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PREFACE
I have carefully collected whatever I have been able to learn of the

story of poor Werther, and here present �t to you, know�ng that you
w�ll thank me for �t. To h�s sp�r�t and character you cannot refuse your
adm�rat�on and love: to h�s fate you w�ll not deny your tears.

And thou, good soul, who sufferest the same d�stress as he
endured once, draw comfort from h�s sorrows; and let th�s l�ttle book
be thy fr�end, �f, ow�ng to fortune or through th�ne own fault, thou
canst not f�nd a dearer compan�on.



BOOK I

MAY 4.

How happy I am that I am gone! My dear fr�end, what a th�ng �s the
heart of man! To leave you, from whom I have been �nseparable,
whom I love so dearly, and yet to feel happy! I know you w�ll forg�ve
me. Have not other attachments been spec�ally appo�nted by fate to
torment a head l�ke m�ne? Poor Leonora! and yet I was not to blame.
Was �t my fault, that, wh�lst the pecul�ar charms of her s�ster afforded
me an agreeable enterta�nment, a pass�on for me was engendered
�n her feeble heart? And yet am I wholly blameless? D�d I not
encourage her emot�ons? D�d I not feel charmed at those truly
genu�ne express�ons of nature, wh�ch, though but l�ttle m�rthful �n
real�ty, so often amused us? D�d I not—but oh! what �s man, that he
dares so to accuse h�mself? My dear fr�end I prom�se you I w�ll
�mprove; I w�ll no longer, as has ever been my hab�t, cont�nue to
rum�nate on every petty vexat�on wh�ch fortune may d�spense; I w�ll
enjoy the present, and the past shall be for me the past. No doubt
you are r�ght, my best of fr�ends, there would be far less suffer�ng
amongst mank�nd, �f men—and God knows why they are so
fash�oned—d�d not employ the�r �mag�nat�ons so ass�duously �n
recall�ng the memory of past sorrow, �nstead of bear�ng the�r present
lot w�th equan�m�ty. Be k�nd enough to �nform my mother that I shall
attend to her bus�ness to the best of my ab�l�ty, and shall g�ve her the
earl�est �nformat�on about �t. I have seen my aunt, and f�nd that she �s
very far from be�ng the d�sagreeable person our fr�ends allege her to
be. She �s a l�vely, cheerful woman, w�th the best of hearts. I
expla�ned to her my mother's wrongs w�th regard to that part of her
port�on wh�ch has been w�thheld from her. She told me the mot�ves
and reasons of her own conduct, and the terms on wh�ch she �s
w�ll�ng to g�ve up the whole, and to do more than we have asked. In
short, I cannot wr�te further upon th�s subject at present; only assure



my mother that all w�ll go on well. And I have aga�n observed, my
dear fr�end, �n th�s tr�fl�ng affa�r, that m�sunderstand�ngs and neglect
occas�on more m�sch�ef �n the world than even mal�ce and
w�ckedness. At all events, the two latter are of less frequent
occurrence.

In other respects I am very well off here. Sol�tude �n th�s terrestr�al
parad�se �s a gen�al balm to my m�nd, and the young spr�ng cheers
w�th �ts bounteous prom�ses my oftent�mes m�sg�v�ng heart. Every
tree, every bush, �s full of flowers; and one m�ght w�sh h�mself
transformed �nto a butterfly, to float about �n th�s ocean of perfume,
and f�nd h�s whole ex�stence �n �t.

The town �tself �s d�sagreeable; but then, all around, you f�nd an
�nexpress�ble beauty of nature. Th�s �nduced the late Count M to lay
out a garden on one of the slop�ng h�lls wh�ch here �ntersect each
other w�th the most charm�ng var�ety, and form the most lovely
valleys. The garden �s s�mple; and �t �s easy to perce�ve, even upon
your f�rst entrance, that the plan was not des�gned by a sc�ent�f�c
gardener, but by a man who w�shed to g�ve h�mself up here to the
enjoyment of h�s own sens�t�ve heart. Many a tear have I already
shed to the memory of �ts departed master �n a summer-house wh�ch
�s now reduced to ru�ns, but was h�s favour�te resort, and now �s
m�ne. I shall soon be master of the place. The gardener has become
attached to me w�th�n the last few days, and he w�ll lose noth�ng
thereby.

MAY 10.
A wonderful seren�ty has taken possess�on of my ent�re soul, l�ke

these sweet morn�ngs of spr�ng wh�ch I enjoy w�th my whole heart. I
am alone, and feel the charm of ex�stence �n th�s spot, wh�ch was
created for the bl�ss of souls l�ke m�ne. I am so happy, my dear
fr�end, so absorbed �n the exqu�s�te sense of mere tranqu�l ex�stence,
that I neglect my talents. I should be �ncapable of draw�ng a s�ngle
stroke at the present moment; and yet I feel that I never was a
greater art�st than now. When, wh�le the lovely valley teems w�th
vapour around me, and the mer�d�an sun str�kes the upper surface of
the �mpenetrable fol�age of my trees, and but a few stray gleams
steal �nto the �nner sanctuary, I throw myself down among the tall



grass by the tr�ckl�ng stream; and, as I l�e close to the earth, a
thousand unknown plants are not�ced by me: when I hear the buzz of
the l�ttle world among the stalks, and grow fam�l�ar w�th the countless
�ndescr�bable forms of the �nsects and fl�es, then I feel the presence
of the Alm�ghty, who formed us �n h�s own �mage, and the breath of
that un�versal love wh�ch bears and susta�ns us, as �t floats around
us �n an etern�ty of bl�ss; and then, my fr�end, when darkness
overspreads my eyes, and heaven and earth seem to dwell �n my
soul and absorb �ts power, l�ke the form of a beloved m�stress, then I
often th�nk w�th long�ng, Oh, would I could descr�be these
concept�ons, could �mpress upon paper all that �s l�v�ng so full and
warm w�th�n me, that �t m�ght be the m�rror of my soul, as my soul �s
the m�rror of the �nf�n�te God! O my fr�end—but �t �s too much for my
strength—I s�nk under the we�ght of the splendour of these v�s�ons!

