FOUR LETTERS
TO MONSIEUR DE MALESHERBES
Contaimihg th +true portrait of my character and the real motives for

all my corduct

A M,
M S$morency, Jamuary 4, 1762

I would not a e taken s long %o thamk you f r your last letter,
Sir, had my diligence in amswering equaled the pleasure I receiwed from
i But aside from the effors %ha% i% costs me to write, I thought I
would do wel %o devot a few days to the petty a oyamt¢ s ¢ the m L
s0 that I might mot overwhelm you witk my p blems. Although I am by
no means reconciled ¥ what has juss ccurre , I am very glzd thas you
skhould know about it simce it has mo%. lowered me inm your esteem. I
shall be more pleased with myself when you do ot believe me to be
hetter than I an
The motives you attribute to the positiom I have taken since having
made something of a name for myself im the world does me perhaps more
h mor tham I deserve; but they are - ertaimly closer to the truth than
these credited to me by certairn gentlemem of letters whe base everythimg
reputation and judge my sentimemts accordimg to their owm. My hears
is far too attuned to other attachmemts to p t much store im public opimi m
I ar much toe fomd of my pleasure and indeperndemce ever to become such a
slave to vanity as they suppose., A persom who has never allowed the
possibility ef fame and for¥ume to stand in the way of a rendez-vous T
a pleasan®¥ supper is meot likely to sacrifice his happiness simply im order
to draw attentiom to himself; amd it is kardly believable that a man who
feels he has a certaim talemt and waits forty years to make that talemt
kmown, would be fool enough to lamguish till the end of his days ir some
out of the way place wust $0 acquire the reputation of a misanthrope.
But, Sir, although I detest wickedmess and injustice with vehemence,
this passiom would met be sufficiently streng in itself to make me flee
the society of men were it any great sacrifice for me to do so. No, my
motive is less moble and closer to myself. I was bora with a natural
love for solitude which has increased proportionately as I have become
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better acquaimted with my fellow en. I find that I a Dbetter off with

the imaginary characters I have assembled arou d e than with the real
ones I encoumter im society, and that the invented comparny provided by

my isagisation Bas served to disgust me fi ally and fordver with the o e

I have just aba domed. You pi wure me sad and co s ed by melamchely.

AR, Sir, how wromrg you are! Im Paris I was so; im Paris a black bile
gnawed at my heart, and the bitterness of that bile was all too apparemt

im everything I wrote while there. But%, Sir, co pare those writi gs &

the omes I have writtem here im my solitude; either I a very much is-

take , or you must feel im these letters a certain serenity of soul which
camnot he fi#igmed amd which enables ome to judge with assuramce the immer
stake £ ¢ uthor = My e a in of late ay have led you %o
agother conclusiom, but it is easy to see that th = of this distress
oes t reside in my preseat situatiom, but rather im am ever:hctive

i agimation, ready to take fright at everybthimg amd magnify it to its

£ 4 extreme. Frequent success has made me susceptible to fa ej; bud

o exigts, pessessing either virtue or mobility of soul, =k w 14 mot

e filled with mortal despair at the thought that after his death a useful

work he had writtem might be replaced by so e pernicious text which would

be published umder his name, dishemoring his ory amd causing great ha .

~This apprekension may well have accelerat the development of my disease

and bad this madness co e uporn me in Paris, it is by no meams certaim that

I would not have spsare@ mature the necessity ef completing the task.

Per a long time I was mistaken myself as te the cause of this iz
curable disguss I have always felt whem in society. 1 attributed it% %o
frustratiomn that my wit was mot qui k encugh to display im ¢ mversatiom
the modicum of imtelligence I possess “from occupying that
poesition in the world to which I believed myself entitled. But, after I
had covered some paper with my scribblimg and ured that regardless
of what stupidities I wrote, I was not taken for a fool; when I aw myself
sought out by everyone and homored with comsideratiomns far beyomd anythimg
my most foolish vanity would have dared to claim; when, despite all this, I
foumnd the same disgust augmented rather tham diminished, I came %o the
comclusion that it must stem from another cause, and that these rewards
were not at all what I was seeking.
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What then %8s -fimally this cause? It is mone other tha that in-
domitable spirit of libert¥y which nothing has beem able to subdue, and
before which honors, wealth and even reputatiom are valueless to ne.
This spirit of liberty im my case is doubtless 1 a matter of pride
tham of ird lence, am indolence passimg all belief. Any trifle alarms
it; it finds the simplist duties f civil life umbearable. A word to
be said, a letter to be writtem, a vigsit to be paid, omce they
become am obligatiom, are purgatory to me. T is is why, although I fimd
ordimary dealimgs with mamnkind repellent, cl se friemdships are so pre-
cious to me: for them there is mever an ebligatiom. Ome foll ws one's

