrived from Val-d’Aost, a good musician, a good fellow, and
an excellent accompanist. I made his acquaintance, and we imme-
diately became inseparable. He had been the pupil of an Italian
monk, a fine organist. He spoke to e of his principles of music,
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which 1 compared with those of my Rameaun; I filled my head
with barmoeny, accompaniments, and chords. My ear required
training for all that, and I proposed to mamma to give = little
concert every month, to which she agreed. I was so full of this
concert, that, day and night, I thounght of nothing else; and it
really ocenpied a considerable part of my time to arrange the
music, the accompanists, and instruments, to write out the parts,
and so forth. Mamma sang; Pére Caton—of whom 1 bhave already
spoken, and of whom I shall have occasion to speak again—sang
also; M. Roche, a dancing-master, and his son played the violin;
M. Canavas, a Piedmontese musician, who was employed in the
Survey, and has since married and settled at Paris, played the
violoncello; the Abbé Palais accompanied on the piano, and I had
the honour of conducting with my biton. It may be imagined how
delightful it was! Not quite like the concerts at M. de Treytorens's,
but nearly so.

This little concert given by Madame de Warens, & new convert,
who lived, as was reported, on the King's charity, gave offencs to
the band of devotees; but for many worthy people it was an
agreeable amusement, It would not easily be gnessed whom I
placed at the head of these on this occasion. It was a monk, but a
monk, talented and even amiable, whose later misfortunes keenly
affected me, and whose memory, connected as it is with that of
my bappy days, is still dear to me. The monk in question was
Pere Caton, a Franciscan, who, conjointly with Comte Dortan, had
caused the mnsic of the poor ¢ Kitten *” to be confiscated at Lyons,
which was not the most worthy incident in his life. He was &
Bachelor of Sorbonne; he had lived a long time in the highest
circles in Paris, and was an especial favourite with the Marquis
d'Antremont, at that time Sardinian ambassador. He was tall, well
built, with a foll face and prominent eyes, black hair, which curled
naturally over his forehead, and a manner at once noble, frank,
and modest; his appearance was simple and pleasing, without the
hypoeritical or impudent attitude of a monk, or the haughty
demeanour of a man of fashion, although he was one; he dis-
played only the assurance of an honourable man, who, without
blushing for his cloth, respects himself and always feals himeelf
in his proper place in honourable company. Although hc was
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not very learned for a doctor, be was very accomplished for a
man of the world ; and, never eager to display his knowledge, he
made use of it so opportunely, that he was credited with more
than he really possessed. Having lived much in society, he had
paid more attention to agreeable accomplishments than to solid
learning. He was witty, wrote verses, talked well, sang better,
had a fine voice, and played the organ and piano. This was more
than enough to make him sought after, as indeed he was; but so
little did this cause him to neglect the duties of his position, that,
in spite of jealous rivals, he was chosen Définifeurl of his province,
in other words, one of the highest dignitaries of the order.

Pére Caton made mamuma’s acquaintance at the Marquis
d’Antremont’s. He heard our concerts spoken of, and expressed a
degire to take part in them; he did so, and made them delightful.
We soon became attached by our mmtual taste for music, which,
with both of us, was a lively passion, the only difference being that
he was really a musician, while I was only 2 bungler. We used to
go and play In his room together with Canavas and the Abbé
Palais, and sometimes, on feast days, we had music on his organ.
‘We often shared his little table at dinner; for—a thing surprising in
a monk—he was liberal, profuse, and fond of the pleasures of the
table without being a glutton. On our concert days, he stayed to
supper with mamma. These suppers wers very gay and very plea-
sant. We spoke 25 we thought, and sang duets; I was in my
element, and displayed my wit and humour; Pire Caton was delight-
ful, mamma was adorable; the Abbé Palais, with his deep voice,
was the butt of all. Sweet moments of youthful folly, how long
is it since you have departed?

As I shall have no further occasion to speak of this poor Pére
Caton, let me finish his melancholy story in a few words. The
other monks, jealous, or rather, furious, at seeing in him good quali-
tles and a refinement of manners which had nothing in common
with monastic debauchery conceived a violent batred for him,
since he was not as hateful as themselves. Their leaders combined
againgt him, and stirred up the inferior monks who envied his posi-
tion, and who had hitherto not dared to look at him. They heaped

1 Défintlesr ; asgessor to the head of his order.
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a thousand insults upon him, deprived him of his office, took away
his room, which he had farnished with taste, althongh quite simply,
and banished him I know not whither; at last, these wretches
so overwhelmed him with insults, that his honourable and justly
proud soul was nnable to withstand them; and he who had been
the delight of the most agreeable society, died of grief on a
miserable bed, in some cell or dungeon, regretted and lamented by
all the worthy people who had koown him and found no other
fault in him, except that of being a monk.

Living In this manner, I soon became entirely absorbed by
music, and found it fmpossible to think of anything else. I never
went to my desk willingly; the restraint and constant hard work
made it an unendurable torture, and at last I expressed a wish to
throw up my employment, in order to devole myself entirely to
music. It may be imagined that this folly on my part did not
escape opposition. To leave a respectable situation and a certain
salary in order to run after uncertain pupils, was too foolish a plan
to meet with mamma's approval, Even if my future success should
prove as great as I imagined, it was fixing very bumble limits to my
ambition, to confine myself for life o the position of a musician,
She, whose plans for me were all ambitious, and who no longer
judged me entirely in accordance with M. d’Aubonne’s verdict, was
sorry to see me seriously occupied with a talent which she regarded
as unprofitable, and often repeated to me the provincial saying,
which is less applicable in Paris, # He who sings and dances well,
has a profession which does not lead to much.” On the other hand,
she saw me carried away by an irresistible inclination ; my passion
for music was becoming a regular madness, and there was reason
to fear that my work might suffer from my distractions, and that
this might cause me to be dismissed, which wonld he far worse than
voluntary resignation. Again, I pointed out to her that my employ-
ment was only temporary, that I should be obliged to do something
for a livelihood, and that it was far safer to acquire by practice a
thorough knowledge of the art to which my tastes inclined me and
which she had chosen for me, than to put myself at the mercy of
patrons, or to try something fresh which might not succeed, and
might leave me, when 1 was too old to learn, without the means of
earning my bread. At last, I extorted her consent more by dint of
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importunities and caresses than arguments which she considered
satisfactory. 1 immediately ran to M. Coccelli, general manager
of the Survey, to resign my appointment, as proudly as if I had
performed a most heroic action; and I voluntarily resigned my
situation, without cause, reason, or excuse, with as much and even
greater joy than I had accepted it less than two years before.

This step, utterly foolish as it was, procured for me in the
country a certain consideration which was useful to me. Some
imagined that 1 possessed means which I did not possess; others,
seeing me entirely devoted to music, estimated my talents by the
sacrifice that I had made, and believed that, with 50 much passion
for this art, I must really possess a superior knowledge of it. In
the country of the blind the one-eyed are.kings; I passed for a
good master, since all the rest were bad. Besides, since I really
possessed a certain taste for singing, and was also favoured by my
age and personal appearance, I soon had more lady pupils than
were necessary to make up the pay I had received as a cletk,

It is certain that, as far as a pleasant life was concemned, it
would not have been possible for anyone to pass more rapidly from
one exireme to the other. At the survey, occupied for eight hours
daily with the most disagreeable employment, amongst people still
more disagreeable, shut up in a gloomy office, poisoned by the
breath and perspiration of a number of clods, most of them dirty
and unkempt, I was sometimes so overcome by the exertion, smell,
restraint and weariness, that [ felt quite giddy., In place of this, I
was suddenly launched into the fashionable world, admitted and
sought after in the best houses, everywhere graciously received,
caressed, and féted ; amiable young ladies, gaily dressed, awaited
tny arrival, and received me with eagerness; I saw nothing but
enchanting objects, I smelt nothing but the perfume of roses and
orange-flowers, found nothing but singing, gossip, laughter and
amusement ; I only left one house to find the same in another. It
will be agreed that, the other advantages being equal, there could
be no hesitation in the choice, I was so satisfied with mine, that
I never once repented it, and I do not regret it even now, when I
weigh in the scale of reason the actions of my life, and am free
from the not very seasible motives which led me to make it,

This was almost the only time that I was not deceived in my
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expectations, when 1 only obeyed my Inclinations. The affable and
sociable disposition, the easy-going temperament of the inhabitants
of this country rendered my intercourse with the world agreeable,
and the Jiking I then conceived for it has clearly proved to me that,
if I do not like society, it is society’s fault rather than mine.

It is to be regretted that the Savoyards are not rich, or,
perhaps, it would be still more to be regretted If they were; for,
such as they are, they are the best and most sociable people that
I know. If there is a little city in the world where it is possible to
enjoy the pleasures of life in agreeable and safe intercourse, it is
Chambéri. The noble families of the province, who assemble
there, have only enough fo live on, mot enough to advance
themselves; and, being unable to indulge in ambitious projects,
are obliged to follow the counsel of Cineas.! In youth, they devote
themselves to military service, and return to spend their old age
in peace at home, Honour and reason have an equal share in this
distribution of their lives. The women are beantiful, without
having any need to be so; they possess all those qualitiea which
can give beauty its value, and even supply its place, It is remark-
able that I, whose profession brought me into contact with so many
young girls, do not remember to have ever seen one in Chambéri
who was not charming. It will be said that I was inclined to find
them so, and there may be some truth in that; but I had no need
to add anything of my own. In truth, I cannot think of my young
pupils without pleasure. Why, when I mention here the most
amiable of them, can I not reinstate them and myself together
in those happy times which we then enjoyed, those sweet and
innocent moments, which we spent together? The first was
Mademoiselle de Meltardéde, my neighbour, the sister of M. Gaime’s
pupil. She was a lively brunette, full of tender vivacity and grace,
and free from thoughtlessness. Like most girls of her age, she
was rather thin; but her bright eyes, her slender figure, and her
attractive manner needed no fulness to add to her charms. I used
to go to her in the morning, when she was generally in deshabille,
without any headdress except her hair carelessly pinned up and
set off by a few flowers which she placed there on my arrival,

' The minister of Pyrrhus, King of Bpirus.
VOL. I 13



194 CONFESSIONS OF

and which were taken off when I left, for her hair to be dressed.
I am mors afraid of a pretty young woman in deshabille than of
anything else in the world ; I should fear them a hundred times less
In full dress, as Mademoiselle de Menthon, to whose house I went in
the aftermoon, always was. She made upon me an equally pleasing
but entirely different impression, Her hair was very light; she
was very slight, very shy, and very fair; her voice was clear,
correct, and melodious, but she was afraid of employing its full
compass. She had a scar on her bosom where she had been
scalded by some boiling water, which was only partly hidden
by a neckerchief of blue chenille. This mark sometimes drew
my attention to the place, and, in a short time, no longer on
account of the scar. Mademoiselle de Challes, another of my
neighbours, was fully developed, tall, well made, and rather stout.
She had been very pretty, but was no longer a beauty; bat she
deserves notice on account of her gracefnl manners, even temper,
and good disposition. Her sister, Madame de Charly, the prettiest
woman in Chambéri, no lenger learned musie, but I gave lessons
to her daughter, who was still quite young, and whose growing
beauty gave promise of equalling that of her mother, had she not
unfortunately been somewhat red-haired. At the Convent of the
Visitation I gave lessons to a young French lady, whose name I
have forgotten, but who deserves a place in the list of my favourite
pupile. She had adopted the slow and drawling tenes of the nuns,
and in this drawling tone made some very witty remarks, which
seemed quite out of barmony with her manner, For the rest, she
was idle, not caring to take pains to show her wit, which was a
favour she did not grant to everyone, It was only after a month
or two, during whick I had given her lessons and she had been
very idle, that she bethought herself of this expedient to make me
mote punctual, a thing which 1 have never been able to persuade
myself to be. I liked my lessons while I was giving them; but I
did not like the idea of being obliged to attend, or being tied to
time; restraint and subjection of any kind are to me at all times
unbearable; they would make me hate even pleasure itself. It is
said that, amongst the Mahommedans, 2 man goes through the
streets at daybreak, ordering busbands to do their duty to their
wivea. I should be a poor Turk at that hour.
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T also had some pupils among the middle classes, amongst
others, one who was the indirect cause of a change in my relations,
of which I have to speak, since I must tell everything, She wasa
grocer’s daughter, named Mademoiselle Lard; a perfect model for
a Greek statue, and whom I should quote as the most beautiful girl
I have ever seen, if true beauty could exist without life and soul. Her
indifference, coldness, and want of fecling were almost incredible.
It was ag impossible to please as it was to annoy her; and I am
convinced that, if any man bad made an attempt upon her virtue,
she wonld have allowed him to succeed, not from inclination, but
from sheer stupidity.,Her mother, who did not wish to run the
risk, never left her for 2 moment. In having her taught singing, in
providing her with a young master, she did all she could to rouse
her, but without success. While the master tried to fascinate the
daughter, the mother trled to fascinate the master, with egually
bad success. Madame Lard united with her natural vivacity all
the sprightliness which her danghter should have possessed. She
was a lively, pretty little woman, althongh her features were some-
what irregular and marked with the small-pox. She had small, fiery
eyes, which were rather red, and nearly always sore. Every
morning, on my arrival, I found my coffee and cream ready; the
mother never failed to salute me with a hearty kiss on the lips,
which I should have liked to return to the dzughter, merely out of
curiosity to see how she wonld have taken it, All this was done so
simply and naturally, that, even when M, Lard was there, the
kissing and caressing went on as usual. He was a good fellow, the
true fathev of his daughter, whom his wife never deceived, since
she had no need to do so.

I submitted to all these caresses with my usoal stupldity, treat-
ing them simply as tokens of friendship. Sometimes they became
troublesome, for lively Madame Lard always exacted her rights,
and if, in the course of the day, I had passed the shop without
stopping, it would have created a disturbance. When I wasin a
burry, I was obliged to go round by another street; for I well
knew that it was not so easy a matter to get out of her house as
to enter it.

Madame Lard showed me too much attention for me to show
none to her. These attentions touched me greatly, I spoke about

13—-2
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them to mamma, as something which was no secret; and, even if
there had been any mystery, I should have spoken to her all the
game, for it would hava been impossible for me to keep a secret of
any kind from her; my heart was as open before her as in the
sight of heaven. Shedid not consider the matter quite as harmless
as I did, She saw advances where I had only seen friendship; she
thought that, if Madame Lard made it a polnt of honour not to
leave me as great a fool as she had found me, she would somehow
or other succeed in making herself understood, and, apatt from
the consideration that it was not fair that another woman should
undertake the instrnction of her pupil, she had motives, which were
more worthy of her, in a desire to protect me from the snares to
which my age and calling exposed me, At the same time, a more
dangerons snare was set for me, which I indeed escaped, but which
showed her that the dangers, which continually threatened me,
rendered necessary all the measares of protection which she could
employ.

The Comtesse de Menthon, the mother of one of my pupils,
was a woman of great wit, and had the reputation of being equally
malicious. It was reported that she had caused several quarrels,
amongst others, one which had had fatal consequnences for the
house of Antremont. Mamma was sufficiently intimate with her to
be acquainted with her character; having quite innocently taken
the fancy of someone upon whom Madame de Menthon had designs,
mamma was charged by her with the offence of the preference
shown towards her, although she had neither sought nor accepted
it; and, from that time, Madame de Menthon sought to do her
rival several ill turns, none of which succeeded. By way of sample,
I will relate one of the most laughable. They were together in the
country, with several gentlemen of the neighbourhood, amongst
whom was the saitor in question. Madame de Menthon one day
told one of these gentlemen that Madame de Warens was very
affected, that she had no taste, dressed badly, and kept her bosom
covered like a tradesman’s wife. “ As for the last point,” answered
the gentleman, who was fond of a joke, *she has her reasons for it;
I know she has a scar on her breast, just like an ugly rat, so per-
fectly natural that it looks as if it was moving.” Hatred, like love,
causes credulity. Madame de Menthon resolved to make capital
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out of this discovery; and one day, when mamma was playing cards
with the lady’s upgrateful favourite, she seized the opportunity to
step behind her rival, and, almost upsetting her chair, cleverly
turned back her neckerchief; but, instead of the large rat, the
gentleman saw something very different, which it was easier to see
than to forget, and this was certainly not what the lady had
intended.

I was not calculated to attract Madame de Menthon, who only
liked to see brilliant company around her ; nevertheless, she paid
me some attention, not on account of my personal appearance,
about which she certainly did not trouble herself, but because of
my supposed wit, which might have made me serviceable to her.
She had a lively taste for satire, and was fond of composing songs
and verses upon those who displeased her. If she had found me
sufficiently gifted to assist her in composing her verses, and suffi-
ciently obliging to write them, between us we should soon have
turned Chambéri upside down. These lampoons wonld have been
traced back to their source; Madame de Menthon would have got,
out of it by sacrificing me, and I should, perhaps, have been im-
prisoned for the rest of my life, as a reward for playing the Apollo
of the ladies.

Happily, nothing of the kind happened, Madame de Menthon
kept me to dinner two or three times, to make me taik, and found
that I was only a fool, 1 was conscions of this myself, and sighed
over it, envying the aceomplishments of my friend Veninre, whereas
I ought to have been grateful to my stupidity for saving me from
danger. I continued her daughter's singing-master, and nothing
more; but I lived peacefully, and waa always welcome in Chambérd,
which was far better than being considered a wit by her, and a
serpent by everybody else,

Be that as it may, mamma saw that, in order to rescue me from
the perils of my youth, she must treat me as a man, which she
immediately proceeded to do, but in the most singnlar manner that
ever occurred to a woman in similar circumstances. 1 found her
mangner more serious, and her utierances more moral than usual,
The playful gaiety, which was usually mingled with her advice, was
all at once succeeded by a sustained gravity, neither familiar nor
severe, which seemed to pave the way for an explanation. After
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having in vain asked myself the reason of this change, 1 asked her,
which was just what she expected. She proposed a walk in the
little garden on the following day; the next morniog found us there,
She had taken precantions that we should be left undisturbed all
day, and employed the time in preparing me for the kindness which
she wished to show me, not, as another woman would have done,
by artifices and coquetry, but by language full of fecling and good
sense, better calculated to instruct than to seduce me, which appealed
rather to my heart than my senses. But, however admirable and
useful the words she addressed to me may have been, although
they were anything but cold and mouranful, I did not listen to them
with all the attention they deserved, and did not impress them on
my memory, as I should have done at any other time. The manner
in which she began, the appearance of careful preparation had
disquieted me; while she was speaking, I was dreamy and dis-
tracted, thinking less of what she was saying than of what she
wanted; and, as soon as I understood, which was by no means
easy, the novelty of the idea, which had never once entered my
head all the time I had been living with her, it so completely took
possession of me, that I was no longer in a state to pay attention
to what she said to me. 1 only thought of her, and did not listen
to her.

Most instructors are liable to the perverse idea, which I have
not avoided myself in my * Emile,” of making young people atten-
tive to that which they desire to impress upon them, by revealing
to them the prospect of something in the highest degree attractive.
Struck by the object held before him, a young man devotes his
attention to that exclusively, and, leaping lightly over your intro-
ductory discourses, makes straight for the goal towards which yon
are leading him too slowly for his liking. If it be desired to make
him attentive, he must not be allowed to go too far ahead ; and it
was just in this particular that mamma showed her want of judg-
ment. With characteristic singularity, which accorded with her
systematic mind, she took the superflucus precaution of attaching
conditions ; but, as soon as I saw their reward, I no longer listened
to them, and hastened to agree to everything. 1 even doubt
whether there is a man in the world sufficiently honest and
courageous to make a bargain in a similar case, or a woman
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capable of pardoning him, if he ventured to do so. In consequence
of the same singylarity, she attached to the agreement the most
solemn formalities, and gave me eight days to think over them,
which, like a hypocrite, I assured her I did not require; for, to
crown the singularity of the whole affair, I was really glad of the
respite, so greatly had the novelty of these ideas struck me, and so
disordered did I feel the state of my own to be, that I wanted time
to set them in order.

It will be imagined that those eight days seemed eight cen-
turies to me; on the contrary, I could have wished that they had
really lasted as long. I do not know how to describe my condition ;
it was a kind of fright mingled with impatience, during which [ was
so afrald of what I longed for, that I sometimes seriously endea-
voured to think of some decent way of avoiding the promised happi-
ness. Consider my ardent and lascivious temperament, my heated
blood, my heart intoxicated with love, my vigorous health, my age.
Remember that, in this condition, thirsting after women, I had
never yet touched one; that imagination, need, vanmity, and
cnriosity, all combined to devour me with the burning desire of
being a man and showing myself one. Add to this, above all—for
it must never be forgotten—that my tender and lively attachment
to her, far from diminishing, had only become warmer every day,
that I was never happy except with her; that I never left her except
to think of her; that my heart was full, not only of her gocdness
and amiability, but of Ler sex, her form, her person; in a word, of
her, under every aspect in which she could be dear to me., Do not
jmagine that, because she was ten or twelve years older than my-
self, she had either grown old, or appeared so to me. During the
five or six years since the first sight of her had so enchanted me,
she had really altered very little, and, in my eyes, not at all. She
has always appeared charming o me, and, at that time, everyone
still considered her so. Her figure alone had become a little
stouter. In other respects, it was the same eye, the same com-
plexion, the same bosom, the same features, the same beautiful, fair
hair, the same cheerfulness, even the voice was the same, the
silvery voice of youth, which always made so deep an impression
upon me, that, even now, I cannot hear withont emotion the tones
of a pretty girlish voice.
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What I had to fear in the expectation of possessing one who
was so dear to me, was naturally the anticipation of it, and the
inability to control my desires and imagination sufficiently to remain
master of myself. It will be seen that, at an advanced age, the mere
idea of certain trifling favours which awaited me in the company of
the person I loved, heated my blood to such a degree that it was
impossible for me to make with impunity the short journey which
separated me from her, How then was it that, in the fiower of my
youth, I felt so little eagerness for the first enjoyment? How was
it that I could see the hour approach with more pain than pleasure?
How was it that, instead of the rapture which shonld have intoxi-
cated me, I almost felt repugnance and fear? There is no doubt
that, if I had been able to escape my happiness with decency, I
should have done so with all my heart. I have promised singulari-
ties in the history of my attachment to her; this is surely one
which would never have been expected.