MAY 12.
I know not whether some dece�tful sp�r�ts haunt th�s spot, or

whether �t be the warm, celest�al fancy �n my own heart wh�ch makes
everyth�ng around me seem l�ke parad�se. In front of the house �s a
founta�n,—a founta�n to wh�ch I am bound by a charm l�ke Melus�na
and her s�sters. Descend�ng a gentle slope, you come to an arch,
where, some twenty steps lower down, water of the clearest crystal
gushes from the marble rock. The narrow wall wh�ch encloses �t
above, the tall trees wh�ch enc�rcle the spot, and the coolness of the
place �tself,—everyth�ng �mparts a pleasant but subl�me �mpress�on.
Not a day passes on wh�ch I do not spend an hour there. The young
ma�dens come from the town to fetch water,—�nnocent and
necessary employment, and formerly the occupat�on of the
daughters of k�ngs. As I take my rest there, the �dea of the old
patr�archal l�fe �s awakened around me. I see them, our old
ancestors, how they formed the�r fr�endsh�ps and contracted
all�ances at the founta�n-s�de; and I feel how founta�ns and streams
were guarded by benef�cent sp�r�ts. He who �s a stranger to these
sensat�ons has never really enjoyed cool repose at the s�de of a
founta�n after the fat�gue of a weary summer day.

MAY 13.



You ask �f you shall send me books. My dear fr�end, I beseech
you, for the love of God, rel�eve me from such a yoke! I need no
more to be gu�ded, ag�tated, heated. My heart ferments suff�c�ently of
�tself. I want stra�ns to lull me, and I f�nd them to perfect�on �n my
Homer. Often do I str�ve to allay the burn�ng fever of my blood; and
you have never w�tnessed anyth�ng so unsteady, so uncerta�n, as my
heart. But need I confess th�s to you, my dear fr�end, who have so
often endured the angu�sh of w�tness�ng my sudden trans�t�ons from
sorrow to �mmoderate joy, and from sweet melancholy to v�olent
pass�ons? I treat my poor heart l�ke a s�ck ch�ld, and grat�fy �ts every
fancy. Do not ment�on th�s aga�n: there are people who would
censure me for �t.

MAY 15.
The common people of the place know me already, and love me,

part�cularly the ch�ldren. When at f�rst I assoc�ated w�th them, and
�nqu�red �n a fr�endly tone about the�r var�ous tr�fles, some fanc�ed
that I w�shed to r�d�cule them, and turned from me �n exceed�ng �ll-
humour. I d�d not allow that c�rcumstance to gr�eve me: I only felt
most keenly what I have often before observed. Persons who can
cla�m a certa�n rank keep themselves coldly aloof from the common
people, as though they feared to lose the�r �mportance by the
contact; wh�lst wanton �dlers, and such as are prone to bad jok�ng,
affect to descend to the�r level, only to make the poor people feel
the�r �mpert�nence all the more keenly.

I know very well that we are not all equal, nor can be so; but �t �s
my op�n�on that he who avo�ds the common people, �n order not to
lose the�r respect, �s as much to blame as a coward who h�des
h�mself from h�s enemy because he fears defeat.

The other day I went to the founta�n, and found a young servant-
g�rl, who had set her p�tcher on the lowest step, and looked around
to see �f one of her compan�ons was approach�ng to place �t on her
head. I ran down, and looked at her. "Shall I help you, pretty lass?"
sa�d I. She blushed deeply. "Oh, s�r!" she excla�med. "No ceremony!"
I repl�ed. She adjusted her head-gear, and I helped her. She thanked
me, and ascended the steps.

MAY 17.



I have made all sorts of acqua�ntances, but have as yet found no
soc�ety. I know not what attract�on I possess for the people, so many
of them l�ke me, and attach themselves to me; and then I feel sorry
when the road we pursue together goes only a short d�stance. If you
�nqu�re what the people are l�ke here, I must answer, "The same as
everywhere." The human race �s but a monotonous affa�r. Most of
them labour the greater part of the�r t�me for mere subs�stence; and
the scanty port�on of freedom wh�ch rema�ns to them so troubles
them that they use every exert�on to get r�d of �t. Oh, the dest�ny of
man!

But they are a r�ght good sort of people. If I occas�onally forget
myself, and take part �n the �nnocent pleasures wh�ch are not yet
forb�dden to the peasantry, and enjoy myself, for �nstance, w�th
genu�ne freedom and s�ncer�ty, round a well-covered table, or
arrange an excurs�on or a dance opportunely, and so forth, all th�s
produces a good effect upon my d�spos�t�on; only I must forget that
there l�e dormant w�th�n me so many other qual�t�es wh�ch moulder
uselessly, and wh�ch I am obl�ged to keep carefully concealed. Ah!
th�s thought affects my sp�r�ts fearfully. And yet to be m�sunderstood
�s the fate of the l�ke of us.

Alas, that the fr�end of my youth �s gone! Alas, that I ever knew
her! I m�ght say to myself, "You are a dreamer to seek what �s not to
be found here below." But she has been m�ne. I have possessed that
heart, that noble soul, �n whose presence I seemed to be more than I
really was, because I was all that I could be. Good heavens! d�d then
a s�ngle power of my soul rema�n unexerc�sed? In her presence
could I not d�splay, to �ts full extent, that myster�ous feel�ng w�th
wh�ch my heart embraces nature? Was not our �ntercourse a
perpetual web of the f�nest emot�ons, of the keenest w�t, the var�et�es
of wh�ch, even �n the�r very eccentr�c�ty, bore the stamp of gen�us?
Alas! the few years by wh�ch she was my sen�or brought her to the
grave before me. Never can I forget her f�rm m�nd or her heavenly
pat�ence.