t and everything is accomplished. This, agaim, is the reasom why I
have always beem reluctamt to receive favers. Any favor demands grati-
tude, and I feel that my heart is umgrateful for me other reason tham
that 1 find gratitude a duty. In a word, the kxind of happimess I meed
is mno% so much being able to do what I want, as moet havimg to de what I
do nots A life f actior holds mo temptatiom for me, I would a humdred
ti es rather do mothing at all tham to do something against my will;
ahd I have thought a humdred times that I would not have been t appYy
1 4ged in the Bastille where I would be ebliged to do nothing but re-
maimn where I was.

Nevertheless, I did make some attempts in my youth to establish a
position fer myself. But these efforts were omly aimed at earming a
retreat and ease im my old age; and, since they were omly made sporadi-
cally, with the fits and starts of a lazy man, they never met with the
slightest success. My illness provided me with the perfect pretext for
pursuing my all consuming passion. Fimding it absurd to be torturimg
myself in order to provide for am age which I would never obtaim, I
gave it all up and proceeded to enjoy myself. Amd that, Sir, I ewear
is the real reason for my retirement from the world, for which our gen-
tlemen can firnd ro ether motive tham a desire for ostentatien. This
would suppose a constancy, or rather an obstinacy im climgimng to some-
thimg I find paimful, and that is directly contrary to my nature.

You will tell me, Sir, that this supposed laziness of mine is not
compatible witk my writings over the last ten years or with the desire
for fame which must have prompted them. Here we hit upom a diffieculty
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whig¢ <« ebliges-iie to prel g this.letter, and consequently forces e
to fimish it. I shall returm o it, Sir, if you are not offended by
my familiar tonej; for, if I am to opem up Yy eart %o you, I kmow Rhow
to use er; I shall portray myself without makeup amd without
modesty; I shall appear to you such as I see myself, and such as I am;
for, since I pass my life im my own company, I ug t to kmow myself.
And T can see by the way these who thimk they kmow me interpret my
actioms and-d eds that they understamd nothing about e whatever. No-
body im this world kmows me but myself alonme. ou cam make your owm
Jjudgements when I have fimished.

D not semd back my letters, I be you, Sir. Burm them because
t ey are not wort the beot er of keepimg; but do mot 4 80 eut f com~
sideratiomn for me. I also emtreat yeu mot ever to comsider $rying to
retrieve those omeg being held by D cheme. Were I obliged to erase $he
traces of all my fellies, there would be mo erd of the letters to be
regovered, and I would mot 1ift even the end of my finger to do so0.

bester r for worse, I am not afraid 50 be seen just as I am. I
knew my great shortcomings, and I am keemly aware of my vieces. With

this, I shall die full of hope im Almight God, amd quite convimced
that of all the mem I have kmown in my life, Bot ome was better t am I.
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II
Montmorency, January 12, 1762

shall continue to give you an account of myself, Sir, since I
have now begun, for nothing could do me.more harm than to be but half
known; and, since my faults have not deprived me of your esteem, I trust
I will not lose it because of my frankness.