The reader, already disgusted, is doubtless of opinion that,
being already possessed by another man, she degraded herself in
my eyes by distributing her favours, and that a feeling of dis-
esteem cooled those with which she had inspired me. He is
mistaken. This distribution was certainly very painful to me, as
much in consequence of a very natural feeling of delicacy as
because 1 really considered it unworthy of her and myself; but
it never altered my feelings towards her, and I can swear that 1
pever loved her more tenderly than when I had so little desire
to possess her, I knew too well her modest heart and her cold
temperament to think for a moment that sensual pleasure had
anything to do with this abandonment of herself; I was perfectly
convinced that nothing but anxiety to save me from dangers that
were otherwise almost inevitable and to preserve me entirely for
myself and my duties, caused her to viclate a duty which she did
not regard in the same light as other women, as will be shown
later. 1 pitied her and pitied myself. 1 should have liked to say
to her: “ No, mamma, it is not necessary ; I will answer for myself
without that” But I did not dare to do so—first, because it was
not a thing to say, and, in the second place, because in the main I felt
that it was not true, and that, in reality, there was only om¢ woman
who could protect me against other women and secure me against
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temptations. Without desiring to possess her, 1 was very glad that
she prevented me from desiring the possession of other women, to
such an extent did I look upon everything as a misfortune which
would draw me away from her. Qur long-continued and innocent
intercourse, far from weakening my feelings for her, had strength-
eped them, but, at the same time, had given them a different turn,
which made them more affectionate, more tender perhaps, but also
less sensuzl, Having so long called her mamma, baving enjoyed
with her the intimacy of a sen, I had become accustomed to look
upon myself as one. I believe that this was really the canse of the
little eagerness I felt to possess her, although she was so dear to
me. 1 well remember that my early feelings, without being livelier,
were more sensual. At Annecy, I was intoxicated; at Chambéri,
I was no longer so. I still Ioved her as passionately as possible;
but 1 loved her more for her own sake than for my own, or, at
least, I sought happiness with her, rather than enjoyment; she
wag for me more than a sister, more than a mother, more than a
friend, even more than a mistress; and for that very reason she
was not a mistress for me. In short, I loved her too well to desire
to possess her ; that is most clearly prominent in my ideas. -

The day, more dreaded than wished for, at length arrived.
I promised everything, and kept my word. My heart sealed all my
vows, without desiring their reward, However, I obtained it. For
the first time I found myself in the arms of a woman, a woman
whom I adored. Was I happy? No; I tasted pleasure. A
certain unconquerable feeling of melancholy poisoned its charm;
1 felt as if 1 had been guilty of incest. Two or three times, while
pressing her in ecstasy to my arms, I wetted her bosom with my
tears. She, on the other hand, was neither sad nor excited; she
was tender and calm. As she was by no means sensual and had
not locked for enjoyment, she felt no gratification, and never
experienced remorse.

I repeat it: all her faults were due to her errors, none to her
passions. She was well born, her heart was pure, she loved pro-
priety; her inclinations were upright and virtnous, her taste was
refined; she was formed for an elegance of manners which she
always loved but never followed, because, Instead of listening to
her heart, which always gunided her aright, she listened to her
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reason, which guided her wrongly; for when the latter is led astray
by false principles, these are always belied by its real feelings; but,
unfortunately, she rather prided herself on her philosophy, and the
morals which ghe drew from it corrupted those which her heart
dictated. ~

M. de Tavel, her first Iover, was her instructor 1o philosophy,
and the principles which he taught her were those which he found
necessary, in order to seduce her. Finding her attached to her
heshand, devoted to her duties, always cold, caleylating, and in-
accessible to sensual feelings, he endeavoured to reach her by
sophistries, and succeeded in convincing her that the duties, to
which she was so attached, were se much catechism-nonsense,
intended solely for the amusement of children; that the union of
the sexes was In itself a matter of the greatest indifference; that
conjugal fidelity was merely an apparent obligation, the inner
morality of which only had reference to public opinion; that the
husband’s repose was the only rule of duty which the wife need
respect, so that secret acts of unfaithfulness, being nothing to him
against whom they were committed, were equally nothing to the
conscience; in short, he persuaded her that the thing was nothing
in itself, that only scandal called it into eristence, and that every
woman who appeared virtuous owed it to that alone. In this
manner the wretch attained his object, by corrupting the mind
of 2 child whose heart he had been unable to corrupt. He was
punished for it by an all-devouring jealousy, being convinced that
she treated him as he had persnaded her to treat her husband. I
do not know whether he was mistaken In this. The minister Perret
was supposed to have been his successor, All I know is, that the
cold temperament of this young woman, which ought to have pro-
tected her against this system, wasjust what subsequently prevented
bher from abandoning it. She could not conceive that anyene
should attach such importance to that which possessed no im-
portance for her, She never honoured by the name of virtue an
abstinence which cost her so little,

She bhardly ever misused these false principles for her own
sake; but she misused them for the sake of others, and that in
consequence of another maxim almost equally false, but more in
harmony with the gooduess of herheart. She always believed that
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nothing attached 2 man so strongly to 2 woman as possession ;
and, although her love for her friends was only friendship, it was a
friendship so tender, that she employed all possible means at her
disposal to attach them more strongly to her. The remarkable
thing is, that she nearly always succeeded, She was so truly
amiable, that, the greater the intimacy in which one lived with her,
the more one found fresh reasons for loving her, Another thing
worthy of notice is that, after her first weakness, she rarely
bestowed her favours except upon the unfortunate; persons of
distinction spent their Iabour upon her in vain; but, if she once
began to feel sympathy for a man, he must have been little deserv-
ing of love if she did not end by loving him. If she sometimes
chose those who were unworthy of her, the blame rested, not on
any low inclinations, which were far removed from her noble heart,
but only on her too generous, too kindly, too compassionate, and
too feeling disposition, which she did not always control with
pufficient judgment.

If some false principles led her astray, how many admirable
ones did she possess, to which she always remained constant! By
how many virtues did she make up for her weaknesses, if those
errors can be 8o called, with which the senses had so little to del
The same man, who deceived her in one point, instrocted her
admirably in a thousand others; and, as her passions were not
so unruly as to prevent her from following her reason, she took the
right path when her sophisms did not mislead her, Her motives,
even in her errors, were praiseworthy; owing to her mistaken ideas,
she might do wrong, but she was incapabls of doing so wilfully.
She abhorred duplicity and lying; she was just, fair, humane,
disinterested, faithful to ber word, her friends, and the duties which
she regarded as such, incapable of revenge or hatred, without the
least idea that there was any merit in forgiveness., Finafly, to
return to those qualities which less admit of excuse, without
Imowing how to estimate the value of her favours, she never made
a common trade of them; she was lavish of them, but she never
sold them, although she was always at her wit's end how to Live;
and I venture to assert, that if Socrates could esteem Aspasia, he
would have respected Madame de Warens.

I know beforeband, that, when I ascribe t¢ her a sensitive



204 CONFESSIONS OF

disposition and a cold temperament, I shall, as usual, be accused of
contradiction, and with as much reason. It may be that Nature
was wrong, and that this combination ought pot to have existed;
1 only koow that it did exist. All who have known Madama de
Warens, many of whom are still alive, know well that this was
the case. I will even venturs to add, that she never knew but ones
real pleasure in life—to procure enjoyment for those whom she
loved. Anyone is at liberty to judge of that as he pleases, and
learnedly prove that it is not true. My duty is to state the truth,
not to make people believe it,

By degrees 1 became acquainted with all I have just said in
the course of the conversations which succeeded cur union, and
which alone rendered it delightful. She had been right in hoping
that her complaisance would be usefn]l to me; I derived great ad-
vantages from it as regards my instruction. Hitherto, she had only
spoken to me of myself alone as if she had been talking to a child.
She now began to treat me as a man, and spoke to me of herself,
All that she said to me was so interesting, and I felt so tonched by
it, that, when I reflected, I derived greater advantage from these
confidences than from her instructions. When we truly feel that
the heart speaks, our own opens to receive its confidences, and all
the morality of a pedagogue wil never be worth the tender and
loving chatter of a clever woman, who has gained our affection.

The intimate terms ot which I lived with her afforded her the
opportunity of forming a more favourable estimate of me than
before; she was of opinion that, in spite of my awkward manner,
I was worth being trained for the world, and that, if I one day
appeared on a certain footing, I should be in a position to make my
way. With this idea, she devoted herself, not only to forming my
judgment, but also my appearance and manners, in order to make
me amiable as well as estimable ; and, if it is true that worldly suc-
cess is compatible with virtue—which for my part I do not believe--
I am at least convinced, that there is no other way to such an end
than that which she had taken acd wished to teach me. For
Madame de Warens understood mankind, and understoed, in a
high degree, the art of dealing with them without falsehood and
without indiscretion, without deceiving or offending them. Bat
she taught this art rather by lher character than by her lessons;
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she knew beiter how to practise than explain it, and T was of all
mean in the world the least capable of learning it. Thus her efforts
in this direction were nearly all labour lost, as well as the trouble
she took to provide me with fencing and dancing-masters. Although
supple and of a good figure, I could never learn to dance a minuet.
Owing to my corns, I had contracted the habit of walking on my
heels, of which Roche could never care me; and, in spite of my
active appearance, 1 have never been able to jump an ordinary
ditch. It was worse at the fencing-schocl. After three months’
instruction I was still obliged to confine myself to parrying, without
being able fo deliver an attack ; my wrist was not supple enough, or
my arm sufficiently firm, to hold my foil, whenever my master chose
to make it fly out of my hand. In addition to this, I had a mortal
aversion to this exercise, angd to the master who attempted to teach
me. I could pever have believed that a man could be so proud of
being able to kill another. In order to bring his commanding
genius within my reach, he always explained himself by com-
parisons drawn from music, about which he knew nothing. He
discovered striking analogies between a thrust in tierce and carte
and the musical intervals of the same name. When he intended
to make a feint, he told me to look out for a didse! because a didse
was formerly called a feinte; when he had knocked the foil ont of
my hand, he vused to say, with a grin, that it was a pause. In short,
I have never in my life beheld a more insufferable pedant than this
wretched fellow with his plumes and his leather stomacher,

I consequently made little progress in thess exercises, which I
soon gave up from sheer disgust; bnt 1 succeded far better in a
more useful art—that of being content with my lot, and not desiring
one more brilliant, for which I began to feel that I was not born.
Entirely devoted to the desire of making mamma’s life happy, I
always felt greater pleasure in her company; and, when I was
obliged to leave her and hurry into the town, in spite of my passion
for music, I began to feel {he restraint imposed upon me by my
lessons.

1 do not know whether Claude Anet was aware of the intimacy
of our relations. T have reason to believe that it did not escape his

i Mus., sharp,
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notice. He was very quick-witted, but very discreet; he never
szid what he did not think, but he did not always say what he
thought. Without giving me the least hint that he knew about it,
he seemed to show by his conduct that he did. This conduct was
certainly not due to any lowness of disposition, but to the fact that,
having adopted his mistress’s principles, bhe could not disapprove if
she acted in accordance with them. Although no older than she was,
he was so mature and serious, that he looked upon us almost as two
children, who deserved to be indulged, and both of us regarded him
as 3 man worthy of respect, whose esteem we had to conciliate. It
was not until she had been unfaithful to him, that I understood the
extent of the attachment that she felt for him. Since she knew that
I only felt, thought and breathed through her, she showed me how
much she loved him, in order that I might feel the same affection
for him, and she laid less stress upon her friendship than upon her
esteem for him, since this was the feeling which I was capable of
sharing most fully. How often did she move our hearts, and make
us embrace with fears, at the same time telling us that we were
both necessary to berbappiness in life! Let not those women who
read this langh malicicusly. With her peculiar temperament,
there was nothing suspicious about this necessity; it was solely the
necessity of her heart.

Thus a companionship was established between us, of which
there is, perhaps, no other example upon earth. All our wishes,
cares, and inclinations were in common ; none of them went beyond
our little circle, The habit of living together, to the exclusion of the
rest of the world, became so strong, that if, during the course of our
meals, one of the three was absent, or a fourth came in, everything
was upset, and, in spite of our special bonds of attachment, our #e-3-
##les were not 50 sweet as our party of three, What prevented all
restraint between nswasan extreme mutual confidence, and what pre-
vented weariness was the fact that we were all constantly employed.
Mamma, always planning and always active, allowed neither of us
to be idle; and, besides, we each of us had enough to do on our
own account, to keep our time fully occupied. In my opinion, want
of oecupation is equally the scourge of society and solitude. No-
thing narrows the mind meore, nothing begets more nothings—
gossip, tittle-tattle, bickering, and lies—than for people to be
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eternally shut ap, opposite one another, in the same room, reduced,
for the want of anything else to do, to the necessity of chattering
incessantly, When everyone is busy, people only speak when
they have something to say; but, when doing nothing, they are
absolutely obliged to keep talking, which is the most wearlsome
and the most dangerous kind of constraint. 1 even venture to go
further and maintain that, in order to make company really agree-
able, not only must everybody be doing something, but something
that requires a cettain amount of attention. Knitting is as bad as
doing nothing; and it takes as much trouble to amuse a woman
who is knitting, as one who is sitting with her arms folded. Em-
broidering is different; she is sufficiently occupied to fill ap the
intervals of silence. What is disgusting and ridiculous, is to see, in
the meantime, a dozen overgrown hobble-de-hoys get up, sit down
again, walk backwards and forwards, turn round on their heels,
move the porcelain chimney-ornaments about, and rack their brains
in order to keep up an lnexhaustible low of words—a charming
occupation truly! Suoch people, whatever they may do, will always
be a burden to themselves and others. When I was at Motiers, 1
used to go to my neighbours’ houses to make stay-laces; if I went
back into the world, I should always carry a cup and ball in my
pocket, and amuse myself with it zll day, to avoid being obliged to
speak when I have pothing to say. If everyone did the same, men
wonld become less spiteful, their intercourse would become safer,
and, in my opinion, more agreeable. In short, let wits langh if
they please, but I maintain that the only lesson of morality withip
the reach of the present generation is the morality of the cup and
ball.

Besides, we were not allowed much time for taking precautions
against ensui when by ourselves; the crowds of troublesome visitors
caused us too much weariness to allow us to feel any when we were
left to ourselves, The feeling of impatience, with which they had
formerly inspired me, had not diminished, and the only difference
was, that I had less time to abandon myself to it. Poor mamma
had not lost her old fancy for schemes and systems; on the con-
trary, the more pressing her domestic embarrassments became, the
more she abandoned herself to visionary projects, in order to meet
them ; the smaller her present resources, the greater she imagined
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them in the future. Advancing years only strengthened her in this
folly; and, in proportion as she lost the taste for the pleasures of
the world and youth, she supplied its place by a mania for secrets
and echemes. The house was never free from quacks, manufac-
turers, alchemists, and promoters of all kinds, who flung milliens
about them, and ended by being in want of a crown-piece, None
of them left her empty-handed; and it has always amazed me,
how she wags able to support such extravagant expenditure with.
oot exhausting her means and the patience of her creditors.

The scheme with which she was most occupied at the time of
which T am speaking. and which was not the most nnreasonable
that she had formed, was to establish at Chambérd a royal botanical
garden with a paid demonstrator; it will be guessed for whom this
post had already been designed. The position of this town, in the
midst of the Alps, was excellently adapted for botanical purposes;
and mamma, who always tried to assist one scheme by another,
combined with it the idea of a college of pharmacy, which really
seemed likely to be very useful in so poor a country, where apothe-
caries are almost the only medical men. The retirement of Grossi,
the royal physician in ordinary, to Chambéri, after the death of
King Victor, scemed to her to be very favourable to this idea, or,
perhaps, suggested it. However that may be, she laid herself out to
flatter Grossi, who was by no means an easy subject; he was cer-
tainly the most sarcastic and brutal fellow that I have ever knowan.
The reader will be able to judge of his character by two or three
specimene of it, which I will menticn.

One day, he was in consultation with some other physicians,
one of whom had been summoned from Annecy, and was the
patient's usual medical attendant. ‘This young man, who possessed
little tact for a physician, ventured to disagree with Grossi's
opinjon. The latter, by way of reply, simply asked him when he
was going back, which way he meant to go, and by what convey-
ance he travelled, The other, having satisfied Grossi on these
points, asked him in his turn whether he could do anything for him.
¢ Nothing, nothing,” said Grossi, “except that I intend to sit ata
window while you are passing, to have the pleasure of sceing an ass
riding by on horseback.,” He was as mean as he was wealthy and
hard-hearted. One of his triends once asked him to lend bim some
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money on good security. * My friend,” said he, seizing his arm
and grinding his teeth, “if St. Peter himself came down from
heaven to borrow ten pistoles from me, and offered me the Trinity
as sureties, I would not lend them to him."” One day, being invited
to dinner with Comte Picon, Governor of Savoy, who was a very
religious man, he arrived before the time; and his Excellency, who
was busy telling his beads, proposed the same amusement to him,
Not knowing exactly what to answer, he made a fearful grimace and
knelt down ; but he had scarcely recited two Aves, when, unable to
endure it any longer, he hastily got up, took his stick, and went off
without saying a word. Comte Picon ran after him, crying, “ M.
Groseil M. Grossi) stop, stop! there is an excellent red partridge
on the spit!’ ¢ Monsieur le Comte," replied the other, turning
round, *“ I would not stay if you were to set a roasted angel before
me.” Such was the chief physiciap, M. Grossi, whom mamma
took in hand, and succeeded in taming, Although extremely busy,
he was in the habit of coming to see her very frequently, conceived
a friendship for Anet, showed that he thought highly of his learn-
ing, spoke of him in terms of esteem, and, what one would not have
expected from such a bear, treated him with studious respect, to
obliterate the impressions of the past. For, although Anet was no
longer on the footing of a servasnt, it was known that he had formerly
been one, and it nesded nothing less than the example and
authority of the chief physician, to make people treat him in a
manner which they would certainly not have adopted from anyone
else. Claude Anet, with his black coat, well.combed wig, serious
and respectable demeanour, prudent and carefu! behaviour, a
tolerably extensive knowledge of botany and medicine, and the
support of the head of the Faculty, might reasonably have hoped
to fill the place of Demonstrater Royal of plants, if the idea of the
establishmept had been carried out; and, in fact, Grossi had
approved of the plan, had taken it up, and only waited an oppor-
tunity to lay it before the Court, when the conclusion of peace
should allow it to give attention to useful things, and leave some
money at its disposal to provide for the necessary expenses.

But this project, the carrying out of which would probably have
plunged me into the study of botany, for which, as it appears to
me, I was born, failed in consequence of one of those nnexpected

voL. I 14



210 CONFESSIONS OF

accidents which overthrow the best concerted plans. T was fated
to become by degrees an example of human misery. It was asif
Providence, who snmmoned me to these great trials, with its own
hand removed every obstacle which might have prevented me from
encountering them. In an excursion which Anet had made to the
top of the mountains to look for genipi, a rare plant which only
grows upon the Alps and which M. Grosst wanted, the poor fellow
got 5o hot that he was attacked by a pleurisy, which the genipi was
unable to cure, although it is said to be a specific for that com.
plaint ; and, notwithstanding all the skill of Grossi, who was cer-
talnly a very clever man, in spite of the unremitting care and atten-
tion of his good mistress and myself, he died in our arms on the
fifth day, after suffering the most cruel agonies, during which he
had no spiritual exhortations but mine, which 1 lavished upon bhim
with such outbursts of grief and fervour, that, if he had been able
to understand me, they must have afforded him some consolation.
Thus I lost the most faithful friend I have had in my life; an an-
common and estimable man, in whom Nature took the place of
education, who, in his position as a servant, nourished in his heart
all the virtues of great men, and who, in order to show himself one
of them to all the world, perhaps wanted nothing except a longer
life and a different position.

The next day, I was speaking of him to mamma with the most
lively and sincere affliction; when suddenly, in the midst of our
conversation, the vile and unworthy thought came across my mind,
that I should inherit his wardrobe, particularly a nice black coat,
which had caught my fancy. 1 thought of this, and consequently
gave utterance to my thought; for when I was with her, to think
and speak was the same thing for me. Nothing made her feel
more keenly the loss which she had sustained than this con-
temptible and hateful remark, disinterestedness and nobility of soul
being qualiiies for which the deceased had becn pre-eminently dis-
tinguished, The poor woman, without answering a word, turned
away from me and began to cry. Dear and precious tears! They
were understood, and all made their way into my heart, from which
they washed away even the last traces of so contemptible and un-
worthy a thought. Never again, since that time, has a similar
thonght entered it.
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This loss caused mamms as much harm as sorrow. From this
moment, her affaire went from bad to worse. Anet had been very
exact and methodical, and kept his mistress’s house in good order,
His vigilance was feared, and extravagance was checked. Even
mamma herself was afraid of his censure, and curtailed her ex-
penses. She was not satisfied with his attachment, she wished to
preserve his esteem, and she dreaded the just reproach which he
sometimes ventured to utter, that she was squandering not only her
own property, but that of others aswell. I thought ashe did,and even
said so; but I had not the same infizence over her, and my words
did not make the same impression npon her as his. When he was
no more, ] was obliged to take his place, for which I had as little
capacity as inclination ; consequently, I filled it badly. I was not
sufficiently careful, I was very shy; though grumbling to myself, I
Ist everything go on as it liked. Besides, although I had gaired
the same confidence, I had not the same authority, I saw the
disorder, I sighed over it, I complained of it, but no one paid any
attention to me. I was too young and too lively to have a right to
be sensible; and, when I wanted to interfere and play the censor,
mamma gave me two or three playful slaps on the cheek, called
e her little Mentor, and obliged me to resume the part which
suited me. .