A few days ago I met a certa�n young V—, a frank, open fellow,
w�th a most pleas�ng countenance. He has just left the un�vers�ty,
does not deem h�mself overw�se, but bel�eves he knows more than



other people. He has worked hard, as I can perce�ve from many
c�rcumstances, and, �n short, possesses a large stock of �nformat�on.
When he heard that I am draw�ng a good deal, and that I know
Greek (two wonderful th�ngs for th�s part of the country), he came to
see me, and d�splayed h�s whole store of learn�ng, from Batteaux to
Wood, from De P�les to W�nkelmann: he assured me he had read
through the f�rst part of Sultzer's theory, and also possessed a
manuscr�pt of Heyne's work on the study of the ant�que. I allowed �t
all to pass.

I have become acqua�nted, also, w�th a very worthy person, the
d�str�ct judge, a frank and open-hearted man. I am told �t �s a most
del�ghtful th�ng to see h�m �n the m�dst of h�s ch�ldren, of whom he
has n�ne. H�s eldest daughter espec�ally �s h�ghly spoken of. He has
�nv�ted me to go and see h�m, and I �ntend to do so on the f�rst
opportun�ty. He l�ves at one of the royal hunt�ng-lodges, wh�ch can be
reached from here �n an hour and a half by walk�ng, and wh�ch he
obta�ned leave to �nhab�t after the loss of h�s w�fe, as �t �s so pa�nful
to h�m to res�de �n town and at the court.

There have also come �n my way a few other or�g�nals of a
quest�onable sort, who are �n all respects undes�rable, and most
�ntolerable �n the�r demonstrat�on of fr�endsh�p. Good-bye. Th�s letter
w�ll please you: �t �s qu�te h�stor�cal.

MAY 22.
That the l�fe of man �s but a dream, many a man has surm�sed

heretofore; and I, too, am everywhere pursued by th�s feel�ng. When
I cons�der the narrow l�m�ts w�th�n wh�ch our act�ve and �nqu�r�ng
facult�es are conf�ned; when I see how all our energ�es are wasted �n
prov�d�ng for mere necess�t�es, wh�ch aga�n have no further end than
to prolong a wretched ex�stence; and then that all our sat�sfact�on
concern�ng certa�n subjects of �nvest�gat�on ends �n noth�ng better
than a pass�ve res�gnat�on, wh�lst we amuse ourselves pa�nt�ng our
pr�son-walls w�th br�ght f�gures and br�ll�ant landscapes,—when I
cons�der all th�s, W�lhelm, I am s�lent. I exam�ne my own be�ng, and
f�nd there a world, but a world rather of �mag�nat�on and d�m des�res,
than of d�st�nctness and l�v�ng power. Then everyth�ng sw�ms before



my senses, and I sm�le and dream wh�le pursu�ng my way through
the world.

All learned professors and doctors are agreed that ch�ldren do not
comprehend the cause of the�r des�res; but that the grown-up should
wander about th�s earth l�ke ch�ldren, w�thout know�ng whence they
come, or wh�ther they go, �nfluenced as l�ttle by f�xed mot�ves, but
gu�ded l�ke them by b�scu�ts, sugar-plums, and the rod,—th�s �s what
nobody �s w�ll�ng to acknowledge; and yet I th�nk �t �s palpable.

I know what you w�ll say �n reply; for I am ready to adm�t that they
are happ�est, who, l�ke ch�ldren, amuse themselves w�th the�r
playth�ngs, dress and undress the�r dolls, and attent�vely watch the
cupboard, where mamma has locked up her sweet th�ngs, and, when
at last they get a del�c�ous morsel, eat �t greed�ly, and excla�m,
"More!" These are certa�nly happy be�ngs; but others also are
objects of envy, who d�gn�fy the�r paltry employments, and
somet�mes even the�r pass�ons, w�th pompous t�tles, represent�ng
them to mank�nd as g�gant�c ach�evements performed for the�r
welfare and glory. But the man who humbly acknowledges the van�ty
of all th�s, who observes w�th what pleasure the thr�v�ng c�t�zen
converts h�s l�ttle garden �nto a parad�se, and how pat�ently even the
poor man pursues h�s weary way under h�s burden, and how all w�sh
equally to behold the l�ght of the sun a l�ttle longer,—yes, such a man
�s at peace, and creates h�s own world w�th�n h�mself; and he �s also
happy, because he �s a man. And then, however l�m�ted h�s sphere,
he st�ll preserves �n h�s bosom the sweet feel�ng of l�berty, and knows
that he can qu�t h�s pr�son whenever he l�kes.

MAY 26.
You know of old my ways of settl�ng anywhere, of select�ng a l�ttle

cottage �n some cosy spot, and of putt�ng up �n �t w�th every
�nconven�ence. Here, too, I have d�scovered such a snug,
comfortable place, wh�ch possesses pecul�ar charms for me.

About a league from the town �s a place called Walhe�m. (The
reader need not take the trouble to look for the place thus
des�gnated. We have found �t necessary to change the names g�ven
�n the or�g�nal.) It �s del�ghtfully s�tuated on the s�de of a h�ll; and, by
proceed�ng along one of the footpaths wh�ch lead out of the v�llage,