An idle soul fearing the slightest task; an ardent and irascible
temperament, easily moved andpiable to excess regarding all that touches
it; these are unlikely mates to be found in the same character, yet
these same two o osites compose the basis of my own. Although I have
no theories to explain this opposition, it none’ the less exists; I feel
it is nothing could be more certainj and, by relating some facts,

I ean at least give a sort of historical account which would enable you
to ¥magine it. In childhood I was more active than I am now, but never
to the extent of other children. This boredom with everything drew me

to 1it ture at an early age. When I was six Plutarch fell into

hands and by the time I was eight I knew it all by heart. I had read
all the n vels there were to read and had shed buckets of tears over

them before the age when novels should hold any interest for the heart.
Thence was forged my taste for the heroic/WHIch“HEE "Siilv increased with
time, and has ended by making me dissatisfied with everything not resembling
my own fantasies. In my youth, when I believed that the same people I
had k own in books were to be found in the real world, I would abandon
nyself without reserve to whomever knew how to take me in by means of a
certain jargon of which I have always been the dupe. I was active because
I was possessed; as I discovered my mistakes, I would change my tastes,

my attachments and my plans; and all these changes were always soO much
time and trouble thrown away because I was searching for something

that did not exist. With experience, I began little by little to lose

all hope of finding it, and, consequently. my zeal for the search lan-
guished. Embittered by injustices I had suffered or been a witness te,
often troubled by the moral disorder:iato which,-both by example and
circumstancés, I had myself been drawn, I began to d@spise both. - eentury
and my contempories. Amnd, feeling that in their midst I would never

find a situation capable of satisfying my heart, I began little by little
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to withdraw from th society of me , creating from my imagination another
society for myself which charmed me all the more bscause I could culti-
vate it without risk or pain. I found it ever trustwerthy.a 4:trye.%o my
expectations.

After having spent forty years of my life dissatisfied with myself
and others, I sought in vain to break the ties binding me %0 a society
which T estecmed so little, a society which chained me to occupations
least suited to my taste by needs which I believed to be those of nature,
but which turmed out to be othfhgfﬁut convention. Then, all of a sudden,
a fortunate accidem¥ occurred w ich evealed to me what I must do for
myse £ and how I should ny fellow mem concerning whom my heart
and mi 4 were forever at war, who I st¥ill felt compelled to love
despite so many reaso s for hatred. I would like, Sir, to be able to
pain% for you that moment which made such a strange epoch in my life and
which will always be presemt for me though I should live forever.

I was on my way to see Diderot who was then a prisoner at Vince nes;

I Bad in my pocket a copy of the M cure de France which I begam to
thumb through a2 I walked. ©Suddenly my ey .falls on the fo ¥ give Dby
the academy of Pijom,the topic which instigated my first writtem w rk.

If anything ever resembled a flash of inspiratiomn, It is khe~

that took place within me upom reading that announcemeat. Suddemy I

feel my spirit dazzled by a thousamd brilliant insights. A host of

ideas crowd in-upor me all at omce, troubling my mind with a force amnd
confusion -impossible to express. I feel my ead spinning with- giddiness
like intoxication. A violent palpitation oppresses and expands my bréasi
Pinding-it mo lenger -possibtle to breathe while walking, I let myself
collapse bemeath one of the trees which line the avenue; there I spernd
Ralf an kour im such a state of agitatiom that on rising I discover the
fromt of my vest to be wet with tears I never knew I had shed. Oh Sir,
Rad I ever been able to write one quarter of what I saw and felt beneath
that tree, how clearly I would have revealed all the comtradictioms of
the social system; how forcefully I would have exposed all the abuses of
our institutions; how simply I would have demonstrated that man is mat-
urally good, and that it is omly through these imstituioms that he be-
comes evil -~ A that I was able to retain from the flood of great truths
which for the space of a guarter of an hour,engulred me im light as I
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lay beneath that ¥rée, is scattered all too sparsely through my three
principal works, that is %o say, this same first discourse, the one oa
inequality, and the treatise on educationj; these three works are im-
separable, and together they form one whole. All the rest kas been
los$, and nothing was written down at that momemt but the Prosopopoia

Fabricius. That is how, when I least expected it, I became an
author almost in spite of myself. TYou cam easily imagine how the at-
traction of a first success and the hostility of my erisics propelled
me for~geod amd :all imto a career of writing. Have I a talemt for
writing? I do not know. A stromg convictiom has alway stocod me in
the stead of eloquence, and my works: Bave-imevitably been loosley struc-
fured and bad whem I was not stromgly comvinced that I was right. Thus

% may have beem am unconscious return of self love that made me select

» otto and make myself worthy of it perhaps that is what made me s0
passionately attached to the truth, or whatever I took to be true. Had
I only writtea for the sake of writing, I am certainm I would never have
been read.