The profound conviction of the distress into which her unlimited
extravagance was bound, sooner or later, to plunge her, made an
impression upon me, which was so much the stronger, as, being now
the overseer of her household, I was able to judge for myself of the
difference between her income and expenses, in which the balance
was in favour of the latter, It is from this period that I date the
tendency to avarice, which I have always felt since then, I have
never been foolishly extravagant except by fits and starts; but, until
then, it never troabled me whether I had little or much money. 1
now began to pay attention to this, and {o look after my purse.
I became miserly from a very excellent motive; for, in treth, my
only thought was, how to save something for mamma against the
time of the crash which I saw coming. 1 was afraid that her
creditors would confiscate her pension, or that it might be alto-
gether discontnued; and I imagined, with my narrow ideas, that
my littls savings would then be of great service to her. Bat,in

14—a



212 CONPESSIONS OF

order to save anything, and, above all, to keep it, it was necessary
for me to hide it from her; for, while she was hard pressed for
money, it would never have done for her to know of the existence
of my little hoard. I accordingly looked about for various hiding-
places, where 1 stored a few louis, intending to increase the store
from time to time, until the moment when I Intended to lay it at her
feet. But I was so awkward in the choice of my hiding-places,
that ghe always found them out; and then, in order to let me know
that she had done 30, ehe removed the money which I had deposited
and replaced it by a larger sum in different coinage, Then, feeling
quite ashamed, I put my little treasure into the common purse,
and she never failed to lay it oot in clothes or other articles for
my use, such as a silver-hilted sword, a watch, or something of
the kind.

Convinced that I should never snceeed in saving much money,
and that, after all, ft would only be of very little use to her, I at
Iast felt that there was nothing else to be done, in view of the
disaster which I feared, except for me to secure a position, which
wotld enable me to provide for her myself, as soon as she ceased
to provide for me and found herself reduced to want. Unpfortu-
nately, I built my plans upon my own inclinations, and foolishly
persisted in looking for my fortune in music; feeling motifs and
melodies rising in my head, I thought that, as soon as I should be
in a position to make use of them, I should become a celebrated
man, a modern Orpheus, whose notes could not fail to attract all
the wealth of Pern. As I now began to read music fairly well, the
guestion was, how I was to learn composition. The difficulty was
to find anyone to teach me; for I did not expect to be able to teach
myself with the assistance of my Rameau alone; and, since Le
Maitre's departure, there was no one in Savoy who knew anything
abont harmony.

Here will be seen another of those inconsistencies of which my
life is full, and which have often led me directly away from the
object 1 had in view, even when I thought that I was making
straight for it. Venture had often spoken to me of the Abbé
Blanchard, his composition-master, a man of great merit and
talents, who at the time was music-master of Besangon Cathedral,
and now occupies the same post in the Chapel of Versailles. I
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determined to go to Besancon and take lessons from the Abbé
Blanchard; and this idea seemed to me so sensible, that 1 suc-
ceeded in making mamma look upon it in the same Light. She
immediately set about getting ready my little ontfit with the ex-
travagance she displayed in everything, Thus, with the object of
preventing her bankruptcy and repairing in the future the conse-
quences of her extravagance, I began at the outset by putting her
to an expenditure of eight hundred francs; I hastened her ruin, in
order to put myself in a position to prevent it. Foolish as this
conduct may have been, the illusion was complete on my part and
even on hers. We were both of us convinced—I, that I was work-
{ng for her benefit: she, that I was working for my own.

I had counted upon finding Venture still at Annecy, and in-
tended to ask him for a letter of introduction to the Abbé Blanchard.
He was no longer there. I could learn nothing more, and was
obliged to content myself with a mass composed by himself,
written in four parts, which he had left for me. With this recom-
mendation, I set out for Besangon by way of Geneva, where I paid
a visit to my relations, and throngh Nyon, where I saw my father,
who received me as usual and nndertook to send on my trunk, which,
as I was on horseback, arrived after myself. 1 reached Besangon.
The Abbé received me kindly, promised to teach me, and offered to
help me in any way he could. When we were ready to begin, 1
received a letter from my father, informing me that my trunk had
been seized and confiscated at Rousses, 2 French custom-house on
the Swiss fronter. Alarmed at this news, 1 made use of the
acquaintances whom I had made at Besangon to find out the
reason of this confiscation; for, being certain that [ had nothing
contraband, I could not imaglue what excuse there was for it.
At last, I discovered the reason, and it is so curious that I must
relate it.

At Chambéri I had made the acquaintance of an old Lyonnese,
named Duvivier, a very worthy fellow, who, under the Regency,
had been employed at the passport-office, and, for want of occupa-
tion, had come to assist in the land-survey, He bad lived in the
fashionable world ; he possessed talents and some knowledge, was
kind-hearted and courteous; he understood music; and, as we
worked in the same room, we had become attached fo each other
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by preference in the midst of the unlicked cubs around us. He
had correspondents at Paris, who kept him supplied with those
little trifles, those ephemeral publications, which circulate, one
knows not why, and die, one knows not how, of which no one
thinks any further after they have ceased to be spoken of. As I
sometimes took him to dine with mamma, he treated me with a
cerfain amount of respect, and, to make himself agreeable, en-
deavoured to inspire me with a taste for such twaddle, for which
I have always felt such disgust, that I have never in my life read
any of it myself. Unhappily, one of these cursed papers had
been left in the breast-pocket of a2 new coat which I had worn two
or three times, fo prevent its seizure by the custom-house officers.
This paper contained an insipid Jansenist parody of the beautifnl
scene in Racine's Mithridates ; I had not read ten lines of it, and had
forgotten to take it out of my pocket. This was the reason of the
confiscation of my property. The tax-collectors, at the head of the
inventory of my trunk, drew up am imposing report, in which,
assuming that the docnment was brought from Geneva in order to
be printed and distributed in France, they launched out into picus
invectives against the enemies of God and the Church, and into
praises of those who, by their pions watchfulness, had prevented
this infernal project from being carried out. No doubt they also
found that my shirts smelt of heresy, for, on the strength of this
terrible paper, everything was confiscated, and I never received any
acecount or news of my poor outfit. The revenue-officers, to whom
I applied, required so many informations, proofs, vouchers, and
memorials that, after losing myself a thousand times in the mazes
of this labyrinth, I was obliged to give up everything. I genuinely
regret that I have not kept the report drawn np by the officials of
Ronsses; it would have fignred with distinction amongst the col-
lection which is to accompany this work.

This loss made me return at once to Chambéri, without having
learned anything with the Abbé Blanchard; and, after weighing
everything carefully, and seeing that misfortune pursued me in all
my undertakings, I resolved to attach myself entirely to mamma, to
ghare her lot, and no longer to trouble myself to no purpose about
a future on which I had no inflaence. She received me as if I had
brought back treasures, gradually supplied the loss of my ward-
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robe, and my misfortune, sufficiently great for us both, was forgotten
almost as soon as it overtook us.

Although it had cooled my ardour for music, [ still continued
to study my Rameaun; and, by dint of repeated efforts, I at length
succeeded in understanding it, and made some trifling attempts at
composition, the success of which encouraged me, The Comte de
Bellegarde, son of the Marquis d’Antremont, had returned from
Dresden after the death of King Angustus. He had lived a long
time at Paris, and was passionately fond of music, especially
Rameau's. His brother, the Comte de Nangis, played the violin;
the Comtesse de la Tour, their sister, sang a little. All this made
music the fashion at Chambéri, and what may be called public
concerts were introduced there, which I was at first asked to direct ;
bat it soon became clear that this was beyond my powers, and
other arrangements were made. 1 still comtinued, however, to
compose some little pieces of my own, amongst others a cantaia,
which met with great approval. It was not a well-executed piece
of work, but it was foll of new airs and effects, which were not ex-
pected from me. These gentlemen could not believe that I, who
read music so indifferently at sight, conld be capable of composing
anythingtolerable, and felt certain that I had taken the credit of some-
one else's work. Iu order to settle the matter, M. de Nangis came to
see me one morning and brought a cantata by Clérambault, which
he told me he had transposed to suit his voice, and for which another
bass was required, since the original could no Jonger be played in
consequence of the transposition. I told him that it would involve
considerable labour, and that it conld not be finished on the spot.
He thought this was only an excuse, and pressed me to write, at
least, the bass of a recitative. I did so, badly, I have no doubt,
since, in order to do anything well, I must be free and unrestrained ;
but, at least, I wrote it according to the rules, and, as he was pre-
sent, he eould have no doubt that 1 knew the elements of eomposi-
tion. I did not, therefore, lose my pupils, but it somewhat cooled
my ardour for music, to see that they could give a concert without
my assistance.

It was about this time that peace was concluded, and the
French army recrossed the Alps. Several officers came to visit
mamma, amongst cthers the Comte de Lautrec, colonel of the
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Orleans regiment, afterwards Plenipotentiary at Geneva, and sub-
sequently Marshal of France, to whom she presented me. After
hearing her account of me, he appeared to take a great interest in
me, and made me several promises, which he never remembered
till the last year of his life, when [ no longer needed his assistance.
The young Marquis de Semnecterre, whose father was at the time
ambassador at Turin, passed through Chambéri at the same time.
He dined with Madame de Menthon. 1@ bappened to be dining
there the same day. After dinner, the conversation turned npon
music, which he knew well. The opera of fephtha was at that time
something new; he spoke of it, and it was brought to him. He
made me shudder by proposing that we should go through the
opera together, and opened the book just at the famous piece for
the double chorus :
" La terre, l'enfer, 1e ciel méme,
Tout tremble devant le Seigneur.” &

He asked me, “ How many parts will you take? 1 will take these
six.” I was not yet accustomed to French forwardnpess, and,
although 1 had sometimes stammered out the score, I did not
understand how one man could take six paris at once, or even
two. 1 have found nothing more difficult in practising musie, than
skipping lightly from one part to the other, and keeping my eye on a
whole score at once. From the manner in which I evaded this
attempt, M. de Sennecterre must have been inclined to think that I
did not understand music. It was, perhaps, in order to clear up his
doubts on the point, that he suggested to me to compose the score
of a song which he wanted to give to Mademoiselle de Menthon. I
could not refuse. He sang the song, and I wrote down the mausic,
without asking him to repeat it too often. He afterwards read it,
and found that it was correctly scored. He had noticed my em-
barrasement and seemed pleased to make the most of my trifling
success. It was, however, in reality, a very simple matter. In the
main, I had a very considerable knowledge of music; I only needed
that first rapid glance, which I have never possessed in any single
thing, and which can only be acquired in music by constant prac-
tice. Anyhow, I felt thackful for his honourable efforts to efface

3 Earth, hell, heaven itself—everything trembles before the Lord.
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from the minds of others, as well as my own, the trifling disgrace
which I had suffered ; and, twelve or fifteen years later, when I
met him at different houses in Paris, I was frequently tempted to
remind him of this incident, and to show him that T had not for-
gotten it. But he had lost his sight since then, and I was afraid to
renew his regrets, by reminding him of the use he had formerlj
made of it, and I held my tongue.

I now come to the moment which connects my past with my
present existence, Some friendships, which have lasted from that
time fo this, are very dear to me, They have often caused me to
regret that happy obscurity, when those who called themselves my
friends were really such, and loved me for myself, from pure good-
will, not from the vanity of being intimate with a well-known man,
or from the secret desire of thus finding more opportunity of in-
juring him.

It is from this period that I date my acquaintance with my old
friend Gauffecourt, who has always remained true to me, in spite of
the efforts of others to take him away from me. Always? Alas,
nol I have just lost him. But his affection for me only ended
with hiz life; our friendship only ended at his death. M. de
Gauffecourt was one of the most amiable men who have ever existed.
It was impossible to see him without loving him, or to live with him
without becoming devotedly attached to him. I have never scen
more frank or more kindiy features, or an expression which showed
greater calmness, feeling and intelligence, or inspired greater con-
fidence, However reserved a man might be, it was impossible for
him to help being, at first sight, as familiar with him as if he had
known him for twenty years. I myself, who foundit so hard to feel
at ease with strangers, was at home with him from the first moment.
His manner, his way of speaking, his conversation were in perfect
accord with his features. The tone of his voice was clear, full,
well modulated, a fine bass, sonorous and powerful, which filled the
ear and peneirated to the heart, It is impossible to imagine a
gentler or more uniform cheerfulness, simpler or more unaffected
grace, more natural or more tastefully cultivated talents. Add to
this a loving heart—a little too affectionate towards all the world—
a character too ready to oblige without discretion, serving his
friends zealously, or rather making friends of people whom ke was
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able to serve, capable of managing his own affairs very cleverly,
while warmly promoting the interests ot others. Gauffecourt was
the son of a humble watchmaker, and had himself followed his
father's trade. But his personal appearance and merits summoned
him to another sphere, into which he was not slow to enter. He
made the acquaintance of M. de la Closure, the French Resident at
Geneva, who took afancyto him. He procured him other acquaint-
ances at Paris, who proved useful to him, and by their influence he
secured the right of supplying the salt at Valais, which brought
him in an income of twenty thousand francs. His good fortune,
which was amply sufficient, ended there as far as men were con-
cerned ; bat, in regard to women, it was a great siruggle; he had
to choose, and made what choice he thought best. It was a rare
and most honourable point about him, that, having connections
with persons in all ranks of life, he was everywhere beloved and
sought after by all, without ever incurring anyone's hatred or
jealousy; and I believe that he died withont ever having had a
sipgle enemv. Happy man! He went every year to the baths at
Aix, the resort of the best society of the neighbouring countries.
Intimate with all the nobility of Savoy, he came from Aix to Cham-
béri to visit the Comte de Bellegarde and bis father the Marquis
d’Antremont, at whose house mamma made his acquaintance and
introduced me to him. This acquaintance, which did not seem
destined to lead to anything, and was broken off for several years,
was renewed on an occasion which I will afterwards relate, and
became a genuine attachment. This is enough to justify me in
speaking of a friend with whom I have been so closely connected ;
but, even if I had no personal interest in remembering him, he
was so amiable 2 man and born under so lucky a star, that, for
the credit of the human race, I should always think his memory
worth preserving. Certainly, this charming man had his faults
like others, as will be afterwards seen; but, if he had not had
any, he would, perhaps, have been less amiable. To make him as
attractive as possible, it was necessary that he should sometimes
require to be pardoned.

Anocther connection of the same period is not yet entirely
extinct, and still tempts me with the hope of earthly happiness,
which dies o hard in the heart of mag, M. de Conzié, a Savoyard
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gentleman, at that time young and amiable, took it into his licad to
learn music, or rather to make the acquaintance of him who taoght
it. With considerable intellience and a taste for polite acquire-
ments, M. de Conzié combined a gentleness of character which
made him very fascinating, and I also easily made myself.
attractive to people in whom I found such a disposition. Qur
friendship was soon formed.! The germs of literature and philo-
sophy, which were beginning to stir in my head and only waited
for a little care and encouragement to develop tbemselves com-
pletely, found them in him. M, de Conzié had little talent for musie,
which was a good thing for me; for the lesson hours were devoted
to everything else but singing scales. We breakfasted, talked, and
read new publications, but never said a word about mnsic. Voltaire's
correspondence with the Crown Prince of Prussia was at that time
causing some stir; we frequently conversed about these two cele-
brated men, one of whom, who had only lately ascended the
throne, already gave promise of what he was soon to become,
while the other, as vilified as he is now admired, caused us to
lament sincerely the misfortune by which he seemed to be pursved,
and which is so often the heritage of great minds. The prince had
enjoyed little happiness in his youth; and Voltaire seemed born
never to enjoy any. The interest which we tock in both extended
to everything connected with them. Nothing that Voltaire wrote
escaped us. The pleasure which these readings afforded me
inspired me with the desire of learning to write elegantly, and
of attempting to imitate the beautful colouring of this author, which
enchanted me. Some time afterwards his “ Philosophical Letters™
appeared. Although certainly not his best work, it was that which
most attracted me to study, and this growing taste was never ex-
tinguished from that time. \

But the moment had not yet come for me to devote myself to
it entively. I still had a somewhat fickle disposition, a desire for
rambling, which had been restrained rather than eradicated, and
which was fostered by our manner of living at Madame de Warens,
which was too noisy to suit my solitary disposition. The crowd of

1 I have seen him since, and found him entirely changed. What a mighty
magician is M. Choiseul | Nonre of my old acquaintances have been proof
against his powers of transformation.
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strangers who swarmed around her from all directions, and my
conviction that they were only seeking, ezch in his own way, to
deceive her, made my life at home 2 regular torture, Since I had
taken the place of Claude Anet in his mistress's confidence, I
attentively followed the condition of her affairs, and saw them
going from bad to worse in a most alarming manner. A bundred
times I had remonstrated, begged, pressed and entreated her, but
always in vain, I had thrown myself at her feet, and represented
to her, as forcibly as I was able, the catastrophe which threatened
her; I had strongly advised her to curtail her expenses, and to
begin with me; to undergo a little privation while she was still
young, rather than, by continually increasing her debts and the
number of her creditors, to expose herself to their annoyance and
to poverty in her old age. Touched by the sincerity of my zeal,
she became affected like myself, and made me the finest promises
in the world. But, the moment some worthless fellow arrived, all
wab forgotten. After a thousand proofs of the uselessness of my
remonstrances, what was left for me to do baut to turn my eyes
away from the mischief which I could not prevent? I withdrew
from the house, the door of which I was unable to guard; I made
little excursions to Nyon, Geneva and Lyons, which distracted my
attention from my secret trouble, while at the same time they
increased the cause of it owing to the expense. I can swear that
I would joyfully have put up with any kind of retrenchment, if
mamma would really have profited by such saviog; but, feeling
convinced that the money I denied myself would only find its
way into the pockets of swindlers, I abused her generosity in
order fo share it with them, and, like the dog returning from the
slaughter-house, carried off my bit from the piece which I had
not been able to save.

I never lacked excuses for all these journeys; mamma herself
would have supplied me with them fo abundance, having so many
engagements, negotiations, affaivs and commissions in all parts,
which required a trostworthy agent to execute them. She de-
sired nothing better than to send me away; I was always ready
{o go; the result of this could only be 2 wandering kind of life.
These journeys afforded me the opportunity of making acquaint.
ances, who proved either agreeable or usefu) to me. At Lyons,



ROUSSEAD 221

M. Perrichon, whom I reproach myself for not having enltivated
sufficiently, considering the kindness he showed me; at Grenoble,
Madame Deybens and the wife of the President of Bardonanche,
a woman of great intelligence, who wonld have shown me especial
favour, if I had had the opportunity of seeing her oftener; at
Geneva, the French Resident, M. de la Closure, who often spoke
to me of my mother, who still retained a held upon his heart, in
spite of death and time; the two Barillots, whose father, who called
me his grandson, was a most agreeable companicn and cne of the
worthiest persons I have ever known. During the troubles of the
Republic, these two citizens took opposite sides; the son, that of
the people, the father, that of the authorities; 2nd when fighting
began in 1737, happening to be at Geneva, I saw father and son
leave the same house with arms in their hands, the former to go to
the town hall, the lafter to his headquarters, certain of finding
themselves, two hours later, face to face, with the chance of cutting
each other’s throat. This terrible sight made so deep an impres-
slon upon me, that I took an oath never to take part in any civil
war, and never to defend Liberty at home by force of arms, either
in my own person or by my approval, if I ever entered upon my
rights as a citizen. 1 can prove that I kept my oath on a difficult
occasion, and it will be found—at any rate I hope so—that my
restraint was not without its value.

But I had not yet arrived at that firet fermentation of patrictism
which Geneva in arms excited in my heart. How far I was removed
from it may be judged from a very serions fact which reflects upon
myself, which I have forgotten to mention in its proper place, but
which onght not to be omiited.

My uncle, Bernard, some years ago, had crossed over to
Carolina, to superintend the building of the city of Charlestown,
the plan of which he had designed, and died there shortly after-
wards. My poor cousin had also died in the service of the King of
Prussia, and thus my aunt lost her son and husband almost at the
same time, These losses somewhat revived her friendship for her
nearest surviving relative, who happened to be myself, Whenever
1 went to Geneva, I stayed with her, and amused myself with
rummaging through and turning over the books and papers which
my uncle had left. Amongst them I found several curious things,
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together with some letters, of the existence of which cerfainly no
on¢ had any suspicion. My aunt, who attached litile value to
these papers, would have allowed me to take them all away, if 1
had wanted to do so. { contented myself with two or three books
annotated by my grandfather Bernard, the minister, amongst others
a quarto edition of the posthumous works of Rohault, the margin
of which was foll of excellent remarks, which gave me a fondness
for mathematics. This book has remained with those of Madame
de Warens; I have always regretted that I did not keep it. Besides
these books, I took five or six manuscript pamphlets, and one
printed one, written by the famous Micheli Ducret, a man of great
talent, learned and enlightened, but oo revolutionary In his ideas.
He was crnelly treated by the Council of Geneva, and recently died
in the fortress of Arberg, in which he had been imprisoned for
many years, in consequence, it is said, of having been mixed up in
the Bernese conspiracy.

This pamphlet was a judicious criticism of the extensive and
absord plan of fortification which has partly been carried out at
Gensva, and is the lavghingstock of experts who do not know the
secret purpose which the Council had in carrying out this magni-
ficent enterprise. M. Micheli, who had been excluded from the
fortification-commission for having found fault with the plan,
imsagined that he, 2s a member of the Two Hundred, and even as a
citizen, might venture to express his opinion at greater length ; this
he did in the pamphlet in question, whichk he was imprudent enough
to get printed, although he did not publish it; for he only had a
sufficient number of copies struck off to send to the Two Hundred,
which were all seized at the post-office by order of the Senate, 1
found the pamphlet amongst my uncle’s papers, together with the
reply which he had been commissioned to make to it, and I took
both away with me. I had taken this journey soon after leaving
the Survey, and I was still on good terms with the advocate
Coccelli, who was at the head of it. Sometime afterwards, the
Director of Customs took it into his head to ask me to stand god-
father to his child, with Madame de Coccelli as godmother. This
compliment turned my head ; and, proud of being so closely con-
nected with the advocate, I tried to put on an air of importance, to
appear worthy of so great an honour.
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With this idea, I thought I conld do nothing better than show
him Micheli's printed pamphlet—which was really a curiosity—to
prove to him that I belonged to the important personages of
Geneva who were acquainted with State secrets. However, with a
kind of semi-reserve which I should find it difficult to account for,
I did not show him my uncle's reply to the pamphlet, perhaps
because it was in mannseript, and nothing but printed matter was
worth the advocate's attention. However, he had =o strong an
opivion of the value of the document, which I had been foolish
enough to intrust to him, that 1 was never able to get it back or
even to see it again; and, convinced of the uselessness of my efforis,
I made a merit of the matter, and changed the theft into a present.
I do not doubt for a moment that he made the most of this
pamphlet, although it was more curious than useful, at the Court of
Turin, and that, somehow or other, he took care to refiinburse the
money which it was naturally supposed he must have spent in
getting possession of it. Happily, of all possible future contin-
gencies, one of the least likely is that the Kicg of Sardinia will ever
besiege Geneva. But, as it is not impossible, I shall always re-
proach myself for my foolish vanity in having revealed the weak-
nesses of that place to its most inveterate enemy.