you can have a v�ew of the whole valley. A good old woman l�ves
there, who keeps a small �nn. She sells w�ne, beer, and coffee, and
�s cheerful and pleasant notw�thstand�ng her age. The ch�ef charm of
th�s spot cons�sts �n two l�nden-trees, spread�ng the�r enormous
branches over the l�ttle green before the church, wh�ch �s ent�rely
surrounded by peasants' cottages, barns, and homesteads. I have
seldom seen a place so ret�red and peaceable; and there often have
my table and cha�r brought out from the l�ttle �nn, and dr�nk my coffee
there, and read my Homer. Acc�dent brought me to the spot one f�ne
afternoon, and I found �t perfectly deserted. Everybody was �n the
f�elds except a l�ttle boy about four years of age, who was s�tt�ng on
the ground, and held between h�s knees a ch�ld about s�x months
old: he pressed �t to h�s bosom w�th both arms, wh�ch thus formed a
sort of arm-cha�r; and, notw�thstand�ng the l�vel�ness wh�ch sparkled
�n �ts black eyes, �t rema�ned perfectly st�ll. The s�ght charmed me. I
sat down upon a plough oppos�te, and sketched w�th great del�ght
th�s l�ttle p�cture of brotherly tenderness. I added the ne�ghbour�ng
hedge, the barn-door, and some broken cart-wheels, just as they
happened to l�e; and I found �n about an hour that I had made a very
correct and �nterest�ng draw�ng, w�thout putt�ng �n the sl�ghtest th�ng
of my own. Th�s conf�rmed me �n my resolut�on of adher�ng, for the
future, ent�rely to nature. She alone �s �nexhaust�ble, and capable of
form�ng the greatest masters. Much may be alleged �n favour of
rules, as much may be l�kew�se advanced �n favour of the laws of
soc�ety: an art�st formed upon them w�ll never produce anyth�ng
absolutely bad or d�sgust�ng; as a man who observes the laws, and
obeys decorum, can never be an absolutely �ntolerable ne�ghbour,
nor a dec�ded v�lla�n: but yet, say what you w�ll of rules, they destroy
the genu�ne feel�ng of nature, as well as �ts true express�on. Do not
tell me "that th�s �s too hard, that they only restra�n and prune
superfluous branches, etc." My good fr�end, I w�ll �llustrate th�s by an
analogy. These th�ngs resemble love. A warmhearted youth
becomes strongly attached to a ma�den: he spends every hour of the
day �n her company, wears out h�s health, and lav�shes h�s fortune,
to afford cont�nual proof that he �s wholly devoted to her. Then
comes a man of the world, a man of place and respectab�l�ty, and
addresses h�m thus: "My good young fr�end, love �s natural; but you



must love w�th�n bounds. D�v�de your t�me: devote a port�on to
bus�ness, and g�ve the hours of recreat�on to your m�stress.
Calculate your fortune; and out of the superflu�ty you may make her
a present, only not too often,—on her b�rthday, and such occas�ons."
Pursu�ng th�s adv�ce, he may become a useful member of soc�ety,
and I should adv�se every pr�nce to g�ve h�m an appo�ntment; but �t �s
all up w�th h�s love, and w�th h�s gen�us �f he be an art�st. O my
fr�end! why �s �t that the torrent of gen�us so seldom bursts forth, so
seldom rolls �n full-flow�ng stream, overwhelm�ng your astounded
soul? Because, on e�ther s�de of th�s stream, cold and respectable
persons have taken up the�r abodes, and, forsooth, the�r summer-
houses and tul�p-beds would suffer from the torrent; wherefore they
d�g trenches, and ra�se embankments bet�mes, �n order to avert the
�mpend�ng danger.

MAY 27.
I f�nd I have fallen �nto raptures, declamat�on, and s�m�les, and

have forgotten, �n consequence, to tell you what became of the
ch�ldren. Absorbed �n my art�st�c contemplat�ons, wh�ch I br�efly
descr�bed �n my letter of yesterday, I cont�nued s�tt�ng on the plough
for two hours. Toward even�ng a young woman, w�th a basket on her
arm, came runn�ng toward the ch�ldren, who had not moved all that
t�me. She excla�med from a d�stance, "You are a good boy, Ph�l�p!"
She gave me greet�ng: I returned �t, rose, and approached her. I
�nqu�red �f she were the mother of those pretty ch�ldren. "Yes," she
sa�d; and, g�v�ng the eldest a p�ece of bread, she took the l�ttle one �n
her arms and k�ssed �t w�th a mother's tenderness. "I left my ch�ld �n
Ph�l�p's care," she sa�d, "wh�lst I went �nto the town w�th my eldest
boy to buy some wheaten bread, some sugar, and an earthen pot." I
saw the var�ous art�cles �n the basket, from wh�ch the cover had
fallen. "I shall make some broth to-n�ght for my l�ttle Hans (wh�ch was
the name of the youngest): that w�ld fellow, the b�g one, broke my pot
yesterday, wh�lst he was scrambl�ng w�th Ph�l�p for what rema�ned of
the contents." I �nqu�red for the eldest; and she had scarcely t�me to
tell me that he was dr�v�ng a couple of geese home from the
meadow, when he ran up, and handed Ph�l�p an os�er-tw�g. I talked a
l�ttle longer w�th the woman, and found that she was the daughter of
the schoolmaster, and that her husband was gone on a journey �nto



Sw�tzerland for some money a relat�on had left h�m. "They wanted to
cheat h�m," she sa�d, "and would not answer h�s letters; so he �s
gone there h�mself. I hope he has met w�th no acc�dent, as I have
heard noth�ng of h�m s�nce h�s departure." I left the woman, w�th
regret, g�v�ng each of the ch�ldren a kreutzer, w�th an add�t�onal one
for the youngest, to buy some wheaten bread for h�s broth when she
went to town next; and so we parted. I assure you, my dear fr�end,
when my thoughts are all �n tumult, the s�ght of such a creature as
th�s tranqu�ll�ses my d�sturbed m�nd. She moves �n a happy
thoughtlessness w�th�n the conf�ned c�rcle of her ex�stence; she
suppl�es her wants from day to day; and, when she sees the leaves
fall, they ra�se no other �dea �n her m�nd than that w�nter �s
approach�ng. S�nce that t�me I have gone out there frequently. The
ch�ldren have become qu�te fam�l�ar w�th me; and each gets a lump
of sugar when I dr�nk my coffee, and they share my m�lk and bread
and butter �n the even�ng. They always rece�ve the�r kreutzer on
Sundays, for the good woman has orders to g�ve �t to them when I do
not go there after even�ng serv�ce. They are qu�te at home w�th me,
tell me everyth�ng; and I am part�cularly amused w�th observ�ng the�r
tempers, and the s�mpl�c�ty of the�r behav�our, when some of the
other v�llage ch�ldren are assembled w�th them.

It has g�ven me a deal of trouble to sat�sfy the anx�ety of the
mother, lest (as she says) "they should �nconven�ence the
gentleman."

MAY 30.
What I have lately sa�d of pa�nt�ng �s equally true w�th respect to

poetry. It �s only necessary for us to know what �s really excellent,
and venture to g�ve �t express�on; and that �s say�ng much �n few
words. To-day I have had a scene, wh�ch, �f l�terally related, would,
make the most beaut�ful �dyl �n the world. But why should I talk of
poetry and scenes and �dyls? Can we never take pleasure �n nature
w�thout hav�ng recourse to art?