After having discovered or though had discovered that all man's
misery and wickedmess was derived from his false values, I came to the
conclusion that these same values must.be the cause of my owm unhappiness;
that all my ills and vices stemmed more from my situation tham fro my-
self. Just at this time, a disease which had afflicted me since child-
hRood was declared incurable;

; had never deluded me ‘for long. I decided that if
I wanted to be consistent and shake the heavy yoke of prejudice fro ..off
my shoulders once and for all, there was no time to lose. 1 carried out
my decision with speed and courage. I have maimntained it steadfastly
ever simce, at a cost I can estimate., I alone know what ob
stacles I have overconme, those I must still combat in order to main-
tain my ceaseless course against the current. I am well aware that over
the last ten years I have drifted a bit off course, but if I am allowed
to live another four, I estimate that you will see me shake myself a
second time and remount the stream to at least my former level, there
never to descend again. All the great tests have beem passed, and ex-
perience has proved %o me once and forever that my present state is the
only one in which man can live in virtue and happiness, because it is of
all states the most independent and the only one in which he is never
obliged to protect his own interests by injuring another'
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I admit that the reputation I have earned with my writings has
greatly aided me in carrying out my.plan. One must be thought of as
@ good author if one wants to get away with being a poor copyist and
not wart for work. If I did mot have the first title, they would have
looked too closely at the second, and that might have beemn ortifying
f&lthough I can eagily face ridicule, it wo 1ld be much more diffieul®
for me to bear disdain, But, if some reputation has given me a little
advantage here, it has been well compensated by all the inconveniemces
attached to this same remoum if one does not wish to be its 1ave and
would like to live im independence and isolation. These imcomveniences
are wha¥ drove me from Parisj; they still pursue me here im my retreat
and will most certaimly drive me evem further if my health permits.
S5%¥ill another plague of that great city was the crowd of self proclaimed
frie ds who took charge of me and, judging my heart by theirs, determined
absolutely to make me happy according to their mode and mot my own.
Despgrate at the thought of my retreat, they pursued me there that¥ they
might rescue me. I could mot have remained where T wa itk % breakimg all
ties. 1 have only been really happy since that time.

reel! No, I am not free yet. My last works have mot yet been
primted, and, considering the deplorable state of my poor machime, I
no lomger hope to see the whole collectior imn primt. But if, comtrary
to my expectatioms, I ever reach that poimt and can bid farewell omce
ard feor all to my public, believe me, Sir, on that day I will be free,
or mo man has ever kmowmn freedo . Ok utinam ok thrice blessed day!
But no, I will mever be allowed to see it.

I have nrot said everything ye%, Sir, and you may well have %
endure another letter. PFortumately nothimg obliges you to read them,
and you may well have some difficulty doimg so. But I pray you will
forgive me; in order: to recopy this long Jjumble of ideas I would have
to redo them all, and, to tell;you the truth, I do not have the courage.
I find grea% pleasure in writing you, but I am equally fond of repese,
and my health does me% permit me to write for long stretches as a time.
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TO MONSIEUR DE MALESHERBES
Mortmereney, Janurary 26, 1762

After havimg set forth the real reasons for my corduct, I would like
%0 talk to you about my state of mind mere-in my ret¥reat; but I feel
tha% time is rumning out; my soul, estranged from itself, belo gs e -
tirely to my body. The desrepitude of my peor machine binds me mere
clesely %o itself with each passing day, untll the momemt when it wik}
dt last Ily wholly free. It is about my happiness that I want to talk
to you, and ome speaks but poorly about happimess when one is in painm.

My ills are the workings of mature, but my happimess is all my own.
Degpite all eanyome car say, my decision was a wise one, for I have bee
as Bappy as my nature will allew: I have rot sought felicity from afar,
I looked for it close to myself, and there I fourd it. Spartie says
that Similis, a courtier of Trajsm, haviang.without amy persomal dis-
satisfactiom quit the court and all his official functions im order %o
pursue a peaceful life in the coumrtry, had these words inscribed his
tomb: I spent seventy six yearw sn this earth, and I lived b T seven,
I too car ay this im some respects although my sacrifice was not as
great. 1 have only begum te live simce the 9th of April, 1756.