In this manner I passed two or three years, my attention
divided between music, magisteries, schemes, and journeys; wan-
dering incessantly from one thing fo another; wanting to settle
down to something, without knowing what, but gradually being
drawn towards study, associating with men of letters, hearing
literature discussed, even sometimes venturing to join in the discus-
sion myself; rather adopting the terminology of books than under-
standing their contents. In my journeys to Geneva, I occasionally
called upon my good old friend M. Simon, who encouraged my
growing eagerness by entirely fresh news from the republic of
letters, taken from Baillet or Colomiés. At Chambéri I also fre.
frequently saw » Jacobin, a professor of physics, a good-natured
friar, whose name 1 have forgotten, who often performed little
experiments which amused me extremely. From his directions,
and with the assistance of the “ Mathematical Recreations" of
Qzanam, I tried to make some sympathetic Ink. With this object,
having filled a bottle more than half full with quicklime, orpiment
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and water, I corked it tightly. Almoest immediately if began to
effervesce violently. 1 ran to uncork the bottle, but was too late;
it burst in my face like 2 bomb. I swallowed so much chalk and
orpiment that it nearly killed me. I could not see for more than
six weeks, and this taught me not to dabble again in experimental
physics, without any knowledge of the elements of the science.

This event proved very detrimental to my health, which for
some time had been sensibly deteriorating, I do not understand
how it was that, although I had a good constitution, and did not
fadulge in any excesses, I visibly declined. I am pretty strongly
built and broad.chested, and my lungs must have ample room to
play; notwithstanding, I was short of breath, had a feeling of
oppression, sighed involuntarily, had palpitation of the heart, and
spat blood; a slow fever supervened, from which 1 have never
been entirely free. How can one fall into such a state in the flower
of one's age, without any internal injury, without having done any-
thing to destroy health?

It is sometimes said that the sword wears out the scabbard.
That is my history, My passlons have made me live, and my
passions have killed me. What passions ? will be asked. Trifles,
the most childish things in the world, which, however, excited me
as much as if the possession of Helen or the throne of the universe
had been at stake. In the first place—women. When I possessed
one, my senses were calm; my heart, never. The needs of love
devoured me in the midst of enjoyment; I had a tender mother,
& dear friend; but I needed a mistress. I imagiped one in her
place; I represented her to myself in a thousand forms, in order
to deceive myself. I1f I had thought that I held mamma in my
arms when I embraced her, these embraces would have been no
less lively, but all my desires would have been extinguished; 1
should have sobbed from affection, but I should never have felt
any epjoyment. Enjoyment! Does this ever fall to the lot of
man ? If I had ever, a single time in my life, tasted all the delights
of love in their fulness, I do not believe that my frail existence
could have endured it; I shonld have died on the spot.

Thus I was burning with love, without an object ; and it ia this
state, perhaps, that is most exhausting. I was restless, tormented
by the hopeless condition of poor mamma-s affairs, and her impru-
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dent conduct, which were bound te ruin her completely at no
distant date. My cruel imagination, which always anticipates
misfortunes, exhibited this particular one to me continually, in all
its extent and in all its results. I already saw myself compelled by
want to separate from her to whom I had devoted my life, and
without whom I could not enjoy it. Thus my soul was everina
state of agitation ; I was devoured alternately by desires and fears.

Music was with me another passion, less fierce, but no less
wasting, from the ardour with which I threw myself into it, from
my persistent study of the obscure treatises of Rameaun, from my
invincible determination to load my rebellious memory with them,
from my continual running about, from the enormous heap of com-
pilations which T got together and often spent whole nights in
copying. But why dwell npon permanent fancies, while all the
follies which passed through my inconstant brain—the transient
inclinations of a single day, a journey, a concert, a supper, a walk
to take, a novel to read, a comedy to see, everything that was en-
tirely unpremeditated in my pleasure or business, became for me
g0 many viclent passions, which, in their ridiculous impetoosity,
caused me the most genuine torment? The imaginary snfferings of
Cleveland, which T read of with avidity and constant interruption,
have, I believe, afflicted me more than my own.

At Chambéri there was a Genevese, named M. Bagueret, who
had been employed by Peter the Great at the Russlan Court; he
was one of the greafest rascals and greatest fools that I have ever
seen, always full of schemes as mad as himself, who fung millions
about Like rain and thought nothing of an extra cipher. This
man, who had come to Chambéri on account of some law-suit
before the Senate, got hold of mamma, as was only to be expected,
and in return for the ciphers which he generously lavishied upon
her, drew her few crowns, one by one, out of her purse, 1 disliked
him ; he saw it—never a difficult matter in my case—and left no
kind of meanness untried, in order to gain my favour. He took it
into his head to propose to teach me chess, which he himself played
g little. I tried it, almost against my inclination ; and, after ¥ had
learnt the moves indifferently, I made such rapid progress that, be-
fore the end of the first sitting, I was able to give him the rook which
at firs the had given me. That was enough; I was mad for chesa

voLr. 1 15
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from that moment. I bought a chess-board and a * Calabrois';? 1
shut myself up in my room, and spent days and nights in trying to
learn all the openings by heart, in stuffing them into my head by
force, and in playing by myself without rest or relaxation. After
two or three months of this praisewerthy occupation and these in-
credible efforts, I went to the café, thin, sallow, and almest stepid,
I tried my hand, I played again with M. Bagueret; he beat me
once, twice, twenty times; all the different combinations had be-
come mixed up in my head, and my imagination was so enfeebled,
that I saw nothing but 2 cloud before my eyes, Whenever [
wished, with the help of Philidor or Stamma, to practise myself
in studying different games, the same thing happened to me; and,
after exhausting myself with fatigue, I found myself weaker than
before. For the rest, whether I gave up chess for a time, or en-
deavoured {o improve myself by constant practice, I never made
the slightest progress after the first sitting, and always found myself
just where I was when it was over. I might practise for thousands
of generations and not be able to do more thar give Bagueret the
rock, and nothing else. Time well employed | you will say; and
I employed not a Lttle of it in this way. I did not finish the first
attempt, until I no longer had strength to continue it, When I left
my room, I looked like a corpse, and, if I had continued to live in
the same manner, I should certainly not have remained long above
ground. It will be admitted that it is diffcult, especially in the
ardour of youth, for such a disposition to allow the bedy to enjoy
continued good health,

The decline in my health affected my temper and moderated
the ardour of my imagination. Feeling myself weaker, I became
quieter, and lost, in some degree, my mania for travelling. I
remained more at home, and was attacked, not by ennui, but by
melancholy ; my passions were succeeded by hysteria; my languor
changed to sadness; I wept and I sighed about nothing; I felt life
glipping away from me before I bad enjoyed it. I sighed over the
gtate in which I was leaving my poor mamma; over the state into
which I saw her ready to fall. I can assert that my only regret

t A freatise by a famous Italian chess-player, Gioachino Greco, called
'Le Calabirois ' ; bo lived in the time of Louis XIV.
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was at leaving her, and leaving her in so lamentable a condition.
At length, I became really ill. She pursed me more tenderly than
any mother ever nursed her child; and this was beneficial to her-
self, since it diverted her from schemes, ard kept away the promo-
ters of them. How sweet would death have been, if it had come
then! If I had not enjoyed many of the good things of life, T had
felt but few of its sorrows. My peaceful soul would have departed
without that cruel feeling of the injustice of mankind, which poisons
both life and death. I should have had the consolation that I waa
sorviving myself in the better half of me ; it could hardly have been
called death. Had it not been for the uneasiness I felt concerning
her lot, I could have died as easily as I could have fallen asleep;
and my very uneasiness was connected with an affectionate and
tender object, which softened its bitterness. I said to her: **My
whole being is in your hands; make it happy.” Two or three times,
when I was worse than usual, I got up during the night and dragged
myself to her room, to give her advice upon her conduct, which 1
may say was thoroughly correct and sensible, but in which my sym-
pathy for her was more marked than anything else. Asiftearshad
been food and medicine, those which I shed by her side, sitting on
her bed, holding her hands in mine, seemed to give me strength.
The hours slipped away in these nightly conversations, and 1 left
her, feeling better than when I entered; calm and content with
the promises which she had made me, with the hopes with which
she had inspired me, [ went to sleep, peace in my heart, and resigned
to Providence.

After I have had so many reasons to hate life, after all the
storms which have shaken my existence, and only make it a burden
to me, may God grant that the death which is to end it may oot
be more cruel than it would have been to me at that moment!

By her unremitting attention and watchfulness, and incredible
exertions she saved me; and it is certain that she alone could have
done so0. I have little faith in the medicine of physicians, but a
great deal in that of true friends ; those things on which onr happi-
ness depends are always more salutary than anything else. If there
ic such a thing as a delightful sensation in kfe, it is that which we
felt when we were restored to each other. QOur mutual attachment
was not increased, that was impossible; but it assumed a more

15—2
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fntimate form which I cannot explain, more touching in its great
simplicity, I became entirely her work, entirely her child, more
so than if she had been really my mother. We began, without
thinking of it, to be inseparable, to share, as it were, our existence
in common; and feeling that we were not only necessary, but
sufficient, for each other, we accustomed ourselves to think of
nothing that was foreign to us, to limit our happiness and all our
desires to that possession of each other, which was, perbaps,
unique of its kind amongst human beings, which, as [ have said,
was not love, but 2 more real possession, which, without being
dependent upon the senses, sex, age or personal appearance, was
concerned with all that which makes one what one is, and which
one can only lose by ceasing to exist.

How came it that this delightful crisis did not bring happiness
for the rest of her days and mine? It was not my fault; I can
console myself with the conviction of that. Neither was it hers, at
least, not wilfully., It was written that the ineradicable tendency
of my disposition should soon reassert its sway. But this fata]
recoil did not take place all at once, There was, thank Heaven,
an interval—a short and precious interval—which did not end
through any fault of mine, and which I cannot reproach myself
with having badly employed.

Although cured of my serious complaint, I had not recovered
my strength. My chest was still weak; some traces of fever re-
mained, and made me Janguid. I desired nothing except to end
my days near her who was so dear to me, to support her in her
good resolutions, to make her feel what constituted the real charm
of a happy life, to make her life such, as far as it depended on me.
But I saw, I even felt, that the continual solitude of our intercourse
in a dull and gleemy house would end in becoming equally dull
and gloomy. The remedy presented itself as it were of its own
azccord. Mamma had prescribed milk for me, and wanted me to go
into the country to take it. I consented, provided she went with
me. That was encugh to determine her; the only question to be
decided was, where we should go. The garden in the suburb counld
not be properly called country—surrounded by houses and other
gardens, it did not possess the charm of a rustic retreat. Besides,
after Anet's death, we had given up the garden for the sake of
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economy, since we no longer had any desire to rear plants, and
other considerations cansed us to feel but little regret for that
retreat.

Taking advantage of the dislike, which I discovered she felt
towards the town, I proposed to her to leave it altogether, and to
settle in pleasant solitude, in some little hounse, at a sufficient
distance from the town to baffle troublesome visitors. She would
have done so, and the resclution, which her good angel and mine
suggested to me, would probably have assured ws a happy and
peaceful life, until death should have separated us. But we were
not destined for such a lot, Mamma was fated to experience all the
miseries of want and discomfort, after having passed her life in
abundance, to enable her to quit it with less regret; while I, aver-
whelmed with misfortunes of all kinds, was destined one day to
serve as & warning to all who, inspired solely by love of justice and
the public welfare, and trnsting to the strength of their innocence
alone, have the courage to tell the truth openly to the world, with-
out the support of cabals, and without having formed a party to
protect them.

An uofortunate apprehension kept her back. She did not
dare to leave her uncomfortable house, for fear of displeasing the
landlord. * Your plan of retirement,” she said, * is charming, and
I like it very much ; but in such retirement we should have to live.
If 1 leave my prison, I run the risk of losing my bread; and, when
this fails us in the woods, we shall be obliged to return again to
town to look for it. To lessen the chance of being obliged to do so,
do not let us leave the town altogether. Let us pay this trifling
annuity to the Comte de St, Laurent, that he may leave me mine.
Let us look for some retreat, far enough from the town to allow us
tolive in peace, and near enough for us to return to it whenever it
is necessary.” This was what we did. After looking about a little,
we settled npon Les Charmettes, an estate belonging to M. de Conzié,
close to Chambéri, but as retired and solitury as if it had been
a hundred leagues away. Between two rather high hills, there is a
little valley extending from north to south, at the bottom of which
a stream of water runs amongst the trees and pebbles. Along this
valley, half-way up the hill, there are some scattered houses, a
very pleasant retreat for anyone who is fond of a somewhat wild
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and retired asylom. Having looked at two or three of these houses,
we at last chose the nicest, which belonged to a gentienian m the
army, named Noiret. The house was very habitable. In front
was a garden with a terrace, above that, a vineyard, and below, an
orchard; facing it was a little forest of chestnut-trees, and a
fountain close by; higher up on the mountain were pasture
meadows ; in short, everything requisite for the little country estab-
lishment we intended to set op. As far as I can remember
times and dates, we took possession of it towards the end of the
summer of 1736. I was delighted the first night we slept there.
“ Oh, mamma,” said I to my dear friend, while I embraced her
with tears of tenderness and joy, * this is the abode of happiness
and innocence, If we do not find both heie, it will be useless to

look for them anywhete else.”
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BOOK V1
[1736.]

Hoc erat in votiz: modus agei non ita magnua,
Hortus uhi et tecto vicinus iugis aquae fons,
Et paulum silvae super his foret.

I cannot add:

Auctiug atque
Di melius fecere®

But no matter; I had no need of mere; I did not even need
any property at all; the enjoyment of it was enough for me, and 1
have long ago said and felt, that the proprietor and the possessor
are often two very different persons, even if one leaves husbands’
and lovers out of the question.

At this period commences the brief happiness of my life; here
approach the peaceful, but rapid moments which have given me the
right to say, I have ived. Precious and regretted moments! begin
again for me your delightful course ; and, if it be possible, pass more
slowly in succession through my memory, than you did in your
fugitive reality. What can I do, to prolong, as I should like, this
touching and simple narrative, to repeat the same things over and
over again, without wearying my readers by such repetition, any
more than I was wearied of them myself, when I recommenced the
life again and again? If all this consisted of facts, actions, and
words, I could describe, and in a manner, give an idea of them;
but how is it possible to describe what was neither said nor done,
ner even thought, but enjoyed and felt, without being able to assign
any other reason for my happiness than this simple feeling? I got
up at sunrise and was bhappy; I walked, and was happy; I saw
mamma, and was happy; I left her, and was happy; I roamed the
forests and hills, I wandered in the valleys, I read, I did nothing, 1
worked in the garden, I picked the fruit, I helped in the work of the

r This used to be the height of my wishes: a amall piece of land, with a
garden, & stream of running water near the house, and a little woeod besides,
% The gods have blessed me with more than I desire,
—HORACE, Satire 1L, vi., 1—4.
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house, and happiness followed me everywhere—happiness, which
could not be referred to any definite object, but dwelt entirely
within myself, and which never left me for a single instant.

Nothing that occurred t¢ me during that delightful period,
nothing that I did, said, or thought, during all the time it lasted,
has escaped my memory. Preceding and subsequent periods only
come back to me at intervals; I recall them unequally and con-
fusedly ; but I recall this particular period in its entirety, as if it
still existed. My fancy, which, during my youth, always looked
ahead, and now always looks back, compensates me by these
charming recollections for the hope which I have lost for ever. I
no longer see anything in the future to tempt me; only the remi-
niscences of the past can flatter me, and these reminiscences of
the period of which I speak, so vivid and so true, often make my
life bappy, in spite of my misfortunes.

1 will mentfon one single instance of these recollections, which
will enable the reader to judge of their liveliness and accuracy.
‘The first day we set out to pass the night at Les Charmettes, mamma
was in a sedan-chair, and 1 followed on foot. The road was some-
what steep, and, being rather heavy and afraid of tiring her bearers,
she got down about half-way, infending to finish the rest of the
journey on foot, During the walk, she saw something blue in the
hedge, and said to me, " Lock! there is some periwinkle still in
flower.” 1T had never seen any periwinkle, I did not steop down to
examine it, and T am too near-sighted to distinguish plants on the
ground, when standing upright. I merely cast a passing glance
at it, and nearly thirty years passed before I saw any periwinkle
again, or paid any attention to it. Io 1764, when I was at Cressier
with my friend Dn Peyrou, we were climbing a hill, on the top of
which he has built a pretty salos, which he rightly calls Belle-Vue.
I wag then beginning to botanise a little. While ascending the hill,
and looking amongst the bushes, I exclaimed with a cry of joy, “ Ah!
there is some periwinkle[" as in fact it was. Du Peyrou observed
my delight, without knowing the cause of it ; he will learn it, I hope,
one day, when he reads these words. The reader may judge, from
the impression which so trifling a circumstance made upon me, of
the effect produced by everything which has refcrence to that
period.
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In the meantime, the country air did not restore me to my
former state of health. T was sickly, and grew worse, 1 could not
take milk, and was obliged to give it up. At that time hydropathy
was the rage, as a cure for every complaint, [ rushed into it with
so little discretion, that it nearly put an end, not to my ailments,
but to my life. Every morning, when I gotup, I went to the spring
with a large goblet, and, walking about, drank about two bottlefuls
without stopping. I entirely gave up drinking wine at my meals.
The water which I drank was rather hard and difficult to pass, like
most mountain waters. In short, I managed so well, that in less
than two months I completely ruined my stomach, which had
hitherto been excellent, and I recognised that I could no longer
hape to be cured, as I was totally incapable of digesting anything.
At the same time, an accident ocenrred to me, as curious in itself
as in its results, which will only end with my life.

One morning, when I was no worse than usual, while Efting the
top of a little table upon its stand, I became conscious of a sudden
and almost incomprehensible disturbance in my whele body, I
cannot compare it better than with a kind of storm, which arose in
my blood, and in a moment gained the mastery over all my limbs.
My veins began to beat so violently that I not only felt, but even
heard it, especially the beating of the carotid arteries. This was
accompanied by a loud noise in my ears, of three, or rather, four
kinds; a dull and heavy buzzing, a more distinct murmur like that
of running water, a sharp whistling sound, and the beating which I
have just described, the pulsations of which I could easily count,
without feeling my pulse or touching my body with my hands.
This internal noise was so loud, that it deprived me of my hitherto
keen faculties of hearing, and made me not altogether deaf, but
hard of hearing, as I have continved to be from that day.

My surprise and afiright may easily be imagined. I looked
upon myself as dead ; 1took to my bed, and the physician was sent
for ; trembling with fear, I told him my case, which I considered
hopeless. 1 believe he thought the sams, but he acted as became
his profession. He strung together a series of lengthy explana-
tions of which I understood nothing; then, in consequence of his
sublime theory, he commenced, in anima vili, the experimental cure
which he was pleased to try. It was so painful, so disgusting, and
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produced so little effect, that I soon became tired of it ; and, at the
end of a few weeks, finding myself neither better nor worse, I left
my bed and resumed my ordinary occupations, although the beating
of my arterfes and the buzzing in my ears still continned, and, in
fact, have never left me for a moment from that day, that is to say,
for thirty years.

Hitherto I had been a great sleeper. The total inability to
sleep, by which all these symptoms have been accompanied, even
to the present day, finally convinced me that I had not long to live,
Thia conviction at first calmed my anxiety to recover. As I could
not prolong my life, I resolved to get as much as possible out of the
few years or months that remained to me; and this I was enabled
to do, thanks to a special favour of Nature, which, notwithstanding
aty melancholy condition, gave me exemption from the pain by
which it would naturally have been accompanied. I was incon-
venienced by the noise, bat it cansed me no suffering; the only
habitnal inconveniences by which it was attended were, inability
to sleep at night, and a perpetual shortness of breath, not, how-
ever, amounting to asthma, and which only made itself felt when I
atiempted to run or exert myself more than msual.

This accident, which should have killed my body, enly killed
my passions; and I bless Heaven every day for the happy effect
which it produced upon my soul. I can certainly say that I never
began to live, until I looked upon myself as a dead man. While
estimating at their true value the things I was going to leave, 1
began to occupy my thoughts with nobler cares, as if in anticipation
of the duties I should soon have to fulfil, and which until then I
had seriously neglected. I had often burlesqued religion after my
own fashion, but I had never been entirely without it. It was
easier for me to hark back to this subject, so melancholy for so
many, but so sweet for one who can find in it 2 source of hope and
consolation. Oun this occasion, mamma was far more useful to me
than all the theologians in the world could have been.