If you expect anyth�ng grand or magn�f�cent from th�s �ntroduct�on,
you w�ll be sadly m�staken. It relates merely to a peasant-lad, who
has exc�ted �n me the warmest �nterest. As usual, I shall tell my story
badly; and you, as usual, w�ll th�nk me extravagant. It �s Walhe�m



once more—always Walhe�m—wh�ch produces these wonderful
phenomena.

A party had assembled outs�de the house under the l�nden-trees,
to dr�nk coffee. The company d�d not exactly please me; and, under
one pretext or another, I l�ngered beh�nd.

A peasant came from an adjo�n�ng house, and set to work
arrang�ng some part of the same plough wh�ch I had lately sketched.
H�s appearance pleased me; and I spoke to h�m, �nqu�red about h�s
c�rcumstances, made h�s acqua�ntance, and, as �s my wont w�th
persons of that class, was soon adm�tted �nto h�s conf�dence. He
sa�d he was �n the serv�ce of a young w�dow, who set great store by
h�m. He spoke so much of h�s m�stress, and pra�sed her so
extravagantly, that I could soon see he was desperately �n love w�th
her. "She �s no longer young," he sa�d: "and she was treated so
badly by her former husband that she does not mean to marry
aga�n." From h�s account �t was so ev�dent what �ncomparable
charms she possessed for h�m, and how ardently he w�shed she
would select h�m to ext�ngu�sh the recollect�on of her f�rst husband's
m�sconduct, that I should have to repeat h�s own words �n order to
descr�be the depth of the poor fellow's attachment, truth, and
devot�on. It would, �n fact, requ�re the g�fts of a great poet to convey
the express�on of h�s features, the harmony of h�s vo�ce, and the
heavenly f�re of h�s eye. No words can portray the tenderness of h�s
every movement and of every feature: no effort of m�ne could do
just�ce to the scene. H�s alarm lest I should m�sconce�ve h�s pos�t�on
w�th regard to h�s m�stress, or quest�on the propr�ety of her conduct,
touched me part�cularly. The charm�ng manner w�th wh�ch he
descr�bed her form and person, wh�ch, w�thout possess�ng the
graces of youth, won and attached h�m to her, �s �nexpress�ble, and
must be left to the �mag�nat�on. I have never �n my l�fe w�tnessed or
fanc�ed or conce�ved the poss�b�l�ty of such �ntense devot�on, such
ardent affect�ons, un�ted w�th so much pur�ty. Do not blame me �f I
say that the recollect�on of th�s �nnocence and truth �s deeply
�mpressed upon my very soul; that th�s p�cture of f�del�ty and
tenderness haunts me everywhere; and that my own heart, as
though enk�ndled by the flame, glows and burns w�th�n me.



I mean now to try and see her as soon as I can: or perhaps, on
second thoughts, I had better not; �t �s better I should behold her
through the eyes of her lover. To my s�ght, perhaps, she would not
appear as she now stands before me; and why should I destroy so
sweet a p�cture?

JUNE 16.
"Why do I not wr�te to you?" You lay cla�m to learn�ng, and ask

such a quest�on. You should have guessed that I am well—that �s to
say—�n a word, I have made an acqua�ntance who has won my
heart: I have—I know not.

To g�ve you a regular account of the manner �n wh�ch I have
become acqua�nted w�th the most am�able of women would be a
d�ff�cult task. I am a happy and contented mortal, but a poor
h�stor�an.

An angel! Nonsense! Everybody so descr�bes h�s m�stress; and
yet I f�nd �t �mposs�ble to tell you how perfect she �s, or why she �s so
perfect: suff�ce �t to say she has capt�vated all my senses.

So much s�mpl�c�ty w�th so much understand�ng—so m�ld, and yet
so resolute—a m�nd so plac�d, and a l�fe so act�ve.

But all th�s �s ugly balderdash, wh�ch expresses not a s�ngle
character nor feature. Some other t�me—but no, not some other
t�me, now, th�s very �nstant, w�ll I tell you all about �t. Now or never.
Well, between ourselves, s�nce I commenced my letter, I have been
three t�mes on the po�nt of throw�ng down my pen, of order�ng my
horse, and r�d�ng out. And yet I vowed th�s morn�ng that I would not
r�de to-day, and yet every moment I am rush�ng to the w�ndow to see
how h�gh the sun �s.

I could not restra�n myself—go to her I must. I have just returned,
W�lhelm; and wh�lst I am tak�ng supper I w�ll wr�te to you. What a
del�ght �t was for my soul to see her �n the m�dst of her dear, beaut�ful
ch�ldren,—e�ght brothers and s�sters!

But, �f I proceed thus, you w�ll be no w�ser at the end of my letter
than you were at the beg�nn�ng. Attend, then, and I w�ll compel
myself to g�ve you the deta�ls.



I ment�oned to you the other day that I had become acqua�nted
w�th S—, the d�str�ct judge, and that he had �nv�ted me to go and v�s�t
h�m �n h�s ret�rement, or rather �n h�s l�ttle k�ngdom. But I neglected
go�ng, and perhaps should never have gone, �f chance had not
d�scovered to me the treasure wh�ch lay concealed �n that ret�red
spot. Some of our young people had proposed g�v�ng a ball �n the
country, at wh�ch I consented to be present. I offered my hand for the
even�ng to a pretty and agreeable, but rather commonplace, sort of
g�rl from the �mmed�ate ne�ghbourhood; and �t was agreed that I
should engage a carr�age, and call upon Charlotte, w�th my partner
and her aunt, to convey them to the ball. My compan�on �nformed
me, as we drove along through the park to the hunt�ng-lodge, that I
should make the acqua�ntance of a very charm�ng young lady. "Take
care," added the aunt, "that you do not lose your heart." "Why?" sa�d
I. "Because she �s already engaged to a very worthy man," she
repl�ed, "who �s gone to settle h�s affa�rs upon the death of h�s father,
and w�ll succeed to a very cons�derable �nher�tance." Th�s
�nformat�on possessed no �nterest for me. When we arr�ved at the
gate, the sun was sett�ng beh�nd the tops of the mounta�ns. The
atmosphere was heavy; and the lad�es expressed the�r fears of an
approach�ng storm, as masses of low black clouds were gather�ng �n
the hor�zon. I rel�eved the�r anx�et�es by pretend�ng to be weather-
w�se, although I myself had some apprehens�ons lest our pleasure
should be �nterrupted.