I eannot tell you, Sir, how touched I wag to learn that you con-
sidered me the most unhappy of men. The public will doubtless Jjudge
me as you do, and that teo distresses me. If only I could reveal the
happiness of my lot to all the universe! Everyone would want to follew
By example; peace would reign on earth; men would mo longer seek to harm
one another, & vil would cease to exist since mothing could be gaimed
by ite But what d4did I enjoy whem I was alome? Myself, the universe im
its entirety, everything that is, everything that could be, all that is
keautiful in th world of the senses and imaginable im the realm of the
intellect: I gathered around me whatever pleased my heart; my desires

the easure of my happiness. N , no sensualist has ever known such
delights; I have enjoyed my fantasies a hundred times more tham they
their realities.

When uwy suffering makes me measure the lomg hours of the night, and
a restless fever keeps me from savoring single hour of sleep, I often
find distractiom from my present state ¥ summoning up the various events
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of y life, those I have repented, the sweet memories and the sad;

and a rush of emotion helps me for a simngle secomd to forget my pain.
What moments would you say, Sir, are the ones that I-recall mos¥: fre-
quently ard willingly to my dreams? Not the pleasures of my youth, too
rare, top intertwired with bitterness and already to distarnt from me now.
No, it is those of my retreat, my solitary promensdes, those fleeting
delieious days speat entirely aleme in my own company together with my
good and simple housekeep r the
birds of the field and the deer of the forest; with all of mature and

i%s inconceivable Author. Whem I awake before the sum so that I canm
contemplate its rising from my gardem, whea I see that the day will be
fair, my first concern is that no letters r callers should intrude %o
disturb its charm. Having devoted the merning te a variety of chores,
performed gladly because they could always be postpemed, I hasten through
mry dinner in order to escape unwanted callers and make myself a longer
afternocon. Before:ome o'cieck 'evenien the hottest days, I depart with
ry faithful Achate while the sun is still high, Bastening my steps for
fear that someone will catch me before I canm slip away. But omce 1 have
rourded a certaim’ gormer, .my heart pourding amnd bursting with j ¥y, I begin
to breathe again, feeling that I am safe; and I say te myself: Here I am,
ry own master for the rest of the day I then set off at a quieter pace
to seck out some secluded spot in the forest, some wild place where
nothing reveals the hand of man so-that there can be no sign of servitude
or domination; a sanctuary where I can believe I am the first person ever
to set foot, and where mo unimvited kbir@ ever intrudes between myself
and nature. There she seems to display herself to me with a magnificence
that is always new. The gold of the broom and the purple of the heather
invades my eyes with a luxury that moves my heart to tears; the majesty
of the trees that cover me with their shade, the delicacy of the bushes
that encircle me, the astonishing variety of herbs and flowers that I
tread beneath my feet hold my spirit perpetually alternating between
observation and awe. Tke competition of so many objects all vyi g for
mry attention, draws me endlessly from one te amother, encouraging my
indolent and dreamy nature, and causing me to repeat to myself time and
time again: No, Solomom in all his glory was never clad as one of these,
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My 'imagination does not leave suck a lovely spot lomng unimhabited.
I soomn have it peopled with beimgs comgemial to y heart, and, banishing
afar all opinien, prejudice and artificial passion, I transport inte
nature's sanctuaries a people worthy of that habitation. From these I
fashion a charming society of which I feel I am met umworthy. I make for
myself a goldem age according to my famcy; and, fillimg these lovely days
with all the scenes of my life which have left sweet memories, as well
ag all these my hears could still desire, I am moved to tears thinkimg
of the real pleasures belonging to mamkind, pleasures so deli ious, 80
pure, and heaceforth so remote from mem, Ok, if in these moments some
thought of Paris, Yy century or my little bit of author's glory treubles
%he tranquility of my reveries, how disdainfully I banmish it witheout an
instant's pause so that I may abandon myself without distraction to the
exquisite sentiments with whi k my soul is full. Hewever, I admit that
on oecasions, in the midst of all of this, the thought that my famtasies
re but empty air will suddenly make me sad. Were all my dreams to be
turned imto realities they would not suffice; I would imagine, drea and
desire s8till more, I find within myself am imexplicable emptiress which
nothing is able to fill; a certair reaching out of the heart toward
another sort of enjoyment < which I camnot eonceive, but for which I
85ill feel a need. And even thak, Sir, is enjoyment, for it'pierces
my being with a vivid poignancy, an appealing sadness with which I would
t part.