As she always reduced everything to a system, she had
not failed to treat religion in the same manner. Her system of
religion was made op of ideas of the most different kinds, some
very sensible, others very foolish, of feelings connected with her
character, and of prejudices arising from her education. As a rule,
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believers make God like themselves; the good represent him as
good, the wicked, as wicked ; malicious and bilious devotees see
pothing but hell, because they would like to see the whole world
damned; while loving and gentle souls do not believe in the exist-
ence of such a place. I have never been able to recover from my
astonishment at finding the good Fénélon speak of it in his * Tele-
machus,” as if be sincerely believed in it; but I hope that be lied
then, for, after all, however truthful a man may be, he is obliged to
lie sometimes—when he is a Bishop. Mamma did notlie to me ; and
her soul, free from gall and bitterness, which conld not imagine a
vindictive and ever-wrathful God, saw only mercy and compassion,
where devotees see nothing but retributive justice and punishment,
She often used to say that, if God were to be strictly just towards
us, it wonld not be justice on His part, since He has not made us
such as to require it, and wonld in such a case require from us more
than He has given. The curious thing was that, while not believing
in hell, she still believed in purgatory. The reason of this was that
she did not know what to do with the souls of the wicked, feeling
unable either to damn them or to put them with the good until they
had become good themselves, In fact, it must be confessed that,
both in this world and the next, the wicked are always a source of
considerable embarrassment.

Another of her curious ideas was the following. It is obvious
that the whole docirine of original sin and redemption is destroyed
by this system, that the foundations of ordinary Christianity are
shaken, and that Catholicism, at any rate, cannot exist. Mamma,
however, was a good Catholic, or professed to be one, and certainly
in all good faith, It seemed to her that people were accustomed
to explain the Scriptures too literally and too harshly. All that we
read in them about eternal forments was, according to her, to be
taken only as a threat or in a figurative sense. The death of Jesus
Christ appeared to ber an example of truly divine charity, to teach
men to love God and one another in the same manner. Ina word,
true to the religion which she had adopted, she accepted in all
gincerity its entire profession of faith; but, when it came to a dis-
cussion of each article, it was manifest that her belief was quite
different from that of the Church to which she always professed
submission. In reference to this, she displayed a simplicity of
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heart, and a frankness which was more eloquent than petty cavil-
lings, and which frequently embarrassed even her confessor, from
whom she concealed nothing. *I am a good Catholic, and desire
always to remain one,” she used to say to him; I submit with my
whole heart to the decisions of Holy Mother Church. I am not
inistress of my belief, but 1 am mistress of my will, which I control
without recerve, and am prepared to believe everything. What
more can you ask of me?”

Even had no Christian morality existed, I believe she would
have followed its principles, since they harmonised so completely
with her character. She did all that was prescribed; but she
woold have done it just the same, even if it had not been pre-
scribed. In unimportant matters she liked to show her obedience ;
and, if it had not been permitted, even if she had been ordered,
to eat meat on fast-days, she wonld have fasted in order to please
God, without any regard for considerations dictated by prudence.
But all these principles of morality were subordinated to the prin-
ciples of M, de Tavel, or rather, she declared that she found nothing
contradictory therein. Shewould have slept every day with twenty
men with 3 calm conscience, and without feeling any more scruple
than desire in the matter. I know that many devotees are not
more serupulous on this point, but the difference is that, while they
are led astray by their passions, she was only misled by her
sophisms. In the course of the most touching, I even venture to
say the most edifying, conversations, she wonld bave been able to
allude to this matter without any alteration of tone or manner, and
without thinking that she was in the least inconsistent. She would
even if necessary, have interrupted such a conversation to speak
of the subject, and would have been able to resume it as calmly
as before, so intimate was her conviction that the whole matter was
only a principle of social economy, which every intelligent person
was at liberty to interpret, apply, or reject, according to his or her
view of the matter, without the least danger of offending God.
Althoogh I certzinly did not share her opinion upon this peint, 1
confess that I never ventured to contradict her, sinceI was ashamed
of the lack of politeness which such conduct on my part would have
forced me to exhibit. I might, certainly, have endeavoured to
establish a rule for others, and attempted to make an exception in
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my own case; bat, not only was her temperament a sufficlent pro-
tection against the abuse of her principles, but.1 knew that she was
not a2 woman to be easily deceived, and, if I had claimed exception
for myself, 1 should only have left it for her to grant it to anyone
else who might be agreeable to her, Besides, I only mention this
inconsistency incidentally by the side of the rest, although it hae
never had much influence upon her conduct, and at that time, had
none at all; but I have promised to give a faithful account of
her principles, and I wish to fulfil this promise. Let me now
return to myself,

As T found in her all the principles which I needed in order to
fortify my soul against the terrors of death apnd its comsequences,
I drew upon this source of confidence with perfect security. I
became more closely attached to her than I had ever been:
I should have been willing to hand over to her entirely the life
which I felt was ready to leave me. The resnlt of this redoubled
attachment to her, of the conviction that 1 had only a short
time to live, of the profound calmness with which I contemplated
my future state, was an habitnal condition of tranquillity—even
of enjoyment—which, while it allayed all those passlons, which
remove onr hopes and fears to a distance, permitted me to enjoy,
without anxiety or trouble, the few days which reained to me.
Another thing helped to make them more agreeable: the
endeavour to foster her taste for country life by every amuse-
ment that I could think of. While I made her fond of her
garden, her poultry-yard, her pigeons, and her cows, I myself
acquired a liking for them all, and these trifling occupations,
which filled up my day without disturbing my tranquillity, did
me more good than the milk and all other remedies employed
to keep my poor machine in order, and even repaired it as far
as was possible.

The vintage and the gathering of the froit amused us for the
remainder of this year, and made us more and more attached to
country life, amongst the good people by whom we were sur-
rounded. We were very sorry to see the approach of winter,
and went back to town as if we had been going into exile—
myself especially, since I did not think that I should live to see
the spring again, and believed that I was saying good-bye to Les
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Charmettes for the last time, Before I left, I kissed the gronnd
and the trees, and turned back several times as I went on my
way. As I had long given up my pupils, and lost my taste for
the amusements and society of the town, I never went ouf, and
never saw anybody, except mamma and M. Salomen, who had
recently become her physician and mine, an honourable and
intelligent man, a strong Cartesian,® who talked sensibly about
the system of the world, and whose apreeable and instructive
conversation did me more good than all his prescriptions, 1
have never been able to endure the silly and nonsensical
padding of ordinary comversation, but serious and useful discourse
always affords me great pleasure, and I never refuse to take
part in it. T took great delight in M. Salomon's conversation;
it seemed to me that, while in his company, I was acquiring a
foretaste of that higher knowledge, which was reserved for my
soul, when it had lost the fetters which confined it. My predi-
lection for him extended to the subjects which he discussed, and
I began to look for books which might help me to understand
him better. Those which combined devotion and science were
most suitable for me, particularly those of the QOratory and Port-
Royal? which I began to read, or rather, to devour. I came
across one written by Father Lamy, entitled * Entretiens sur les
Sciences,” a kind of introduction to the knowledge of those
books which treated of them. I read and re.read it a hundred
times, and resolved to make it my guide. At last, I felt myself,
in spite of, or rather by reason of, my condition, gradnally and
irresistibly attracted to study, and, while looking upon each day
as my last, I studied with as great eagerness as if 1 had been
destined to live for ever. I was told that this was injurions to
me. ] believe that it was beneficial, not only to my mind, but
also to my body; for this occupation, to which I passionately
devoted myself, became so delightful to me, that I no longer
thought of my sufferings, and was much less affected by them.
1t is certainly true that nothing afforded me any real relief; but,
as | felt no acute pain, I became accustomed to languor and sleep-

1 A follower of tha doctrines of Descartes,
2 The schoel of the Jansenists.
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lessness, to thought instead of action, and, at last, 1 came to
lock upon the slow and gradunal decay of my powers as an
unavoidable process, which death alone could arrest.

Not only did this opinion release me from all idle and
earthly cares, but it also delivered me from the annoyance of
the various remedies to which, hitherto, I had been obliged to
submit, in spite of myself. Salomon, convinced that his drugs
could not cure me, spared me the unpleasantness of taking them,
and was content to soothe poor mamma's grief with some of
those harmless prescriptions which deceive the sick man with
hopes and keep up the reputation of the physician. I gave up
strict diet, began to take wine again, and, as far as my strength
allowed me, led the life of a man in perfect health, temperate
in everything, but denying myself nothing. I even went out
sometimes, and began to visit my acquaintances again, especially
M. de Conzié, whose society I found very agreeable. In short,
whether it was that I thought it a fine thing to keep on learning
till my last hour, or that some slight hope of life still remained
concealed at the bottom of my heart, the expectation of death,
far from diminishing my taste for study, seemed rather to
enliven it, and I made great haste to pick up a little knowledge
for the next world, as if I bad believed that in it I should
only possess such knowledge as I took with me. I became
fond of the bookshop of 2 M. Bouchard, frequented by several
men of letters; and, as the spring, which I had never expected
to live to see, was close at hand, I looked out some books to
take to Les Charmettes, in case 1 should have the good fortune
to return there. _.

I had this good fortune, and I made the best use of it
The joy with which I beheld the first buds is indescribable. To
me it was like a resurrection in Paradise to see the spring again.
No sooner had the snow began to melt than we left our dungeon,
and arrived at Les Charmettes soon enough to hear the first
notes of the nightingale. From that time I no longer thought of
dying; and it is really remarkable, that I have never had any
serious illness in the country. I have suffered much there, but
have never been confined to my bed. I have often said, when
feeling more than usvally unwell: *When you see me at the
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point of death, carry me under the shade of an oak. I promise
you that I shall get well again.” Although still weak, I resumed
my country occupations, but to an extent proportionate to my
powers. 1 was truly grieved not to be able to see after the
garden alone; but after half a dozen digs with the spade, I was
quite out of breath, the sweat poured down my face, and I
felt quite exhausted. When I stooped, my palpitations increased,
and the blood flew to my head with such viclence that I was
obliged to stand upright immediately. Compelled to confine
myself to less fatiguing occupations, I undertook, amongst other
things, the care of the pigeon.house, to which I became so
strongly attached, tbat I often spent several hours in soccession
there without feecling a moment’s weariness, The pigeon is a
very timid creature, and difficult to tame. However, I succeeded
in inspiring mine with such cenfidence that they followed me
evetywhere, and allowed me to catch them whenever I wanted,
1 could not show myself in the garden or counrt without imme-
diately finding two or three of them on my arms and head; and
at last, in spite of the pleasure this afforded me, this following
became s0 troublesome to me, that I was obliged to discourage
their excessive familiarity. I have always fourd singular pleasure
in taming animals, especially such as are shy and wild. It
appeared to me delightful to inspire them with a confidence
which I have never abused. I desired their fondness for me to
be perfectly unrestricted.

I have mentioned that I took some books with me; but 1
made use of them in a manmper less calculated to fnstruct than
to cverwhelm me. The false idea which I entertained of things
caused me to believe that, in order to read a book with profit,
it was mecessary to possess all the preliminary knowledge which
it presupposed. I had no suspicion that very frequently the
author himself did not possess it, and that he extracted it from
other books as he required it. Possersed by this foolish idea, I
was detained every moment, and obliged to run incessantly from
one book to another: sometimes, before I had reached the tenth
page of the work 1 wanted to study, I should have been obliged
to exhaust the contents of whole libraries. However, 1 followed
this senseless method so persistently that I lost an enormous
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amount of time, and my head became so confused that I almost
lost the power of seeing or comprehending anything., Happily, 1
at last perceived that I was on the wrong track, which was
leading me astray in an interminable labyrinth, and I left it
before 1 was quite lost in it.

The first thing that strikes anyone who has a genuine taste
for learning, however slight, when he devotes himself to it, is the
close connection of the sciences, which causes them to attract,
support, and throw light upon each other, so that one cannot
dispense with the other. Althongh the human intellect 1s not
capable of mastering all, and one must always be regarded as
the principal object of study, yet, withont some idea of the rest,
a man often finds himself in the dark in his ownm particular
branch, I felt that what I bad undertaken was good and useful
in itself, and that all that was mnecessary was a change of
method. Taking the Encyclopaedia first, T had divided it into
itz different branches. 1 saw that I should have done exactly
the opposite; that I ought to have taken each branch separately
and followed it up to the point at which all unite. Thus, I
returned to the ordinary synthetical method, but like a man who
knows what be is about. In this, meditation supplied the place
of knowledge, and a very natural reflection helped me on the
right road. Whether I lived or died, I had no time to lose. A
man who, at the age of five-and-twenty, knows nothing and
wishes to learn everything, i& bound to make the best use of his
time. Not knowing at what point destiny or death might arrest
my zeal, I desired, in any case, to get an idea of everything, in
order to discover the special bent of my natural abilities, and
also to judge for myself what was worthy of cultivation. -

In the execution of this plan I found anocther advantage
which had not occurred to me—that of economising my {ime,
1 certainly cannot have been born for stndy, for continuons
application tires me to such an extent, that I am utterly unable
to devote more than half an hour together to the close study of
the same subject, especially when following another's train of
thought; for it has sometimes happened that I have been able
to devote myself to my own ideas longer, and even with tolerable
success. When I have read a few pages of an author who must

VoI, 1 16
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be read carcfully, my mind wanders from bim, and Iz loct in
the clonds. If I persist, I exhaust myself to to purpose; I
become dazed, and cease to see anything. But if different
subjects follow each other, even without interruption, one
relieves me from the other, and, without feeling the need of
any relaxation, I follow them more easily. I profited by this
observation in my plan of study, and I combined them in such
a manner that I was busy the whole day without ever fatiguing
myself. It ie true that rural and domestic occupations afforded
me useful distractions; but, in my increasing zeal, I soon found
means to spare time from these to devote to study, and to busy
myself with twe kinds of things at the same time, without
thinking that the result in each case was less satisfactory.

In these trifling details, which afford me delight, and with
which I often weary my reader, I nevertheless exercise a reserve
which he would scarcely suspect unless I took care to inform
him. Here, for example, I remember with delight all the varions
attempts 1 made to distribute my time ie such a manner as to
derive from it as much pleasure and profit as possible; and I
can say that this pericd, during which I lived in retirement and
always in ill-health, was the period of my life during which I
was least idle and least wearied. Two or three months were
thus spent in trying the bent of my mind, and in enjoying, in
the most beautiful season of the year, and in a spot which it
rendered delightful, the charm of life, the value of which I so
well appreciated, —the charm of an unrestrained and sweet
companionship, if such a pame can be given to a union so
perfect, and of the wonderful knowledge which I proposed to
acquire; for it seemed to me as if I already possessed it, or
rather, it was still better, since the pleasure of learning counted
for much in my happiness.

1 must pass over these attempts, which were all a source of
enjoyment to me, but are too simple to be satisfactorily expressed.
I repeat, true happiness cannot be described ; it can only be
feit, and felt the more, the less it can be described, since it is
not the resuft of a nomber of facts, but is a permanent condition.
I often repeat myself, but I should do so still more if I said the
same thing as often as it occurs to me, When my frequently-
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changed manner of lfe had at last adopted a regular course, it
was distributed as nearly as possible in the following manner.

I got up every day before sunrise; I climbed through a
neighbouring orchard to a very pretty path above the vineyard
which ran along the slope as far as Chambéri. During my
walk I offered a prayer, which did not consist merely of idle,
stammering words, but of a sincere uplifting of the heart {o the
Creator of this delightful Nature, whose beauties were spread
before my eyes. I never Like to pray in a room: it has always
seemed to me as if the walls and all the petty handiwerk of
man interposed between myself and God. I love to contemplate
Him in His works, while my heart uplifts itself to Him. My
prayers were pure, I venture to say, and for that reason deserved
to be heard. 1 only asked for myself and for her, who was
inseparably associated with my wishes, an innocent and peaceful
life, free from vice, pain, and distressing needs; the death of the
righteous, and their lot in the future. For the rest, this act of
worship consisted rather of admiration and contemplation than
of requests, for I knew that the best means of obtainiog tha
blessings which are necessary for us from the giver of all true
blessings, was to deserve, rather than to ask for, them. My walk
consisted of a tolerably long round, during which I contemplated
with interest and pleasure the rustic scenery by which 1 was
surrounded, the ooly thing of which heart and eye never tire.
From a distance I looked to see if it was day with mamma.
When I saw her shutters open, 1 trembled with joy and ran
towards the house; if they were shut, I remained in the garden
until she awoke, amusing myself by going over what I had
learned the evening before, or by gardening. The shutters
opened, 1 went to embrace her while she was still in bed, often
still half asleep; and this embrace, as pure as it was tender,
derived from its very innocence a charm which is never com-
bined with sensual pleasure.

We usnally took café auw lait for breakfast. This was the
period of the day when we were most undisturbed, and chatted
most at our ease. We usually sat a considerable time over our
breakfast, and from that time I have always had a great liking
for this mcal. 1 infinitely prefer the fashion of the Swiss and

16-—-2
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English, with whom breakfast is really a meal at which all
the family assemble, to that of the French, who breakfast
separately in their rooms, or, most commonly, take no breakfast
at all. After an howr or two of conversation, I went to my books
tifl dioper. I began with some philosophical treatise, such as
the Logic of Port-Royal, Locke's Essay, Malebranche, Leibnitz,
Descartes, &c. I soon observed that all these anthors nearly
always contradicted each other, and I conceived the fanciful
tdea of reconciling them, which fatigued me greatly, and made
me Jose considerable time. I muddled my head without making
any progress. At last, abandoning this plan, T adopted one
that was infinitely better, to which I attribute all the progress
which, in spite of my want of talent, I may have made; for it
is certain that I never had much capacity for study, As I read
each author, 1 made a practice of adopting and following up all
his ideas, without any admixture of my own or of those of any-
one else, and without ever attempting to argue with him., I said
to myself; “Let me begin by laying up a store of idess, no
matter whether they be true or false, provided only they are
definite, vntil my head is sofficiently equipped with them to be
able to select and compare them." I know that this method is
not without its inconveniences; but it has answered my purpose
of self-instruction. After 1 had spent some years in thinking
exactly as others thought, without, so to speak, reflecting, and
almost without reasoning, I found myself in possession of a
fund of learning sufficient to satisfy myself, and to enable me
to think without the assistance of another. Then, when travel-
ling and business matters deprived me of the opportunity of
consulting books, I amused myself by going over and comparing
what I had read, by weighing everything in the scale of reason,
and, sometimes, by passing judgment upon my masters. 1 did
not find that my critical faculties bad lost their vigour owing to
my having begun to exercise them late; and, when I publshed
my own ideas, I have never been accused of being a servile
disciple, or of swearing in verba magistri}

1 * By the words of a master”: an allusion to the disciples of Pythagoras,
who slavishly reproduced the ideas of their master.
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From these stodies 1 proceeded to elementary geometry,
beyond which I never advanced, although I persistently attempted,
in some degree, to overcome my weakness of memery by dint
of retracing my steps hundreds of times, and by incessantly
going over the same ground, I did not like Euclid, whose object
is rather a chain of proofs than the conmection of ideas. 1
preferred Father Lamy's * Geometry,” which from that time
became one of my favourite works, and which 1 am still able to
read with pleasure. Next came algebra, in which I still took
Father Lamy for my guide. When 1 was more advanced, I
took Father Reynaud's *Science of Calculation’; then his
* Analysis Demonstrated,” which I merely skimmed. I have
never got so far as to understand properly the application of
algebra to geometry. 1 did not like this method of working
withont knowing what 1 was doing; and it appeared to me that
solving a geometrical problem by means of equations was like
playing a tune by simply turning the handle of a barrel-organ,
The first time that I found by calculation, that the square of a
binomial was composed of the square of each of its parts added
to twice the product of those parts, in spite of the correctness
of my multiplication, I would not believe it until 1 bad drawn
the figure. I had considerable liking for algebra, in so far as it
dealt with abstract quantities; but, when it was applied to space
and dimensions, I wanted to see the operation explained by
lines; otherwise I was entirely unable to comprehend it.

After this came Latin, T found this my most difficalt task,
and I have never made much progress in it. At first I began
with the Port-Royal method, but without reselt. Its bar-
barous verses disgusted me, and my sar could never retain them.
The mass of rnles confused me, and when learning the last, I
forgot all that had preceded it. A man who has no memory
does not. want to study words; and it was just in order to
strengthen my memory that I persisted in this study, which I
was finally obliged to abardon, I was sufficiently acquainted
with the construction to be able to read an easy author with the
help of a dictionary. I kept to this plan with tolerable success.
I limited myself to translation, not written, but mental. By dint
of continual practice, ] was able to read the Latin authors with
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tolerable ease, but I have never been able to speak or write in
that language, which frequently caused me embarrassment, when
I found myself, I know not how, enrolled a member of the
society of men of letters. Another disadvantage resulting from
this method of learning is, that I have never learned prosody, still
less the rules of versification. However, in my desire to feel the
harmony of the language in verse as well as prose, I made great
efforts to succeed in this; but I am convinced that it is impos-
sible without the aid of a master., After I had leatrned the
structure of the easiest of all verses, the hexameter, I had
sufficient patience to scan nearly the whole of Virgil, marking
the feet and quantities; then, when I afterwards had any doubt
whether a syllable was long or short, I referred to my Virgtl.
It may easily be conceived that this made me commit many
errors, in consequence of the license allowed by the rules of
versification. But, if there is an advantage in self-instruction,
there are also great disadvantages, especially the incredible
amount of labour necessary. This I know better than anyone
else.