I al�ghted; and a ma�d came to the door, and requested us to wa�t
a moment for her m�stress. I walked across the court to a well-bu�lt
house, and, ascend�ng the fl�ght of steps �n front, opened the door,
and saw before me the most charm�ng spectacle I had ever
w�tnessed. S�x ch�ldren, from eleven to two years old, were runn�ng
about the hall, and surround�ng a lady of m�ddle he�ght, w�th a lovely
f�gure, dressed �n a robe of s�mple wh�te, tr�mmed w�th p�nk r�bbons.
She was hold�ng a rye loaf �n her hand, and was cutt�ng sl�ces for the
l�ttle ones all around, �n proport�on to the�r age and appet�te. She
performed her task �n a graceful and affect�onate manner; each
cla�mant awa�t�ng h�s turn w�th outstretched hands, and bo�sterously
shout�ng h�s thanks. Some of them ran away at once, to enjoy the�r
even�ng meal; wh�lst others, of a gentler d�spos�t�on, ret�red to the



courtyard to see the strangers, and to survey the carr�age �n wh�ch
the�r Charlotte was to dr�ve away. "Pray forg�ve me for g�v�ng you the
trouble to come for me, and for keep�ng the lad�es wa�t�ng: but
dress�ng, and arrang�ng some household dut�es before I leave, had
made me forget my ch�ldren's supper; and they do not l�ke to take �t
from any one but me." I uttered some �nd�fferent compl�ment: but my
whole soul was absorbed by her a�r, her vo�ce, her manner; and I
had scarcely recovered myself when she ran �nto her room to fetch
her gloves and fan. The young ones threw �nqu�r�ng glances at me
from a d�stance; wh�lst I approached the youngest, a most del�c�ous
l�ttle creature. He drew back; and Charlotte, enter�ng at the very
moment, sa�d, "Lou�s, shake hands w�th your cous�n." The l�ttle fellow
obeyed w�ll�ngly; and I could not res�st g�v�ng h�m a hearty k�ss,
notw�thstand�ng h�s rather d�rty face. "Cous�n," sa�d I to Charlotte, as
I handed her down, "do you th�nk I deserve the happ�ness of be�ng
related to you?" She repl�ed, w�th a ready sm�le, "Oh! I have such a
number of cous�ns, that I should be sorry �f you were the most
undeserv�ng of them." In tak�ng leave, she des�red her next s�ster,
Sophy, a g�rl about eleven years old, to take great care of the
ch�ldren, and to say good-bye to papa for her when he came home
from h�s r�de. She enjo�ned to the l�ttle ones to obey the�r s�ster
Sophy as they would herself, upon wh�ch some prom�sed that they
would; but a l�ttle fa�r-ha�red g�rl, about s�x years old, looked
d�scontented, and sa�d, "But Sophy �s not you, Charlotte; and we l�ke
you best." The two eldest boys had clambered up the carr�age; and,
at my request, she perm�tted them to accompany us a l�ttle way
through the forest, upon the�r prom�s�ng to s�t very st�ll, and hold fast.

We were hardly seated, and the lad�es had scarcely exchanged
compl�ments, mak�ng the usual remarks upon each other's dress,
and upon the company they expected to meet, when Charlotte
stopped the carr�age, and made her brothers get down. They
�ns�sted upon k�ss�ng her hands once more; wh�ch the eldest d�d w�th
all the tenderness of a youth of f�fteen, but the other �n a l�ghter and
more careless manner. She des�red them aga�n to g�ve her love to
the ch�ldren, and we drove off.

The aunt �nqu�red of Charlotte whether she had f�n�shed the book
she had last sent her. "No," sa�d Charlotte; "I d�d not l�ke �t: you can



have �t aga�n. And the one before was not much better." I was
surpr�sed, upon ask�ng the t�tle, to hear that �t was ____. (We feel
obl�ged to suppress the passage �n the letter, to prevent any one
from feel�ng aggr�eved; although no author need pay much attent�on
to the op�n�on of a mere g�rl, or that of an unsteady young man.)

I found penetrat�on and character �n everyth�ng she sa�d: every
express�on seemed to br�ghten her features w�th new charms,—w�th
new rays of gen�us,—wh�ch unfolded by degrees, as she felt herself
understood.

"When I was younger," she observed, "I loved noth�ng so much as
romances. Noth�ng could equal my del�ght when, on some hol�day, I
could settle down qu�etly �n a corner, and enter w�th my whole heart
and soul �nto the joys or sorrows of some f�ct�t�ous Leonora. I do not
deny that they even possess some charms for me yet. But I read so
seldom, that I prefer books su�ted exactly to my taste. And I l�ke
those authors best whose scenes descr�be my own s�tuat�on �n l�fe,—
and the fr�ends who are about me, whose stor�es touch me w�th
�nterest, from resembl�ng my own homely ex�stence,—wh�ch, w�thout
be�ng absolutely parad�se, �s, on the whole, a source of �ndescr�bable
happ�ness."

I endeavoured to conceal the emot�on wh�ch these words
occas�oned, but �t was of sl�ght ava�l; for, when she had expressed
so truly her op�n�on of "The V�car of Wakef�eld," and of other works,
the names of wh�ch I om�t (Though the names are om�tted, yet the
authors ment�oned deserve Charlotte's approbat�on, and w�ll feel �t �n
the�r hearts when they read th�s passage. It concerns no other
person.), I could no longer conta�n myself, but gave full utterance to
what I thought of �t: and �t was not unt�l Charlotte had addressed
herself to the two other lad�es, that I remembered the�r presence,
and observed them s�tt�ng mute w�th aston�shment. The aunt looked
at me several t�mes w�th an a�r of ra�llery, wh�ch, however, I d�d not at
all m�nd.