Soom I raise my thoughts from the surfage of the earth to all beings
in nature, t the universal system of things, to the imcomprehensible
Being who embraces all. Then, my spirit lest in that immensity, I meither
$hink nor reasom nor philesophigze. With a sort of semsual pleasure, I
feel myself crushed bemeath the weight of this universe; I abarndeon myself
with rapture to the confusiom of those immeasurable ideas; I like, im my
imagination, to lose myself in space; my heart, confimed within the
boundaries of being, finds itself toe constricted; I am suffocatimg within
the universe;. I would like to hurl myself into the imfimite., Were I.#%o0
unveil“all the mysteries of nature, I believe I would fird my situatienm
less delightful tham this imtoxicatipg ecstasy to which my spirit yields
without a struggle, and which occasionally the frenzy of my rapture,
makes me cry out Ok sublime Being! Ok 3 blime Being! unable to say or
think another word.
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Thus the most delightful days that humam creature ever spe t slip
by me in perpetual delirium; and when the setting sum makes me think of
turning homeward, ama ed at the rapidity of time, I feel I have mot
taken full advamtage of the day, I believe I could have eanjoyed it still
more, and to make up for the time that was lost, I say to myself: 1
shall return tomorrow.

With umhurried steps I make my way back home, my head a bit fatigued,
but my heart comtent. Omnce back, I relax at my ease, abandoning myself
%o the impressiom of the objects aroumd me, but without bhimkimg, without
imagining, without doing a single obther thing than savor the @al and the
happimess of my situatiomn. I fimd my place for supper set outside upom
the terrace. I eat with a go 4 appetite in the midst of my small
domestic eircie where mo image of servitude or dependence disturbs the
mutual affectiom which unites us all. Even my dog is my friemd and not
my slave; we share one will, but he has never obeyed me. My gaiety
throughout the evening bears witness that I have been alone all day. I.
am quite arnother pergom whem I have D ly-pleassl with
others, and never with myself. Themn I sit grumbling and taciturm: that
was told me by my housekeeper, and since hearimg it, I have foumd upon
observation that it is imevitably the case. At last, after I have taken
a fimal turm or two about the garden or played some little air upon my
spinet, I find within my bed a repose for body and soul a hundred times
sweeter than sleep itself.

These are the 8ays that have made up the real happimess of my life,
@ happiness without bittermess, without cares, without regrets, amd to
whickh I would willimgly khave limited the whole of my existence. Yes,
Sir, I would'have my eternity compesed of just such days, I ask no
others, and cannot imagine that I am much less heppy than tThe celestial
intelligences im their divine comtemplations. But a body in paim deprives
the spirit of its freedom; from now orn I am no longer aleone, I have a
guest who shadows me., I must free myself of him if I am to be my ownm
master; and the first tastes I have had of those sweet Jjoys have orly
made me await less fearfully the moment when I will be able to savor
them without distraction.



142

LETTERS TO MALESHERBES
ITI

But here I am at the end of my second sheet, and it looks as though
I would still need anotker. Onrne more letter + n amd ne more. I ask
your parden, Sir. Although I am all to fond of talkimg abo t myself,
I da not like to do so with everyomne; this makes me abuse my opportunity
when I have someone who pleases me. Here is my fault and my excuse.
I beg you to take it in good part.



LET'PERS TO MALESHERBES
Iv

A.M.
Montmorency, January 28, 1762

I have revealed to you, .Sir, from the seeret recesses of my

hea t the real motives for my retirement and for all my conduct.
These motives are doubtless much less noble than you had supposed,
but they are such as to satisfy me with myself while inspiring my
soul with the pride of a man who feels hHis life to be well o dered
and who, having done what was necessary to bring this about, believes
he is entitled to the credit. It was not required of me to create
for myself another temperament or another character, but to use the
ones I had in sucH a way as to make me beneficial to nyself witho t
being harmful to-others. Nor will I attempt to conceal from you that
despite an awareness of my faults, I have a high opinion of myself.