Before noon I left my books, and, if dinner was not ready,
I paid a visit to my friends the pigeons, or worked in the garden,
until it was. When I heard myself called, I was very glad to run
to table, provided with an excellent appetite; for it is a remark-
able thing that, however fll I may be, my appetite never fails,
We dined very pleasantly, talking of our affairs, until mamma
was able to eat. Two or three times a week, when it was fine,
we took our coffee in a cool and shady arbour behind the
house, which I had decorated with hops, which made it very
agreeable during the heat, We spent some little time in looking
at our vegetables and flowers, and in talking about our made of
life, which heightened the enjoyment of it. 1 had another little
family at the bottom of the garden—some bees. I rarely failed to
visit them, and mamma often accompanied me. I took great
interest in their work: it amused me immensely to see them
returning from their foraging expeditions, their little legs often so
loaded that they could scarcely move. At first my curiosity
made me too inquisitive, and I was stung two or three times;
but at last they got to know me so well, that they let me go
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as close to them as I pleased; and, however full their hives wera,
when they were ready to swarm, I had them all round me, on
my hands and on my face, without ever getting stung. All
animals rightly distrust human beings; but when they once feel
sure that they do not mean to hurt them, their confidence
becomes so great that a man must be worse than a barbarian
to abuse it '

I returned to my books, but my afternoon occupations de-
served less to be called work and study than recreation and
amusement. 1 have never been able to endure close application
in my room after dinner, and, generally speaking, any effort
durlng the heat of the day is painful fo me, However, I
occupied myself with reading without study, without restraint,
and almost without any system, My most regular occupations were
history and geography; and, as these did not require any great
effort of mind, I made as much progress as was possible, con-
sidering my weak memory. T tried to study Father Pétan, and
plunged into the obscurities of chronclogy; but I was disgusted
by the critical portion of it, which is most intricate, and by
preference I took up the study of the exact measuwrement of
time and the course of the heavenly bodies. 1 should also bave
become fond of astronomy, if I had had the necessary appli-
ances; butT was obliged to content myself with a few elementary
principles, learnt from books, and some crude observations which
1 made with a telescope, merely to learn the general idea of the
situation of the heavenly bodies; for my shorisightedness does
not allow me to distingnish the stars clearly with the naked eye.
In regard to this, I remember an adventure which has often
made me langh since. I had bought an astronomical chart, in
order to study the constellations. I fastened this chart to a
frame, and, when the nights were clear, I went into the garden,
and placed my frame on four stakes about my own height, with
the chart turned downwards. In order to prevent the wind from
blowing out my candle, I put it in a pail, which I placed between
the four stakes on the ground. Then, locking alternately at the
map with my eyes and the stars with my telescope, 1 practised
myself in distingnishing the constellations and the individual
stars. I think I have mentioned that M. Noiret's garden was in
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the form of a terrace, so thai everything that took place counld
be seen from the road. One evening, some peasants, who were
passing by at rather a late hour, saw me, most comically attired,
busy at my work. The dim light, which fell vpon my chart,
without their being able to see where it came from, since it was
hidden from their eves by the edges of the pail, the four stakes,
the large sheet of paper covered with figures, the frame, and the
movements of my telescope, which kept appearing and disap-
pearlog, gave an air of witcheraft to the whole proceeding,
which terrified them.

My dress was not calculated to reassure them. A broad-
brimmed hat over my cap, and a short, wadded night-dress
belopging to mamma, which she had forced me to put on,
presented to their eyes the appearance of a real sorcerer; and,
as it was pearly midnight, they had ne doubt that a witches’
meeting was going to commence. Feeling little curiosity to see
any more, they ran away in great alarm, woke up their neigh-
bours to tell them of the apparition they had seep, and the
story spread so quickly that, on the following day, everyone in
the neighbourhood knew that a witches' gathering had been held
in M. Noiret's garden. I do not know what would have been the
result of this rumour, had not one of the peasants, who had been
a witness of my incantations, carried 2 complaint on the same
day to two Jesuits, who often came to see us, and who, without
knowing what it was all abont, in the meantime disabused them
of the idea. They told us the story; I told them the origin of it,
and we enjoyed a hearty laugh over it. However, it was decided,
for fear of its being repeated, that for the future I should take
my observations wilhout the assistance of a light, and that [
ghould consult my chart at home. Those who have read, in my
“ Letters from the Mountain,” of my Venetian magic, will, I
hope, find that sorcery had long been my vocation.

Such was my life at Les Charmettes, when I was not occupied
with country purspits, to which I always gave the preference,
and in anything which was not beyond my strength I worked
like 2 peasant; but it is true that my extreme weakness allowed
me little merit on this point, except that of good intentions.
Besides, T wanted to do two different things at once, and con-
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sequently did neither well. I had resolved to acquire a good
memoty by vicleat measures, and persisted in my attempts to
learn a great deal by heart. With this object, I always carried
some book with me, which I studied and repeated to myself
while at work, with incredible pains, I cannot understand how
it was that my persistency in these useless and continued efforts
did not end by reducing me to a state of stupidity. I must have
learnt and relearnt at least twenty times the Eclognes of Virgil,
and yet I do not know a single word of them. I have lost or
dismembered numbers of books through the habit of carrying
them about with me everywhere, in the pigecn-house, in the
garden, in the orchard, and in the vineyard, While oeccupied
with something else, 1 put my book down at the foot of a tree or
on a hedge; I always forgot to take it up again, and, at the
end of a fortnight, 1 frequently found it rotted away, or eaten by
ants and snails. This eagerness for learning became a mania
which drove me nearly stupid, so incessantly was I employed with
muttering something or other to myself.

The writings of Port-Royal and the Qratory, whick I read
most frequently, had made me half a Jansenist, and, in spite of
all my trust in God, their harsh theology sometimes frightened
me. The dread of hell, which hitherto had had little terror for
me, gradually disturbed my peace of mind, and, if mamma had
not calmed my uneasiness, this terrible doctrine would have
upset me altogether. My confessor, who was also hers, did his
best to keep me in a comfortable frame of mind, This confessor
was a Jesuit, name@ Father Hemet, a good and wise old man,
whose memory I shall always revere. Although a Jesuit, he was
as simple as a child; and his morality, rather gentle than lax,
was exactly what I needed to counterbalance the gloomy impres-
sions of Jansenism. This slmple old man and his companion.
Father Coppier, often came to see us at Les Charmesttes, although
the road was very rough and the journey long for persons of their
age. Their visits did me great good: may God recompense their
souls! for they were too old at the time for me to suppose that
they are still alive. I also went to see them at Chambéri, I
gradually became quite at home in their house; their library
was at my disposal. The memory of this happy time is so
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closely connected with my recollection of the Jesuits, that T love
the one for the sake of the other; and, although I bave always
considered their doctrines dangerous, I have never been able to
bring myself to hate them cordially.

1 shonld much like to know, whether the same childish ideas
ever enter the hearts of other men as sometimes enter mine. In
the midst of my studies, in the course of a life as blameless as
a8 man could have led, the fear of hell still frequently troubled
me. I asked myself: “In what state am I? If I were to die
this moment, should I be damned?" According to my Jansenists,
there was no doubt about the matter; but, according to my
conscience, I thought differently. Always fearful, and a2 prey to
cruel uncertainty, I had recourse to the most laughable expe-
dients to escape from it, for which I would unhesftatingly have
anyone locked up as a madman if I saw him doing as I did.
One day, while musing npon this melancholy subject, I mechanl-
cally amnsed myself by throwing stones against the trunks of
trees with my wvsual good aim, that is to say, without hardly
hitting one. While engaged in this usefnl exercise, it occurred
to me to draw a prognostic from it to calm my anxiety. I said
to myself: “I will throw this stone at the tree opposite; if 1
hit it, I am saved; if I miss it, I am damned.” While speaking,
1 threw my stone with a trembling hand and a terrible palpita-
tion of the heart, but with so successful an aim thet it hit the
tres right in the middle, which, to tell the truth, was no very
difficult feat, for I had been careful to choose a tree with a
thick trunk close at hand. From that time 1 have never had
any doubt about my salvation! When I recall this characteristic
incident, I do not know whether to laugh or cry at myself. You
great men, who are most certainly laughing, may congratulate
yourselves; but do not mock my wretchedness, for I swear to
you that I feel it deeply. ,

However, these troubles and alarms, perhaps inseparable from
plety, were not lasting, As a rule I was tolerably calm, and the
impreszion which the idea of a speedy death produced upon my
soul was not so much one of sadness as of peaceful resigna-
tion, which even had its charm. I have just found, amongst
some old papers, a kind of exhortation addressed to mysel,
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in which I congratulated myself upon dying at an age when
a man feels sufficient courage in himself to look death in the
face, and withont having undergone any great sufferings, either
bodily or mental, during the course of my life. My judgment
was only too correct! a presentiment made me afraid of living
only to suffer. It seemed as if I foresaw the destiny which
awaited me in my old age. I have never been so nmear wisdom
as during those happy days. Without great remorse for the
past, free from all anxlety regarding the future, my dominant
feeling was the enjoyment of the present. The devout, as a
rule, possess a small amount of very lively sensuality, which
gives a flavour of rapturous enjoyment to the innocent pleasures
which are permitted to them. The worldly look upon this as a
crime on their part, I do not know why,—or rather, I koow
guite well: they envy in others the taste for simple pleasures
which they have lost themselves. This taste I had, and I found
it delightfol to satisfy it with a quiet conscience. My heart, still
fresh, abandoned itself to everything with a childish pleasure, or
rather, if I may venture to say so, with angelic rapiuvre; for, in
truth, these quiet enjoyments possess the serene charm of the
joys of Paradise. Dinners on the grass at Montagnole, suppers
in the arbour, the gathering of the fruit, the vintage, the evenings
spent in assisting our people to pull off the fibres of hemp—all
these were so many festivals for us, which afforded mamma as
much pleasure as myself. Sclitary walks possessed a still
greater charm, because the heart had greater freedom of expan-
sion. Amongst others, I remember one which marks an epoch
in my memory, which we tock on one St Louis’s day, after
whom mamma was named. We set ont alone, early In the
morning, after having heard mass read by a Carmelite at day-
break in a chapel attached to the house, I had proposed that
we should stroil about the oppoesite side of the valley, which we
had never yet visited. We had sent our provisions on ahead,
for the excursion was to last all day. Mamma, although some-
what stout and fat, was a fairly good walker. We wandered
from hill to hill, from thicket to thicket, sometimes in the sun
and frequently in the shade, resting now and again, forgetting
ourselves for hours, talking of ourselves, our union, and our
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happy lot, and offering up prayers for its continnance, which wera
not heard. Everything seemed in a conspiracy to enhance the
happiness of that day. A shower of rain had recently fallen;
there was no dust; the brooks were full of running water. A
slight, fresh breeze stirred the leaves; the alr was pure, the hori-
zon cloudless ; the sky was as serene as our hearts, We took our
dinner at a peasant's honse, and shared it with his family, who
showered upon us heartfelt blessings, What good peopls these
poor Savoyards are] After dinner, we reached the shade of
some tall trees, where mamma amused herself with botanising
amonget the nnderwood, while I collected some dry sticks to
boil our coffea. Mamma pointed out t0 me a thousand curious
thinge in the structure of the flowers which I had picked for her
on the way, which greatly delighted me, and should have
inspired me with a taste for botany; but the time for that was
not yet come-—I was too fully occupied by other studies. I was
struck by au idea which diverted my mind from flowers and plants,
My frame of mind, all that we said and did on that day, all the
objects which had struck my attention, recalled to me the dream
which I had had at Annecy seven or eight years before, of which
I have given an account in its proper place. The resemblance
was Bo striking that, when I thought of it, I was moved to tears,
In a transport of emotion I embraced my dear friend. ‘ Mamma,
mamma,” I said passionately, " this day has long been promised
to me; I can imagine no greater happiness. My joy, thanks to
you, is at its height. May it never decline; may it last as long
as I feel its charm; it will never end except with my life!”
Thus passed my happy days; happier, since I saw nothing
which could disturh them, and I only conceived it possible for
them to end when my own end came, Not that the source of
my anziety was completely exhausted; but I found that it took
a different course, which I did my best to direct towards useful
objects, that it might carry its remedy with it. Mamma was
naturally fond of the couniry, and this taste did not cool while
she was with me, She gradually congeived a liking for country
pursuifs, She endeavouwred to make her property a source of
profit, and she took pleasure in making a practical use of her
knowledge of such matters, Not content with the land belonging
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to the house, she rented a field or a meadow. Directing her
love of enterprise towards agriculture, she soon bid fair to become
a regular farmer, instead of remaining idle at home. I was not
particularly pleased to see her enlarging her sphere of occupa-
tion, and I opposed it as much as I could, feeling convinced
that she would always be disappointed, and that her gemerous
and extravagant disposition would always cause the expenditure
to exceed the receipts. However, I consoled myself with the
thonght that these receipts would amount to something, and
would help her to live. Of all the schemes she could possibly
have thought of, this appeared to me the least rulmous, and
without expecting any profit fromn it as she did, I saw in it a
continnous occupation, which wonld protect her from unlucky
undertakings and the machinations of swindlers. For this reason,
I was eager to regain sufficient health and sirength to enable me
to watch over her affairs and to be her foreman or head work-
man; and the exercise, which this obliged me to take, often took
me away from my books and diverted my thoughts from my
condition, so that my health was naturally Improved.

[x737-1741.]—~The following winter Barillot returned from
Italy. He brought me some books; amongst others, the * Bon-
tempi® and the * Cartella della Musica,” which gave me a taste
for the history of music and the theoretical investigation of this
beautiful art. Barillet remained with us some time; and, as I
had attained my majority some months ago, it was agreed that,
in the following spring, I should go to Geneva to claim my
mother's fortune, or, at least, the share that came to me, unitil
it should be discovered what had become of my brother. This
plan was carried out as had been arranged: I went to Geneva,
where I was joined by my father. He had for some time been
in the habit of visiting the place without anyone molesting him,
although the decree against him was still in force; but, as he
was esteemed for his courage and respected for bis honesty, it
was pretended that his little affair was forgotten; and the magis-
trates, busy with the grand schems, which soon afterwards
burst ferth in all its glory, did not desire to irritate the middle
classes prematurely, by reminding them of their former partisan-
ship at an inopportune moment.
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I was afrai? of difficulties being raised in consequence af
my change of religion, but found none. The laws of Geneva are
in this respect not so severe as those of Berne, where anyone
who changes his religion loses, not only his statna, but his
property as well. My claims were not disputed, but the in-
heritance itself, for some reason or other which I do not know,
was reduced fo a very small sum, Althongh it was almost
certain that my brother was dead, there was no legal proof of
this. I had not sufficient title to claim his share, and I willingly
left it to help to support my father, who, as long as he lived, enjoyed
the use of it. As soon as the legal formalities were concluded
and I received my money, I laid out part of it in books, and
flaw to lay the rest at mamma'’s feet. During the journey my
heart beat with joy, and, at the moment when I placed this
money in her bands, I was a thousand times bappier than when
it was placed in mine. She received it with the simplicity of all
beauntiful souls, who, finding no difficnlty in snch actions them-
selves, are not astonished when they see them performed by
others. The money was laid out almost entirely upon myself,
with the same simplicity. I{ would have been employed in
exactly the same manner, if it had come from any other source.

Meanwhile, my bealth was not completely re-established; on
the contrary, I was visibly wasting away. I was as pale as a
corpse and thin as a skeleton. The beating of my veins was
terrible; the palpitations of my heart were more frequent. I con-
tinually suffered from shortness of breath, and my weakness at
length became so great that I could scarcely move. I could not
walk fast without a feeling of suffocation; I could not stocop
without turning giddy; I could not lift the smallest weight; and
I was forced to remain inactive, the greatest forment for a man
as restless as I ‘was. There is no doubt that my illness was,
to a great extent, attributable to hysteria. This, which is the
ailment of happy people, was mine. The tears which I often
shed without any cause for weeping, my lively alarm at the
rustling of a leaf or the chirping of a bird, my changeable dis.
poeition amidst the calm of a most happy life—all these were
indications of that wearingess caused by happiness, which, so to
gpeak, leads to am extravagant sensibility. 'We are so little
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formed for happiness in this world, that of necessity the soul or
the body must suffer, when they do not suffer together, and a
happy condition of the one nearly always injures the other.
When 1 might have enjoyed life heartily, the decaying machinery
of my body prevented me, without anyone being able to localise
the cause of the evil. Later, my body, in spite of my declining
years and very real and painful sufferings, appears to have
regained its strength, in order to feel my sufferings more keenly;
and, while I am writing these words, weak and almost sixty
years of age, overwhelmed by pains of every description, I feel
that 1 possess more life and strength for suffering than I pos-
sessed for emjoyment in the flower of my age and in the bosom
of the truest happiness.

By way of reducing myself completely, after having read a
little philosophy, I began the study of aratomy, and took a
survey of the number and working of the individual parts which
composed my bodily machine, Twenty times a day 1 was pre-
pared to feel the whole out of gear. Far from being astonished
at finding myself in a dying condition, I only felt surprised that
I was still able to live, and I believed that every complaint of
which 1 read the description was my own. I am convinced that,
if I had not been ill, this fatal study would bave made me s=o.
Finding in each complaint the symptoms of my own, I thought
that I was suffering from all; and thereby contracted one, which
was still more cruel than all the rest, and from which I thought
I was free,—an eager desire to be cured, which it iz difficult for a
man to escape, when once he begins to read medical books. By
dint of research, reflection, and comparison, I came to the
conclusion that the foundation of my malady was a polypus of
the heart, and Salamon himself seemed struck by this idea.
These suppositions should reasonably have confirmed me in my
previous resolations. But this was not the case. 1 exerted all
my mental powers to discover how polypus of the heart could be
healed, resolved to undertake this marvellous cure. Anet, during
a journey which he made to Montpellier, to visit the botanical
gardens and the demonstrator, M. Sauvages, had been told that
M. Fizes bad cured such a pelypus. Mamma remembered this,
and mentioned it to me, This was enough to inspire me with a
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longing to go and consult M. Fizes. The hope of belng cured
restored my courage, and gave me sirength to undertake the
journey. The money which I had brought from Geneva fur-
nished the means; and mamma, far from attempting to dissuade
me, encouraged me to go. Behold me, then, on my way to
Montpellier! I had no need to go so far to find the physician I
required, As riding fatigned me too much, I teok a carriage at
Grenoble. At Moirans five or six other carriages arrived, one after
the other, after my own. Tbis time it was, in truth, the story
of the sedan-chairs.! Most of these carriages formed part of the
equipage of a newly-wedded brlde, whose name was Madame du
Colombier, She was accompanied by another lady, Madame de
Larnage, who was younger and not so good-looking, but equally
amiable, who intended to proceed from Romans, where Madame
du Colombier was stopping, to the town of St. Andiol, near the
Pont-Saint-Esprit. Considering my well-known shyness, it will
not be imagined that I readily made the acquaintance of these
elegant ladies and their sunite; but at last, as I travelled by the
same route, stopped at the same inps, and, under pemalty of
being considered a regular boor, was obliged to appear at the
same table, it became Impossible for me to avoid making the
acquaintance. [ did so, and even sooner than I could have wished,
for all this bustle was ill-suited to a sick man, especially one of
my temperament. But curiosity makes these roguish creatures
so insinunating, that, in order to make a man's acquaintance,
they begin by turning his head. This is what happened to
me. Madame du Colombier was too closely surrounded by young
dandies to have time to make advances to me, and besides, it was
not worth while, since we were soon to separate; but Madame de
Larnage, who was not so beset by admirers, had to make provision
for her journey., It was Madame de Larnage who undertook my
conquest; and, from that time, it was good-bye to poor Jean
Jacques, or rather to my fever, hysteria, and polypus—good-bye to
everything, when in her company, with the exception of certain
palpitations of the heart, which remained, and of which she
showed no inclination to cure me. The bad state of my health

t From Scarron's Roman Comigse! see D. 142
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was our first subject of conversation. They saw that I was ili;
they knew that I was going to Montpellier; and my appearance
and manners must have made it clear that I was no profligate,
for it was evident, from what followed, that they did not suspect
that I was going there in order to be cured of the effects of
debauchery. Although ill-health is no great recommendation
amongst women, it made me interesting in the eyes of these
ladies. In the morning they sent to kpow how I was, and
invited me to take chocolate with them; and asked me how I
had passed the night. On one occasion, in accordance with my
praiseworthy habit of speaking without thinking, I answered that
I did not know. This answer made them think that [ was mad.
They examined me more closely, and this examination did me
no harm. I once heard Madame du Colombier say to her friend :
*“ He has no manners, bnt he is amiable.” This word greatly
encouraged me, and caused me to act up to it.

As we became more intimate, I was oblized to speak about
myself; to say who I was, and where I came from. This caused
me some embarrassment, for I clearly saw that the word " con-
vert”" would ruin me in polite society and amongst ladies of
faghion, I do not know what curious whim prompted me to
pass myself off as an Englishman, I gave myself out as a
Jacobite., I called myself Dudding, and they called me Mr.
Dudding. A confounded Marquis de Torignan, who was with us,
an invalid like myself, and old and ill-tempered into the bargain,
took it into his head to enter into conversation with Mr. Dudding.
He talked to me about King James, the Pretender, and the old
Court of Saint-Germain. I was on thorns: I knew nothing
about them, except the little I had read in Count Hamilton and
the newspapers; but I made such good use of my scanty know-
ledge that I got out of it pretty well. Luckily, no one thought
of asking me about the English language, of which 1 did not
understand a single word.

We got on exceedingly well together, and locked forward with
regret to our separation. Wo travelled at a snail’'s pace by day.
One Sunday we found ourselves at Saint-Marcellin, Madame de
Lamage wanted to attend mass, and I accompanied her, which
nearly spoilt my game, I behaved during service as 1 had always

VOL. 1 17
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been in the habit of dolng. From my modest and reserved
behaviour she concluded that I was a devotee, which gave her
the worst possible opinion of me, as ehe confessed to me two
days later. It required great efforts of gallantry on my part to
efface this unfavourable impression; or rather, Madame de
Larnage, like a woman of experience, not being easily dis-
couraged, was willing to run the risk of making advances to see
how I would extricate myself. She made them 8o freely and in
such a manner that, since 1 thought nothing of my personal
appearance, I believed she was laughing at me. In this ridiculons
idea, there was no kind of folly that I did not commit: I was
worse than the Marquie dn Legs,! Madame de Larnage stood
her ground; tried to tempt me so often, and spoke so tenderly
to me, that a wiser man than myself would have found
difficulty in taking it all seriously, The more she persisted, the
more she confirmed me in my belief; and what tormented me
still more wag, that I became seriously enamoured of her. I said,
with a sigh, to myself and to her: *“ Ahl if all you say were only
true, 1 shoold be the happiest of men." I believe that my raw
simplicity only piqued her fancy, and that she was unwilling to
acknowledge a defeat.