We talked of the pleasures of danc�ng. "If �t �s a fault to love �t,"
sa�d Charlotte, "I am ready to confess that I pr�ze �t above all other
amusements. If anyth�ng d�sturbs me, I go to the p�ano, play an a�r to
wh�ch I have danced, and all goes r�ght aga�n d�rectly."



You, who know me, can fancy how steadfastly I gazed upon her
r�ch dark eyes dur�ng these remarks, how my very soul gloated over
her warm l�ps and fresh, glow�ng cheeks, how I became qu�te lost �n
the del�ghtful mean�ng of her words, so much so, that I scarcely
heard the actual express�ons. In short, I al�ghted from the carr�age
l�ke a person �n a dream, and was so lost to the d�m world around
me, that I scarcely heard the mus�c wh�ch resounded from the
�llum�nated ballroom.

The two Messrs. Andran and a certa�n N. N. (I cannot trouble
myself w�th the names), who were the aunt's and Charlotte's
partners, rece�ved us at the carr�age-door, and took possess�on of
the�r lad�es, wh�lst I followed w�th m�ne.

We commenced w�th a m�nuet. I led out one lady after another,
and prec�sely those who were the most d�sagreeable could not br�ng
themselves to leave off. Charlotte and her partner began an Engl�sh
country dance, and you must �mag�ne my del�ght when �t was the�r
turn to dance the f�gure w�th us. You should see Charlotte dance.
She dances w�th her whole heart and soul: her f�gure �s all harmony,
elegance, and grace, as �f she were consc�ous of noth�ng else, and
had no other thought or feel�ng; and, doubtless, for the moment,
every other sensat�on �s ext�nct.

She was engaged for the second country dance, but prom�sed me
the th�rd, and assured me, w�th the most agreeable freedom, that
she was very fond of waltz�ng. "It �s the custom here," she sa�d, "for
the prev�ous partners to waltz together; but my partner �s an
�nd�fferent waltzer, and w�ll feel del�ghted �f I save h�m the trouble.
Your partner �s not allowed to waltz, and, �ndeed, �s equally
�ncapable: but I observed dur�ng the country dance that you waltz
well; so, �f you w�ll waltz w�th me, I beg you would propose �t to my
partner, and I w�ll propose �t to yours." We agreed, and �t was
arranged that our partners should mutually enterta�n each other.

We set off, and, at f�rst, del�ghted ourselves w�th the usual graceful
mot�ons of the arms. W�th what grace, w�th what ease, she moved!
When the waltz commenced, and the dancers wh�rled around each
other �n the g�ddy maze, there was some confus�on, ow�ng to the
�ncapac�ty of some of the dancers. We jud�c�ously rema�ned st�ll,



allow�ng the others to weary themselves; and, when the awkward
dancers had w�thdrawn, we jo�ned �n, and kept �t up famously
together w�th one other couple,—Andran and h�s partner. Never d�d I
dance more l�ghtly. I felt myself more than mortal, hold�ng th�s
lovel�est of creatures �n my arms, fly�ng, w�th her as rap�dly as the
w�nd, t�ll I lost s�ght of every other object; and O W�lhelm, I vowed at
that moment, that a ma�den whom I loved, or for whom I felt the
sl�ghtest attachment, never, never should waltz w�th any one else but
w�th me, �f I went to perd�t�on for �t!—you w�ll understand th�s.

We took a few turns �n the room to recover our breath. Charlotte
sat down, and felt refreshed by partak�ng of some oranges wh�ch I
had had secured,—the only ones that had been left; but at every
sl�ce wh�ch, from pol�teness, she offered to her ne�ghbours, I felt as
though a dagger went through my heart.

We were the second couple �n the th�rd country dance. As we
were go�ng down (and Heaven knows w�th what ecstasy I gazed at
her arms and eyes, beam�ng w�th the sweetest feel�ng of pure and
genu�ne enjoyment), we passed a lady whom I had not�ced for her
charm�ng express�on of countenance; although she was no longer
young. She looked at Charlotte w�th a sm�le, then, hold�ng up her
f�nger �n a threaten�ng att�tude, repeated tw�ce �n a very s�gn�f�cant
tone of vo�ce the name of "Albert."

"Who �s Albert," sa�d I to Charlotte, "�f �t �s not �mpert�nent to ask?"
She was about to answer, when we were obl�ged to separate, �n
order to execute a f�gure �n the dance; and, as we crossed over
aga�n �n front of each other, I perce�ved she looked somewhat
pens�ve. "Why need I conceal �t from you?" she sa�d, as she gave
me her hand for the promenade. "Albert �s a worthy man, to whom I
am engaged." Now, there was noth�ng new to me �n th�s (for the g�rls
had told me of �t on the way); but �t was so far new that I had not
thought of �t �n connect�on w�th her whom, �n so short a t�me, I had
learned to pr�ze so h�ghly. Enough, I became confused, got out �n the
f�gure, and occas�oned general confus�on; so that �t requ�red all
Charlotte's presence of m�nd to set me r�ght by pull�ng and push�ng
me �nto my proper place.



The dance was not yet f�n�shed when the l�ghtn�ng wh�ch had for
some t�me been seen �n the hor�zon, and wh�ch I had asserted to
proceed ent�rely from heat, grew more v�olent; and the thunder was
heard above the mus�c. When any d�stress or terror surpr�ses us �n
the m�dst of our amusements, �t naturally makes a deeper
�mpress�on than at other t�mes, e�ther because the contrast makes
us more keenly suscept�ble, or rather perhaps because our senses
are then more open to �mpress�ons, and the shock �s consequently
stronger. To th�s cause I must ascr�be the fr�ght and shr�eks of the
lad�es. One sagac�ously sat down �n a corner w�th her back to the
w�ndow, and held her f�ngers to her ears; a second knelt down before
her, and h�d her face �n her lap; a th�rd threw herself between them,
and embraced her s�ster w�th a thousand tears; some �ns�sted on
go�ng home; others, unconsc�ous of the�r act�ons, wanted suff�c�ent
presence of m�nd to repress the �mpert�nence of the�r young
partners, who sought to d�rect to themselves those s�ghs wh�ch the
l�ps of our ag�tated beaut�es �ntended for heaven. Some of the
gentlemen had gone down-sta�rs to smoke a qu�et c�gar, and the rest
of the company gladly embraced a happy suggest�on of the hostess
to ret�re �nto another room wh�ch was prov�ded w�th shutters and
curta�ns. We had hardly got there, when Charlotte placed the cha�rs
�n a c�rcle; and, when the company had sat down �n compl�ance w�th
her request, she forthw�th proposed a round game.