Your gentlemen of letters can cry out to their heart's content
that a man alone is a useless thing and .dees not:fylfill bis.duties
to socliety. I believe that the peasants of Montmorency are more
useful members of society than the mass of idlers who are paid by
the sweat of the people to gossip in the Academy six days a weekj and
I am happier when I can occasionally do some favor for my poor neigh-
bors than I would be in helping to forward the ambitions of that
crowd of petty intriguers who fill the whole of Paris, each aspiring
to the honor of scoundrel in residence while he ought, for the good
of the public as well as his own, to be sent back to the province he
came from to till his land. It is something to set men an example of
the 1life that they should lead. It is something, when I no longer
have the health o strength to work with my hands, to dare to speak
out from my retreat with the voice of truth. It is something to warn
men of the folly of clinging to opinions which make them miserable.
It is something to have helped in preventing, or at least delaying
the establishment in our city of that baneful institution which
d'Alembert wanted to set up in our midst that he might pay court to
Voltaire at our expense. If I had lived in Geneva I would not have
been able to publish my dedicatory epistle on the Discourse on Inequality
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r even to have spoken i the tone I used against the establishment

of a theater in that c¢ity. I would be considerably more useless
to my compatriots living in their midst than I can occasionally be
here in my retreat. What difference does it make what place I in=-
habit as long as I accomplish what I must do? Furthermore, are the
inkhabitants of Mentmorency any less human beings than the inhabitants
of Paris, And, if I can dissuade someone from sending his child to
be corrupted in the city, am I doing any less good than if I were
to send that child back from the ity to -his paternal household?
Does not my very indigence prevent me from being useless in the sense
that your elegant sveakers understand the word? And, since I am only
able to eat that bread which I myself can earn, am I not obliged to
work in order to keep alive and pay so ety for the needs I might
demand of it? True, I have refused occupations for which I was not
suited. But, since I felt I lacked the talent to qualify me for the
favor you wished to bestow on me, to have accepted it would have meant
stealing it from some other writer as poor as myself and more capable
of doing that kind of work. When you offered it to me, you assumed
I was qualified to edit and to summeri e a text, and that I could
concern myself with matters which were indifferent to me; that:not
being the case, I would have deceived youj; I would have been umworthy
of your generosity if I had acted otherwise than I d4did. One can never
be excused for doing something badly which one does of ones own accord
I would be dissatisfied with myself at this moment as would you, and
I would not have the pleasure I now have in writing to you. Finally,
as far as my strength has allowed, while I have besn working for my-
self, I have in my wn fashion done all that I could for society. If
I have done little for it, I have demanded still less; and we are so
well quit, in my opinion, that were I at this moment able to retire
altogether and live for myself alone, I would do so without scruple.
I would at any rate devote all my strength to isolatimg myself from
the intrusion of public acclaim. Were I to live another hundred years
I would not write a single ¥ine for the press, and would not believe=
I had really begun to live again until I had been completely forgotten

I admit, however, that at a certain moment I was on the point of

reintegrating myself into society; this was not because I had lost my
taste for solitude, but because I had another love no less compelling
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which I all but preferred to it. You would have to have known my
state at that time, 8ir, owing to the neglect and abandonment of
ny friends. You woul hav +to have known'.the depth:n f y.despair
when Monsieur and Madame de Luxembourg sought to =»ke my acquaine
tance in order to Judge how touched I was by their overtures and
caresses . I was dying; without them I would surely have perished
from sorrow, and, since they restored me to life, it is only right
that 1 should devots that life to loving them.

I have an affs tionat heart, but ome which is sufficient to
itself. I love men too much to have to choose among themj; I love
them all; and it is because I love them that I hate injustice; it
is because I love them that I fly from them. I suffer less from
their ills when I do not see them. This interest in the species
suffices to nourish my heart; I do not need particular friends, but
when I have some, it is essential to e that I sbould not lose themn,
for when therseparate from me they tear me apart. In this they are
all the more to blame because I ask nothing more from them than friend=-
ship, and, as long as they love me and let me know that they do, I
do not even need to see them. But in place of sentiment,:.they always
wanted to subgstitute favors and attentions which were intended to
impress the public and had nothing to do with me. While I loved
them, they wanted the appearance of loving me. And I, who despise
appearances in all things, could not be satisfied with this; when
I found out this was all there was, I needed to know no more. They
did rot exactly cease to love me, I simply discovered that their love
for me 4id not exist.