We had left Madame du Colombier and her suite at
Romans, We continued our journey, slowly and most agreeably,
—Madame de Larnage, the Marquis de Torignan, and myself,
The Marqunis, although an invalid and a grumbler, was a decent
fellow, but was not best pleased at seeing other people enjoying
themselves without being able to do eo himself’ Madame de
Larnage took so little trouble to conceal her fancy for me, that
he perceived it sooner than I did myself, and his malicious
sarcasms should at least have given me the confidence which I
did not venture to draw from the lady's advances, had I not
imagined, in a spirit of perversity, of which I alone was capable,
that they had come to an understanding to amuse themselves al

1 A character in Marivaux's comedy, who iz in love for the first time,
anmd, being of an exceedingly timid disposition, Is afraid to make a declaration j
while the character of the Countess is exactly the opposite. The plot turns
¢on & logacy (isgs): hence the name.

a Manger som pain & lo fumie du rOfi; literally, “‘To eat bread when
he could smell roast meat.
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my expense. This foolish idea at last completely turned my head,
and made me play the utter simpleton in a sitwation in which
my heart, being really smitten, might have instructed me to act
a far more distingnished part. I cannot understand how it was
that Madame de Larnage was not disgusted with my sullenness,
and did not dismigs me with utter contempt. But she was a
¢lever woman, who understood the people she had to deal with,
and saw clearly that there was more silliness than lukewarmness
in my behaviour. «-

She at last succeeded, with some difficnlty, in making herself
understood. We had reached Valence in time for dinner, and,
according to our praiseworthy custom, remained there for the
rest of the day. We put up outside the town, at Saint-Jacques.
I shail never forget this inn or the room which Madame de
Larnage occupied. After dinner she wanted to go for a walk.
She knew that the Marguis was not fond of walking. It was a
plan to secure for herself a féte-@-téf2, which she had resolved to
make the most of, for there was no more time to be lost, if apy
was to be left to make use of. We walked round the town,
along the moats. I recommenced the long story of my com-
plaints, to which she replied so tenderly, sometimes pressing my
arm to her heart, that only stupidity like mine could have
prevented me from being convinced that she spoke seriously. The
unaccountable thing was, that I myself was greatly affected. I
have said that she was amiable; love made her charming; it
restored all the brightness of her early youth, and she managed
her advances so cunningly, that she would have seduced a man of
the greatest experience. 1 was very ill at ease, and frequently
on the point of taking liberties; but the fear of offending ot
displeasing her, and the still greater dread of being derided,
laughed at, mocked, of providing an anecdote for the table, and
being complimented upon my courage by the merciless Marquis,
kept me back and made me feel irritated at my foolish bash-
fulness, and at my inability to overcome if, while I reproached
myself with it. I was on the rack. I had already abandoned
my timid language?! the absurdity of which I felt, now that I

x Mes propos de Céladon: * My Celadonic way of speaking' Céladon
was ons of the characters in the " Astrée,” a celsbrated romance by Honoté
d'Urfé (1568-1625), and came to be used for a devoted but bashful lover.

I7—2



260 CONFESSIONS OF

was so well on the road; but as I did not know how to act or
what to say, I held my tongue and looked saulky. In a word, I
did everything that was caleulated to bring upon me the treat-
ment which I feared. Happily, Madame de Larnage was more
bumane. She abruptly interrzpted the silemce by putting her
arm round my neck, while, at the same time, her mouth,
pressed upon my own, spoke too clearly for me to have any
further doubt. The crisis could not have occurred at a more
happy moment. ! became amiable. It was time., She bad
given me the confidence, the want of which has always prevented
me from being natural, For once I was myself: never bave my
eyes, my senses, my heart and my mouth spoken so well; never
have I repaired my errors so completely; and if this little con-
quest had cost Madame de Larnage some trouble, I had reason
to believe that she did not regret it.

If I were to live a hundred years, I conld pever think of
this charming woman without delight, I use the word charming,
because, although she was neither young nor beautiful, and yet
neither old nor ugly, there was nothing in her face to prevent
her intellect and grace from exercising their full effect. In
complete contrast to other women, her least freshness was in
her face, and I believe that the use of rouge had ruined it. She
bhad reasons for her easy virtue: it was the best way in which
she could assert all ber charms. It was possible to look at her
without loving her; it was impossible to possess her withount
adoring her. This seems to me to prove that she was not
always so lavish of her favours as she was with me. Her
advances to me had been too sudden and lively to be excusable;
but her heart at least had as much to do with it as her senses,
and, during the briet and delicious pericd which I spent with
her, I had reason to believe, from the forced moderation which
she imposed upon me, that, although semsnal and voluptuous,
she thought mors of my health than her own pleasure.

‘The understanding between us did not escape the Marguis,
He did not, however, leave off chaffing me, but, on the contrary,
treated me more than ever as a bashinl lover, & martyr to his
lady’e cruelty. Not a word, not a smile, not a look escaped him,
which could have made me suspect that he had found us out:
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and I should have believed that he had been deccived by us,
had not Madame de Larnage, who was keener than I was, told
me that this was not the case, but that he was a chivalrous man;
and, indeed, no one conld have shown more polite attention,
or behaved more courteously than he always did, even towards
myself, with the exception of his raillery, especially after my
success. He perhaps attribnted the eredit of it to me, and
considered me not sueh a fool 2s I had appeared to be. He
was mistaken, as has been seen: but no matier, I profited by his
mistake; and it is true that, since I now had the laugh on my
side, I endured his epigrams with good heart apd grace, and
sometimes retorted, even happily, proud to be able to exhibit, in
the presence of Madame de Larnage, the wit with which she
had credited me. 1 was no lopger the same man. .

We were in a country and a season of goed cheer; and,
thanks to the Marquis, we enjoyed it to the full. 1 could have
dispensed with his extending his attentions even to our bedrooms;
but he always sent his lackey to esgage them in advance, and
this rascal, either on his own responsibility or by the Marquis’s
instructions, always took a room for him next to Madame de
Larnage, while I was poked away at the other end of the house.
But this caused me little embarrassment, and only added piquancy
to our rendezvous. This delightful life lasted four or five days,
during which I was intoxicated with the sweetest pleasures.
They were unadulterated and lively, without the least alloy of
pain, the first and only pleasures of the kind that I have enjoyed;
and I can only say that 1 owe it to Madame de Larnage that I
shall not leave the world without having known the meaning of
pleasure. -

}f my feeling for her was not exactly love, it was at least so
tender a return for the love which she showed for me, it was a
sensuality so burning in its satisfaction, and an intimacy so sweey
in its Intercourse, that it had all the charm of passion without
that delirium which turns the brain and spoils enjoyment. I
have only felt true love once in my life, and it was not with her.
Nor did T love her as I had loved, and still loved, Madame de
Warens; but for that very reason the possession of her afforded
me a hundred times greater enjoyment. With mamma, my
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pleasure was always disturbed by a feeling of sadness, by a
secret feeling of oppression at the heart, which I found difficult
to overcome. Instead of congratulating myself upon possessing
her, I reproached myseif with degrading her. With Madame de
Larnage, on the contrary, I was proud of my manhood and my
happiness, and abandoned myself with confidert joy to the
satisfaction of my desires. I shared the impression which I
produced upon hers. [ was sufficiently master of myself to
regard my triumph with as muoch self-complacency as pleasure,
and to derive from it the means of redoubling it.

I do not remember where the Marqnis, who belonged to the
district, left us; but we were alone when we reached Montélimar,
where Madame de Larnage made her maid get into my carriage,
while I travelled in her own. 1 can assure you that in this
manner we did not find the journey tedious, and I should have
found it difficult to describe the country through which we
passed. She was detained at Montélimar three days on business,
during which, however, she only left me for a2 qunarter of an
hour fo pay a visit, which brought her in return some importunate
and pressing invitations, which she was by no means disposed to
accept. She pleaded indisposition, which did not, however,
prevent us from walking together zlone every day in the most
beautiful country and under the most beautiful sky in the world,
Oh, those three days!- T have had reason to regret them some-
times! I have never enjoyed their like againl

Travelling amours cannot last. We were obliged to separate,
and I confess that it was time: not that 1 was surfeited, or any-
thing like it; I became more attached to her every day; but, in
spite of her discretion, I had little left except goodwill, and,
before we separated, 1 wished to enjoy that little, which she
submitted to, by way of precaution agaivst the young ladies of
Montpellier. We begailed our regrets by forming planz to meet
apain, It was decided that I should continue the treatment, which
did me considerable good, and spend the winter at Saint-Andiol
under her superintendence, I was to stay only five or six weeks
at Montpellier, to allow her time fo arrange the necessary pre-
liminaries, to prevent scandal, She gave me full instructions
about what jt was necessary for me to know, what I was to say,
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and the manner in which I was to behave, Meanwhile, we were
to write to each other. She spoke to me long and seriously
about the care of my health, advised me to consult some clever
physicians, to follow their instructions ecarefully, and took upon
herself to make me carry out their directions, however strict they
might be, as long as I was with her, I believe that ahe spoke
gincerely, for sha loved me. ©Of this she gave me numerons
proofs, more reliable than her favours. From my style of travel.
ling, she judged that I was not rolling in money; and, although
she herself was by no means well off, she wanted to make
me shars the contents of her purse, which she had brought
pretty well filled from Grenoble, and I had the greatest difficulty
in making her accept my refusal. At last I left her, my heart
full of her, and leaving, as 1 believe, a true attachment for mysel
in her own.

I finished my journey, while going over it again in my
memory from the beginping, and for the moment I was very
well content to sit in a comfortable carriage and dream at my
ease of the pleasures which [ had enjoyed and of thoze which were
promised to me. I thought of nothing but Saint-Andiol, and the
delightful life which awaited me there, 1 saw npothing but
Madame de Larnage and her surroundings: the rest of the
world was nothing to me: even mamma was forgotten. I em-
ployed myself in arrangiog in my head all the details into which
Madame de Larnage had entered, in order to give me beforehand
an idea of her honse, her neighbourhood, her friends, and ber
manner of life. She had a daughter, of whom she had often
spoken to me in terms of most lavish affection. This daughter was
in her sixteenth year, lively, charming, and amiable. Madame de
Larnage had promised me that I was sure to be a great favourite
with her. 1 had not forgotten the promise, and I was very
curious to see how Mademoiselle de Larnage would behave
towards her mamma’s good friend, Such were the subjects of
my reveries from Pont-Saint-Esprit to Remoulin, I had been
told to go and see the Pont du Gard, and did not fzil to do so.
It was the first Roman work that I had seen. I expected to
see a monument worthy of the hands which had erected it; for
once, and for the only time in my life, the reality surpassed the
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expectation. Only the Romans could have produced such an
effect,

The sight of this simple, yet noble, work produced the greater
impression upon me, as it was situated in the midst of a desert,
where silence and solitude bring the object into greater prominence,
and arouss a livelier feeling of admiration ; for this pretended bridge
was nolh'ng but an aqueduct. One naturally asks what strength
has trapsported these enormous stones so far from any guarry,
and united the arma of so many thonsands of men in a spot
where not one of them dwells, I went through the three storeys
of this superb buildiog, within which a feeling of respect almost
prevented me from setting foot. The echo of my footsteps under
these immense vaults made me imagine that I heard the sturdy
voices of those who had built them. 1 felt myself lost like an
Insect in this immensity. I felt, in spite of my sense of littleness,
as if my soul was somehow or other elevated, and I said to my-
self with a sigh, * Why was I not born a Roman?” 1 remained
there several hours in rapturons contemplation, I returned,
distracted and dreamy, and this dreaminess was not favourable
to Madame de Larpage, She had been careful to warn me
against the girls of Montpellier, but not against the Pont du
Gard. One never thinks of everything!

At Nimes I went to see the amphitheatre, It Is a2 far more
magnificent work than the Pont du Gard, but it made far less
impression upon me; either the latter had exbausted my powers
of admiration, or the former, being sitvated in the midst of a
town, was less calculated to arouse them. This vast and splendid
circus is surrounded by ugly little houses, and the arena is filled
with other houses, still smaller and uglier, so that the aspect of
the whole produces a confused and incongruous effect, in which
regret and indignation stifle pleasure and surprise. Since then
I have seen the Circus at Verona, which is far smaller and less
imposing, but is kept and preserved with the greatest possible
neatness and cleanliness, and for that very reason produced upon
me a more forcible and agreeable impression, The French take
care of nothing, and have no respect for monuments. They are
all eagerness to undertake anything, but do not know how to
finish, or keep it in repair when it is finished.
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1 was so changed, and my sensuality, which bad been roused
to activity, was awakened to such a degree, that I remained for
a whole day at the Pont du Lunel, in order to enjoy its good
cheer with the other visitors. This inn, the most famons in
Europe, at that time deserved its reputation. Its proprietors
had known bow to take advantage of its excellent position, in
order to keep it abundantly snpplied with choice provisiens, It
was really curious to find, in a lonely and isolated house in the
middle of the country, a table furnished with salt and fresh-water
fish, excellent game, choice wines, served with the attention and
civility which is only found in the houses of the great and
wealthy—all for thirty-five sous a head. But the Pont du Lunel
did not long remain on this footing, and, by presuming too much
on its reputation, at length lost it altogether,

During my journey I had quite forgotten that I was ili: I
remembered it when I arrived at Montpellier, My attacks of
hysteria were certainly cured, but all my other ailments re-
mained; and, though familiarity made me less sensitive to them,
they were enough to make anyone, who was suddenly attacked
by them, fancy himself at death’s door. In fact, they wers more
alarming than painful, and cansed more suffering of the mind
than of the body, the destruction of which they seemed to
announce. Hence, while distracted by violent passions, I thought
no more of the state of my health; but, as my complaints were
not imaginary, I became aware of them again as soon as I
recovered my coolness. I then began to think seriously of
Madame de Lamage's advice, and the object of my journey.
I consulted the most famouns physicians, particularly M. Fizes,
and, by way of excessive precaution, boarded with a doctor.
He was an Irishman, named Fitzmorris, who took in a consider-
able number of medical studenis; and what made his house more
comfortable for a resident patient was, that he was satisfied with
a moderate fee for board, and charged his boarders nothing for
medical attendance. He undertook to carry out M. Fizes'
regulations, and to look after my health. As far as diet
was concerned, he acquitted himself admirably: mope of his
boarders suffered from indigestion; and, although I am not very
sensible to privations of this kind, the opportunities of drawing
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comparison were so near, that I could not help sometimes thinking
to myself that M. de Torignan was a better purveyor than M.
Fitzmorris, However, as we were not absolutely starved, and
the young students were very cheerful, this way of living really
did me good, and prevented me from falling into my former state
of depression. I spent the morning in taking medicines, especially
some waters, which I believe came from Vals, although I am not
certain, and in writing to Madame de Larpage; for the corre-
spondence continned, and Rousseau undertook to feteh his friend
Dudding’s letters. At noon I took 2 walk to La Canourge with
one of our young messmates, all of whom were very good lads;
after which we assembled for dinner, When this meal was over,
most of us engaged iIn an important occupation until evening:
we went a little way out of town, to play two or three games of
mall for our afterncon tea.! [ did not play myself, as I possessed
neither the requisite strength nor skill, but I betted on the result.
In this manner, interested in my wager, I followed our players
and their balls across rough and stony roads, and enjoyed agres-
able and healthy exercise, which suited me admirably. We took
our tea at an inn outside the city. I need not say that these
meals were very lively; but I may add that there was nothing
improper about them, although the landlord's daughters were
very pretty. M. Fitzmorris, who was a great player himself,
was our president; and I can declare that, in spite of the bad
reputation of the students, I found more decency and propriety
amongst these young men than it would have been easy to find
amengst an equal number of grown-up men. They were noisy
rather than licentious, merry rather than profligate, and 1 become
80 easily accustomed t¢ any manner of life, when it is voluntary,
that 1 could have desired nothing better than a continnance of
it. Amongst the students were several Irish, from whom I tried
to learn & few words of English, in anticipation of Saint-Andiol;
for the time of my departure was close at hand. Madame de
Larnage importuned me by every post, and I prepared to obey
her. It was clear that my physicians, who did not understand
my complaint at all, regarded it as existing only In my imagina-

3 Gogifer : a light meal between dinner and supper.
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tlon, and, under those circumstances, treated me with their China-
root, their waters, and their whey. Physicians and philosophers,
differing entirely from theologians, only admit that fo be true
which they are able to explain, and make their understanding
the measure of what is possible. These gentlemen understood
nothing aboot my complaint: therefore I was not ill at all; for
of course doctors knew everything., I saw that they were only
trying to humbug me and make me waste my money; and as
I thought that their substitute at Saint-Andiol would do that just
as well as they, but in a more agreeable manner, I resolved to give
her the preference, and, with this wise resolution, I left Montpellier,
I set out towards the end of November, after a stay of six weeks
or two months in that city, where I left behind me a dozen Jowis
d'oy, without any benefit either to my health or understanding,
with the exception of a course of apatomy which I commenced
under M. Fitzmorris, and which T was obliged to give up,
owing to the fearful stench of the bodies which were dissected,
and which I found it impossible to endure,

Feeling very ill at ease concerning the resolution that I
had taken, I began to reflect upon it as I continued my journey
towards the Pont-Saint-Esprit, which was the road to Cham-
béri as well as Saint-Andiol. The remembrance of mamma and
her letters, although she did not write to me so offen as Madame
de Larnage, agaln aroused In my heart the remorse which I had
etifled during the first part of my journey, and which, on my
teturn, became so keen that, counterbalancing the love of
pleasure, it put me in a condition to listen to reason alome. In
the first place, in the rdle of adventurer which I was again
going to play, I might be less fortunate than I had been on
the previons occasion: it only needed, in the whole of Saint-
Andiol, a single person who had been in England, or who was
acquainted with the English manners or langnage, to expose me.
Madame de Larnage's family might take a disllke to me and
treat me with discourtesy. Her daughter, of whom, in spite of
myself, 1 thought more than I ocught to have done, also caused
me considerable uneasiness. 1 trembled at the idea of falling in
love with her, and this very apprehension half finished the
business, Was I, by way of repaying the mother's kindness.
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to attempt to lead the dawghter astray, tc enter upon a most
detestable connection, to bring dissension, dishonour, scandal,
even hell itself, into ber house? This idea horrified me; I
firmly resolved to resist and defeat myself, if this wretched
inclination made itself felt. But why expose myself to such a
struggle 7 What a miserable state of things would it be to live
with the mother, of whom I was fired, and to be burning with
love for the daughter, without daring to disclose the state of
my feelings| What necessity was there deliberately to seek such
a position, to expose myself fo misfortunes, affronts and remorse,
for the sake of pleasures, the greatest charm of which I had
exbausted in advance? for it is certain that my fancy had lost
its early vivacity., The taste for pleasure was still there, but
not passion. With these thoughts were mingled reflections upon
my sitvation and my duty, and thoughts of that good and
generous mamma, whose debts, already heavy, were increased
by my foolish expenditure, who drained her purse for my sake
and whom I was so unworthily deceiving. This reproach became
so lively that it finally turned the scale. When I had nearly
reached the Pont-Saint-Esprit, I resolved to hasten past Saint.
Andiol without stopping. I carried out this resolution courage-
ously, with a few sighs, I confess, but also with the inward
satisfaction that, for the first time in my life, I could say to myself:
“]1 have a right to thiok well of myseli; I know how to prefer
my duty fo my pleasure."” This was the first real advantage for
which I had to thank my studies; they had tanght me to re-
flect and compare. After the virtnous principles which I had so
recently adopted, after the rules of wisdom and virtue which
I bad drawn up for myself and which I had felt such pride
in following, a feeling of shame at being so litile consistent with
myseH, of giving the e to my own maxims s0 soon and so0
emphatically, gained the victory over pleasure. Perhaps pride
bad as muoch to do with my resolution as virtue; buf, if this
pride is not virtue itself, its effects are so similar that it is
excusable to confound them.

One of the good results of virtuous actions is, that they
clevate the soul and incline it to attempt something even better,
for so great is human weaknegs, thaf we must reckon amongst
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virtuous actions abstention from the evil which we are tempted
to commit, As soon as I had taken my resolution, I became
another man, or rather, I became the man I had formerly been,
whom the intoxication of the moment had caused to disappear.
Full of good sentiments and good resolutions, I continued my
journey with the intention of expiating my error, thinking only of-
regulating my future conduct by the laws of virtue, of devoting
myself unreservedly to the service of the best of mothers, of
vowing to her a loyalty equal to my attachment, and of listening
to no other call but that of my duties. Alas! the sincerity of
my return to virtue appeared to promise a different destiny;
but my own was already written and begun, and at the moment
when my heart, full of love for all that was good and honour-
able, saw nothing but innocence and happiness before it, I was
approaching the fatal moment which was destined to drag be-
hind it the long chain of my misfortunes,

My impatience to reach home made me travel faster than
1 had intended. 1 had sent a letter to mamma from Valence,
to inform her of the day and hour of my arrival. As [ was
half a day in advance, I spent that time at Chaparillan, in order
to arrive exactly at the moment I had fixed. I wanted to enjoy
to the full the pleasure of seeing her again. I preferred to put
it off a little, in order to add to it the pleasure of being
expected. This precaution had always proved successful: I had
always found my arrival celebrated by a kind of little holiday;
1 expected as much on this occasion, and these attentions, which
I felt so much, were worth the trouble of procuring.

I amived, then, punctual to the moment. When I was still
some distance off, I looked ahead in the hope of seeing her
on the road; my heart beat more violently, the nearer I ap-
proached. 1 arrived out of breath, for I had left my carriage
in town; I saw no one in the court, at the door, or at the
window. 1 began to feel uneasy and afraid that some accident
had happened. 1 entered: everything was quiet: some workmen
were eating in the kitchen:; there were no signs that 1 was
expected, The maid appeared surprised to see me: she knew
nothing about my coming. [ went upstairs; at last | saw her,
my dear mamma, whom I loved so tenderly, so deeply and so
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purely; I ran np to her, and threw myself at her feet. “Ahl™
said she, embracing me, *you are back again then, little onel
have you had a pleasant journey? how are you?” This re-
ception somewhat surprised me. I asked her whether she had
received my letter. She answered, * Yes." 1 should not have
thought so,” 1 said, and the explanation ended there. A young
man was with her. I remembered having seen him in the house
before 1 left, but now he seemed established there, as in fact he
was. In a word, I found my place filled.