Consequently, I found myself for the first time in my life alone
in my heart as well as my person, for I was left without a friend in
my retreat, and that at a time when I was almost as ill as I am today.
It was under these circumstances that the new attachment which was
to compensate me for all the others was initiated; an attachment for..
which I will never be compensated because it will endure, 1 hope, as
long as I live, and come what may, it will be the last. I cannot
disguise from you, Sir, that I have a violent aversion for any class
that dominates another. Indeed, it is wrong to say I cannot disguise
it from you, since I have no difficulty making you this confession,
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you who descend from an illustrious line, son of the hancelor of
France and president of a sovereign court; yes, you Sir, you who

have bestowed on me a thousand favors without knowing me,. and towards
whom, despite my natural ingratitude, it co sts me nothing to be in
obligation. I hate the rich and powerful, I hate their condition,
thelr oppression, their prejudices, their pettiness and all their
vices. And I would hate them still more did I despise them less.

1t was with this sentiment that I was all but borne away to the

chateau of Montmorency; I saw its masters, they loved me, and I, Sir,

I loved and shall-l we them with all the strength of my soul as long

as I shall live. I would abanden:.for them, I do not say my life, it
would be but a poor gift in my present statej I do not say my reputation
among my contemporaries, which hardly interests me; but the only

glory that has ever touched my heart, the honor I expect from posterity;
and this will be given to m because it is my due, for posterity is
always just. My heart, which does not know how to love by halves,

has given itself to them without reserve, and 1 do not repent it.
Indeed, repentence would be ngeless now since it is too late to re=
tract it if T would. In the warmth of my enthusiasm, I have a hundred
times been on the point of asking an asylum in their house where I
might spend the rest of my days near them. %nd they would have been
overjoyed to grant me this request if, indeed, I did not assume from
their manner that the offer had long since been made. This project

is certainly the one on which I have meditated the longest and with
the most pleasure. Nevertheless,. I was finally obliged to admit with
regret that it would not be good. I was only thinking of my attach-
ment to the persons themselves without reflecting on the intermediaries
who would have.kept us apart, and these were of such varied sorts,
especially considering the inconvenience attached to my illness, that
such a project could only be excused by the sentiment that had inspired
it. Furthermore, the mode of life I would have had to adopt would be
Yoo much in conflict with all my tastes and habits; I would not have
been able to have endured it for even three months. Finally, for all
the closeness of our habitations, the distance between our conditions
would have remained the same, and that delightful intimacy which makes
up the charm of a tightly knit society would always have been absgent.

I would have been neither the friend nor the servant of the Marshal of
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Luxembourg; I would have been his guest. #lways feeling out of place,
I would frequently have sighed after my o0ld retreat; it is a hundred
times better to be separated from the persons one loves and to long

to be with them than to risk finding oneself longing for the contrary.
Moving but a few steps might have radically altered my life. I have
imagined a hundred times in my dreams that Monsieur de Luxembourg was
not a duke, but simply Marshal of France, simply a country gentleman
residing in some old chateau, and that J. J. Rousseau was not an
author, not a composer of books, but a man of mediocre wit and few
accomplishments, calling upon the seigneur of the chateau and his lady
and receiving them in his house, finding in their company the happiness
of his life and contributing to theirs. Now, to make this fantasy
still more delightful, if you will allow me to give a little shove
with my shoulder and move the chateau de Malesherbes to within half

a league's distance, it seems to me, Sir, with dreams sueh as these,

I would not be in a hurry to awaken.

But all that is overj; it only remains for me to end my long
dream, for the others from now on are all out of season: it will be
much if I can but promise myself a few mere delightful hours spent
in the chateau de Montmorency. . .. Be that as it may, here I am
such as I see myself. You must make your judgement of me from this
hodgepodge I have writtem, if I am worth the trouble, for I cannot
arrange it better and do not have the courage to begin again. If
this too authentic portrait deprives me of your good will, I will
only have ceased to usurp what did not belong to mej; but, should I
still preserve your esteem, it will become yet more precious because
it will then be truly mine.
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