This young man belonged to the Vaud country; his father,
named Vintzenried, was keeper, or, as be called himself, Captain
of the Castle of Chillon. The son was a journeyman wig-maker,
and was travelling the country in pursuit of his calling,
when he first presented himself to Madame de Warens, who
received him kindly, as she received all travellers, especially
those from her own country. He was tall, fair-haired, insipid,
talerably well set up, with 2 face as dull as his intellect, and
spoke like a beas Léandre! mingling all the airs and tastes of
his calling with the long story of his conquests, and, according
to his own account, mentioning only half the maychionesses with
whom he had slept, and boasting that he had never dressed
a pretty woman's head without decorating the husband as well.
Vain, foclish, ignorant and insclent, he was in other respects
the best fellow in the world. Such was the substitute who
replaced me during my absence, and the companion who was
offered tc me after my return.

If souls, when freed from their earthly bonds, still lock down
from the bosom of the eternal light upon that which takes place
upon this earth, pardon me, dear and honoured shade, if I show
no more favour to your faults than my own, but unveil both
equally before the reader’s eyes! 1 must and will be as trae
for you as for myself: you will always have much less to lose
than I. Ah! how your amiable and gentle character, your
inexbaustible goodness of heart, your frankness, and all your
admirable qualities atone for your weaknesses, if simple errors

1 One of the stock characters of Italian comedy, a fop who takes great
pride In his personal appearance, aud is ford of displeying his ribbons and
lace.
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of judgment deserve that name! You errcd, but you were free
from vice; your conduct was blameworthy, but your heart was
always pure.

The new-comer had shown himself zealous, diligent and
careful in carrying out her mumerous little commissions, and
bad appointed himself foreman of her labourers. As noisy as
1 was gquiet, he was seen and heard everywhere at once, at
the plough, in the hay-loft, in the wood.-house, in the stable,
in the farm-yard. Gardening was the only thing he neglected,
because the work was too qulet, and afforded no opportunity
for making a noise, His great delight was to load and drive
a waggon, to saw or chop wood: he was always to be seen
with an axe or pick in his hand, running, hustling, and shouting
with all his might. I do net know how many men's work he
did, but he made noise enough for ten or a dozen. All this
noise and bustle imposed on my poor mamma: she thought that
in this young man she had found a treasure to assist her in
business matters, In order to attach him to her, she employed
all the means she thought likely to produce this result—not
forgetting that on which she placed most reliance.

The reader must have gained some knowledge of my heart,
and of its truest and most copostant feelings, especially those
which brought me back to her at this moment. What a sudden
and complete upset of my whole beingl To judge of it, let
the reader put himself in my place. T saw all the happy future
which I had depicted to myself vanish in a2 moment. All the
dreams of happiness which I had so fondly cherished dis-
appeared, and I, who from my youth had never considered my
existence except in connection with hers, for the first time found
myself alone. This moment was frightful| those which followed
were all gloomy. I was still young, but the pleasant feeling
of enjoyment and hope which animates youth, deserted me for
ever. From that time my sensible being was half dead. I
saw nothing before me but the melancholy remains of an insipid
life: and, if now and again an image of happiness floated lightly
across my desires, this happiness was no longer that which was
peculiarly my own: I felt that, even if I succeeded in obtaining
it, 1 shonld still not be really happy.
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1 was 5o simple, and my confidence was so great that, in
spite of the new-comer’s familiar tone, which I looked wupon
as one of the resulis of mamma's easy-going disposition, which
attracted everyome towards her, T should mever have suspected
the real reason of it, unless she had told me herself; but she
hastened to make thls avowal with a ' frankness which might
well have increased my rage, if my heart had been capable of
it. She herself considered it quite a simple matter, reproached
me with my carelessness in the house, and appealed te my
frequent absences, as if her temperament had been such that
it required the void to be filled as quickly as possible. *“Ah,
mamma,” I said to her, with a heart wrung with grief, " what
do you dare to tell me? What a reward for such devotion as
mine! Have you so often saved my life, only in order to de-
prive me of that which made it dear to me? It will kill me, but
you will regret my loss.”” She replied, with a calmness calculated
to drive me mad, that I was a child, that people did not die
of such things, that 1 should lose nothing, that we should be
equally good friends, equally intimate in all respects, and that her
tender attachment to me could npeither diminish nor end except
with her own life. In short, she gave me to understand that
all my privileges would remain the same, and that, while sharing
them with another, I should not find them in any way curtailed.
Never did the purity, truth and strength of my attachment for
her, never did the sincerity and uprightness of my soul make
itself more plainly felt than at that moment. I threw myself
at her feet, and, shedding floods of tears, clasped her lknees,
“No, tmamma” I exclaimed, half distracted, *I love you too
deeply to degrade you; the possession of you is too precious
for me to be able to share it with another; the regrets which
1 felt when you first bestowed yourself upon me have increased
with my affection; 1 cansot retain possession of you at the same
price. I shall always worship you: remain worthy of it: 1
have still greater need to respect than to possess you. 1 resign
you to yourself; to the union of our hearts I sacrifice all my
pleasures, I would rather die a thousand {imes than seek an
enjoyment which degrades one whom I love™ |,

1 remained true to this resolotion, with u steadfastness
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worthy, T venture to say, of the feeling which had produced It.
From that moment I only regarded this dear mamma with the
eyes of a real son; and I must observe that, although my
resolution did not meet with her private approbation, as I per-
ceived only too clearly, she never attempted to make me abandon
it, either by insinuating proposals, caresses, or any of those clever
allurements which women so well know how to make use of
without committing themselves, and which are rarely unsue.
cessful. w

Compelled to seek for myself a lot independent of her, and
unable even to think of one, I soon fell into the other extreme,
and sought it entirely in her. There I sought it so completely
that 1 almost succeeded in forgetting myself. The ardent desire
to see her happy, at whatever cost, absorbed all my affections.
It was useless for her to separate her happiness from mine; [
looked upon it as my own, in spite of her.

Thus, together with my misfortunes, those virtues began to
develop, the seeds of which were sown at the bottom of my
heart, which had been cultivated by study, and only waited for
the leaven of adversity in order to bear frnit, The first result of
this disinterestedness was the removal from my heart of all fecling
of hatred and envy against him who had supplanted me. On
the contrary, 1 desired in all sincerity to become intimate with
this young man, to form his character, to educate him, to make
him sensible of his happiness, to make him worthy of it, if pos.
sible, and, in a word, to do for him all that Anet had formerly
done for me in similar circnmstances. But our dispositions were
not alike. Although gentler and better informed than Anet, I
possessed neither his cooclness nor firmness, nor that force of
character which inspires respect, and which would have been
necessary to Insure success. Still less did 1 find in this young
man the qualities which Anet had found in me: docility, attach.
ment, gratitude, and, above all, the consciousness that I needed
his attention, and the eager desire of profiting by it. All these
qualities were wanting. He whom I wanted to educate consid-
ered me as nothing more than a tiresome pedant, who could do
nothing else but chatter, On the other hand, he admired him-
gelf as a person of importance in the house; and, estimating

VOL. 1 1B
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the services he thought he rendered by the noise he made about
them, he looked upon his axes and picks as infinitely more useful
than all my old books. In a certain sense, he was right; but,
starting from that, he gave himself airs enough to make anyone
die with laughter. With the peasaots he attempted to play the
country gentleman. He soon treated me in the same way, and
even mamma herself. As the name Vintzenried did not appear
sufficiently distinguished, he abandoned it for that of M. de
Courtilles, by which name he was afterwards known at Chambéri,
and in Mauricone, where he married.

In a word, this illustrious persen socon became everything in
the honse, and I myself nothing. If I had the misfortune to
displease him, it was mamma, not I, whom he scolded. For this
1eason, the fear of exposing her to his brutal behaviour rendered
me subservient to all his wishes; and, whenever he chopped
wood—an occupation of which he was inordinately proud—I
was obliged to stand by, au idle spectator and quiet admirer of
his prowess. His disposition was not, however, altogether bad.
He loved mamma because no one could help loving her; he
showed no aversion even for me; and, in his calmer moments,
he sometimes listened to us quietly enough, and frankly owned
that he was only a fool, and, immediately afterwards, proceeded
to commit fresh follies. In addition to this, his understanding
was so limited and his tastes so low, that it was difficult to
reason, and almost impossible to feel at ease with him. Not
content with the possession of a most charming woman, he
added, by way of seasoning, that of an old, red-haired, toothless
waiting-woman, whose disgusting services mamma had the patience
to endure, azlthough it quite upset her. 1 observed this new
intrigue, and was beside myself with indignation; but at the
same time I perceived something else, which affected me still
more deeply, and dispirited me more than anything else which
had as yet occurred. This was a growing coldness in mamma’s
behaviour towards me.

The privation which I had Iimposed mpon myself, and of
which she had pretended to approve, is one of those things
which women never pardon, however they pretend to take it;
not so much for the sake of that of which they are themselves
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deprived, as by reason of the feeling of indifference which they
consider it implies, Take the most sensible, the most philo-
sophical, the least semsual woman: the most uopardonable crime
that a man, for whom in other respects she cares nothing, can
be guilty of towards her, is not to enjoy her favours when he
has the chance of doing so. ‘There can be no exception to this
rule, since a sympathy, at once so patural and so deep, was
impaired in her in consequence of an abstinence, the only
motives of which were vittue, attachment, and esteem. From
that moment, I no longer found in her that intimacy of hearts
which had always afforded the sweetest enjoyment to my own.
She no longer unbosomed herself to me, except when she had
occasion to complain of the new-comer. When they were on
good terms, I was rarely admitted to her confidence. At length,
by degrees, she became entirely estranged from me. She still
seemed pleased to see me, but no longer found my company
indispensable ; even had I passed whole days withont seeing her,
she would not have noticed it.

Insensibly I felt myself isolated and alone in that house of
which [ had formerly been the soul, and in which I Ied, =0 to
speak, a double life. I gradually acenstomed myself to disregard
all that took place in it, and even kept aloof from those who
dwelt in it. In order to spare myself continual torment, I shut
myself up with my books, or wept and sighed to my heart’s
content in the midst of the woods. This life scon became tnen-
durable. T felt that the personal presence of a woman who was so
dear to me, while I was estranged from her heart, only apgravated
my sorrow, and that I shounld feel the separation from her less
cruelly if I no longer saw her. 1 therefore resolved to leave the
house. I told her so, and, far from offering any opposition, she
approved of it. She had a friend at Grenoble, named Madame
Deybens, whose husband was a friend of M. de Mably, the Grand-
Prévét of Lyons. M. Deybens suggested to me that I should
undertake the eduocation of M. de Mably's children. I accepted
the post, and set out for Lyons, without causing, almost without
feeling, the slightest regret at a separation, the mere idea of which
would formerly have caused us both the most deadly anguish.

1 possessed almost sufficient knowledge for a tutor, and

YOL. I 18—z
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believed that 1 had the necessary qualifications. During the year
which I spent at M. de Mably's, I had ample time to undeceive
myself, My naturally gentle disposition would have made me
well adapted for this profession, had not a violent temper been
mingled with it. As lopg as all went well, and I saw that my
trouble and attention, of which I was not sparing, were successful,
I wag an angel; but, whern things went wrong, I was a devil.
When my pupils did not understand me, I raved like 2 madman;
when they showed signs of insubordination, I could bave killed
them, which was not the way te make them either learned or
well-behaved. They were two In number, of very different dis-
positions. One, between elght and nine years old, named Sainte-
Marie, had a pretly face, was fairly intellipent, lively, giddy,
playful, and mischievous, but his mischlef was always good-
bumoured. The younger, Condillzac, who seemed almost stupid,
was idle and lazy, as obstinate as a mule, and incapable of learning
anything., It may be imagined that, between the twe, I had my
work cut out. With the aid of patience and coolness I might,
perhaps, have succeeded; but, as I possessed neither, I made no
progress, and my pupils turned out very badly. I did not lack
assiduity, bat I wanted evenness of temper, and, above all, tact.
I only knew three means to employ, which are always useless
and frequently roinons to children: sentiment, argument, anger.
At one time, with Sainte-Marie, 1T was moved to tears, and
attempted to arouse similar emotions in him, as if a child could
have been capable of genuine feeling. At another time 1 exhansted
myself in arguing with him, as if he had been able to understand
me; and, as he sometimes made use of very subtle arguments, I
seriously thought that he must be intelligent, because he knew
how to argue. The little Condillac was still more troublesome,
since he understood nothing, never made an answer, and was
never affected by anything. His obstinacy was immovable, and
he never enjoyed anything more than the triumph of putting me
in 2 rage. Then, indeed, he was the wise man and I was the
child, I recognised all my fauvlts, and was conscious of them. I
studied my pupils’ characters, and fathomed them successfully;
and I do not believe that I was ever once taken in by their
artifices. But what advantage was it to me to see the evil, if I
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did not know how to apply the remedy? Although I saw through
everything, I prevented nothing, and succeeded in nothing, and
everything that I did was exactly what I onght not to have done.

I was hardly more successful in regard to myself than my
pupils. Madame Deybens had recommended me to Madame de
Mably, and bad requested her to form my manners and to give
me the tone of society, She took some pains about it, and
wanted to teach me how to do the honours of her house; but
I showed myself so awkward, I was so bashful and so stupid,
that she became discouraged, and gave me up. This, however,
did not prevent me falling in love with her, after my usual
manner. I managed to make her perceive it, but I never dared
to declare my passion. She was never disposed to make
advances, and all my ogling glances and sighs were in vain,
so that 1 soon wearied of them, seeing that they led to nothing.

While with mamma, I had completely lost my inclination for
petty thefts, becaunse, since everything was mine, I had nothing
to steal. Besides, the lofty principles which 1 had laxd down for
myself ought to have made me for the future superior to such
meannesses, and certainly they have usually done so; but this
was not so much the resnlt of my having learned te overcome my
temptations as of having cut them off at the root, and I very
much fear that I should steal, as in my childhood, if exposed to
the same desires. 1 had a proof of this at M. de Mably's, where,
although surronnded by trifles which I conld easily have pilfered,
and which I did not even lock at, I took it into my head to long
for a certain light, white Arbois wine, which was very agreeable,
and for which a few glasses I had drunk at table had given me
a strong liking. It was a little thick. I prided myself upon my
skill in clearing wine. This particular brand was intrusted to
me. I cleared it, and, in doing so, spolled it, but only to look
at, for it still remained pleasant to drink, and 1 took the oppor-
tunity of occasionally appropriating a few bottles to drink at my
ease by myself. Unfortunately, I have never been able {o drink
without eating. How was I to manage to get bread? It was
impossible for me to lay by a store; to have sent the lackeys to
buy it wonld have betrayed me, and would at the same time
have been almost an insult to the master of the house. I was
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afraid to buy any myself. How could a fine gentleman, with a
sword by his side, go into a baker's shop to buy a plece of
bread? At length, I recollected the last resource of a great
princess, who, when told that the peasants had no bread, replied:
*“Then jet them eat pastry,” But what trouble I had to get it!
I went out alone for this purpose, and sometimes traversed the
whole town, passing thirty pastrycooks’ shops before entering one.
It was necessary that there should be only one person in the
shop, and this person's features had to be very attractive, before 1
could make up my mind to take the plunge, But, when once 1 had
secured my dear little cake, and, shutting myself up carefully in my
room, fetched my bottle of wine from the bottom of a cupboard,
what delightful little drinking-bouts ! enjoyed all by myself, while
reading a few pages of a novel, tor 1 have always had a fancy
for reading while eating, if I am alonre; it supplies the want of
society. 1 devour alternately a page and a morsel. It seems as
if my book were dining with me,

1 have never been dissolute or sottish: in fact, I have never
been drunk in my life. Thus, my petty thefts were not very
indiscreet. However, they were discovered : the bottles betrayed
me. No notice was taken of it, but I no longer had the manage-
ment of the cellar. In all this M. de Mably bebaved honourably
and sensibly,. He was a very upright man, who, beneath a
manner as harsh as his office, concealed a really gentle dispo-
sition and rare goodness of heart. He was shrewd, just, and,
what would not have been expected in an officer of the Maré-
chaussde! even kindly. Sensible of his indulgence, I became more
attached to him, and this made me remain longer in his house
than I should otherwise have done. Buat, at length, disgusted
with a profession for which I was ill-adapted, and with a
very troublesome sitvation, which had nothing agreeable for me,
after a year's trial, during which I had spared no pains, I resolved
to leave my pupils, feeling convinced that I should pever suceeed
in bringing them up properly. M. de Mably saw this as well as
I did. However, I do not think that he would ever have taken
upon himself to dismiss me, if I bad not spared him the trouble,

1 Mounted police, replaced by the gendarnierie in 1791,
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and soch excesslve condescension in such 2 casc T cannot certainly
approve of.

What made my present situation still more insupportable, was
the comparison I continually drew with that which I had left:
the remembrance of my dear Charmettes, of my garden, of my
trees, of my fountain, of my orchard, and, above all, of her for
whom I felt I was born, who was the life and soul to everything.
When I thought again of our pleasures and our innocent life, my
heart waz seized by a feeling of oppression and suffocation, which
deprived me of the courage to do anything. A hundred times I
felt vioclently tempted to sst out instantly on foot and return to
Madame de Warens. If I could only see her once again, I felt
that I shounld have been content to die on the spot. At length I
conld no longer resist those tender remembrances, which called
me back to her at any cost. I said to myself that I had not been
sufficiently patient, obliging, or affectionate; that, if I exerted
myself more than I had bitherto done, I might still live happily
with her on terms of tender friendship. I formed the most
beautiful plans in the world, and burned to carry them out.

I left everything, I renounced everything, I set ount, I flew,
and, arriving in ail the transports of my early youth, found my-
self again at her feet. Ah! I should have died for joy, if I had
found again in her reception, in her eyes, in her caresses, or,
lastly, in her heart, cne qoarter of that which I had formerly
found there, and which I myself still brought back to her,

Alas for the terrible illusions of human life] She received me
with the same excellent heart, which could only die with her; but
I sought in vain the past which was gone, never to return. I had
scarcely remained with her half an hour, when I felt that my former
Lhappiness was gone for ever. I found myself again in the same
disconsolate sitnation from which I had been obliged to flee,
without being able to fix the blame on anyone; for, at battom,
Courtilles was not a bad fellow, and he seemed more glad than
annoyed to see me again. But how could I bear to be a super
numerary with her for whom I had been everything, and who
would never cease to be everything for me? How could I live
as a stranger in the house of which I felt myself the child?
The sight of the objects which had witnessed my past happiness
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made the comparison stil more painful. 1 should have suffered
less in another house. But the sight of so many sweet remem-
brances, continnally revived, only irritated the consciousness of
my loss. Consumed by idle regrets, abandoned to the blackest
melancholy, I resumed my old manner of life and remained alone,
except at meal-times, Shut up with my books, T zought to find
in them some useful distraction; and, feeling that the danger,
which I had so leng dreaded, was imminent, I racked my brains
anew, in the endeavour to find in myself 2 means to provide
against it, when mamma's resources should be exhausted. 1 had
so managed her household affairs, that at least things did not
grow worse; but, since I had left her, everything was changed.
Her steward was a spendthrift. He wanted to make a show with
g fine horse and carriage. He was fond of playing the noble
in the eyes of the neighbours, and was continually undertaking
something abount which he knew nothing. Her pension was
swallowed up in advance, the quarterly payments were mort-
gaged, the rent was In arrears, and debts accumulated. 1 foresaw
that her pension would soon be seized, and perhaps discontinued
altogether. In a word, I saw nothing but ruin and disasters
ahead, and the moment appeared so close, that I felt all its
horrors by anticipation.

My dear little room was my only recreation. After a pro-
longed zearch for remedies against my mental anxiety, I bethought
myself of lookisg about for a remedy against the troubles which
1 foresa* and, returning to my old ideas, I suddenly began
to build fresh castles in the air, in order to extricate my poor
thamma from the cruel extremities into which I saw her on
the point of falling. I did not feel myself sufficiently learned,
and 1 did not believe that I was sufficiently talented, to shire in
the republic of letters, or to make a fortune by that means. A
new jdea, which occurred to me, inspired me with the con-
fidence which the mediocrity of my talents could not give me.
1 had not given up the study of music when I left off teaching
it; on the contrary, I had studied the theory of it sufficiently
to consider myself learned in this department of the art. Whilst
reflecting upon the trouble I had found in learning to read the
notes, and the great difficulty I still felt in singing at sight, I



ROUSSEAU 281

began to think that this difficulty might be due to the nature of
the case as much as to my own incapacity, especially as [ knew
that no one finds it an easy task to learn music. On examining
the arrangement of the musical signs, 1 found them frequently
very badly invented. I had long thought of denoting the scale
by figures, to obviate the necessity of always drawing the lines
and staves when the most trifling air had to be written. I had
been hindered by the difficulties of the octaves, the time, and
the values of the notes. This idea again occurred to me,
and, on reconsidering it, I saw that these difficulties were
not insurmountable, 1 carried it out successfully, and was at
length able to note any music whatever by my figures with the
greatest exactness, and also, I may say, with the greatest sim.
plicity. From that moment, I considered my fortune made;
and, in my eagerness to share it with her to whom I owed
everything, I thought of nothing but setting out for Paris, feeling
no doubt that, when I laid my scheme before the Academy,
1 should cause a revolution. 1 had brought a little money
back from Lyons; I sold my books. In a fortnight my resolution
was taken and carried out.

At last, full of the magnificent hopes which had inspired
me, being ever and at all times the same, I started from Savoy
with my system of musie, as I had formerly started from Turin
with my heron-fountain.

Such have been the errors and faults of my youth. T nave
related the history of them with a fidelity of which my heart
approves, If, later, I have honoured my riper years winn any
virtues, I should have declared them with the same frankness,
and such was my intention. But I must stop here. Time may
lift many a veil. If my memory descends to posterity, perhaps
it will one day learn what I had to say; then it wil! be under-
stood why I am silent.
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