I not�ced some of the company prepare the�r mouths and draw
themselves up at the prospect of some agreeable forfe�t. "Let us play
at count�ng," sa�d Charlotte. "Now, pay attent�on: I shall go round the
c�rcle from r�ght to left; and each person �s to count, one after the
other, the number that comes to h�m, and must count fast; whoever
stops or m�stakes �s to have a box on the ear, and so on, t�ll we have
counted a thousand." It was del�ghtful to see the fun. She went round
the c�rcle w�th upra�sed arm. "One," sa�d the f�rst; "two," the second;
"three," the th�rd; and so on, t�ll Charlotte went faster and faster. One
made a m�stake, �nstantly a box on the ear; and, am�d the laughter
that ensued, came another box; and so on, faster and faster. I myself
came �n for two. I fanc�ed they were harder than the rest, and felt
qu�te del�ghted. A general laughter and confus�on put an end to the
game long before we had counted as far as a thousand. The party



broke up �nto l�ttle separate knots: the storm had ceased, and I
followed Charlotte �nto the ballroom. On the way she sa�d, "The
game ban�shed the�r fears of the storm." I could make no reply. "I
myself," she cont�nued, "was as much fr�ghtened as any of them; but
by affect�ng courage, to keep up the sp�r�ts of the others, I forgot my
apprehens�ons." We went to the w�ndow. It was st�ll thunder�ng at a
d�stance: a soft ra�n was pour�ng down over the country, and f�lled
the a�r around us w�th del�c�ous odours. Charlotte leaned forward on
her arm; her eyes wandered over the scene; she ra�sed them to the
sky, and then turned them upon me; they were mo�stened w�th tears;
she placed her hand on m�ne and sa�d, "Klopstock!" at once I
remembered the magn�f�cent ode wh�ch was �n her thoughts: I felt
oppressed w�th the we�ght of my sensat�ons, and sank under them. It
was more than I could bear. I bent over her hand, k�ssed �t �n a
stream of del�c�ous tears, and aga�n looked up to her eyes. D�v�ne
Klopstock! why d�dst thou not see thy apotheos�s �n those eyes? And
thy name so often profaned, would that I never heard �t repeated!

JUNE 19.
I no longer remember where I stopped �n my narrat�ve: I only know

�t was two �n the morn�ng when I went to bed; and �f you had been
w�th me, that I m�ght have talked �nstead of wr�t�ng to you, I should, �n
all probab�l�ty, have kept you up t�ll dayl�ght.

I th�nk I have not yet related what happened as we rode home
from the ball, nor have I t�me to tell you now. It was a most
magn�f�cent sunr�se: the whole country was refreshed, and the ra�n
fell drop by drop from the trees �n the forest. Our compan�ons were
asleep. Charlotte asked me �f I d�d not w�sh to sleep also, and
begged of me not to make any ceremony on her account. Look�ng
steadfastly at her, I answered, "As long as I see those eyes open,
there �s no fear of my fall�ng asleep." We both cont�nued awake t�ll
we reached her door. The ma�d opened �t softly, and assured her, �n
answer to her �nqu�r�es, that her father and the ch�ldren were well,
and st�ll sleep�ng. I left her ask�ng perm�ss�on to v�s�t her �n the
course of the day. She consented, and I went, and, s�nce that t�me,
sun, moon, and stars may pursue the�r course: I know not whether �t
�s day or n�ght; the whole world �s noth�ng to me.



JUNE 21.
My days are as happy as those reserved by God for h�s elect; and,

whatever be my fate hereafter, I can never say that I have not tasted
joy,—the purest joy of l�fe. You know Walhe�m. I am now completely
settled there. In that spot I am only half a league from Charlotte; and
there I enjoy myself, and taste all the pleasure wh�ch can fall to the
lot of man.

L�ttle d�d I �mag�ne, when I selected Walhe�m for my pedestr�an
excurs�ons, that all heaven lay so near �t. How often �n my
wander�ngs from the h�lls�de or from the meadows across the r�ver,
have I beheld th�s hunt�ng-lodge, wh�ch now conta�ns w�th�n �t all the
joy of my heart!

I have often, my dear W�lhelm, reflected on the eagerness men
feel to wander and make new d�scover�es, and upon that secret
�mpulse wh�ch afterward �ncl�nes them to return to the�r narrow c�rcle,
conform to the laws of custom, and embarrass themselves no longer
w�th what passes around them.

It �s so strange how, when I came here f�rst, and gazed upon that
lovely valley from the h�lls�de, I felt charmed w�th the ent�re scene
surround�ng me. The l�ttle wood oppos�te—how del�ghtful to s�t under
�ts shade! How f�ne the v�ew from that po�nt of rock! Then, that
del�ghtful cha�n of h�lls, and the exqu�s�te valleys at the�r feet! Could I
but wander and lose myself amongst them! I went, and returned
w�thout f�nd�ng what I w�shed. D�stance, my fr�end, �s l�ke futur�ty. A
d�m vastness �s spread before our souls: the percept�ons of our m�nd
are as obscure as those of our v�s�on; and we des�re earnestly to
surrender up our whole be�ng, that �t may be f�lled w�th the complete
and perfect bl�ss of one glor�ous emot�on. But alas! when we have
atta�ned our object, when the d�stant there becomes the present
here, all �s changed: we are as poor and c�rcumscr�bed as ever, and
our souls st�ll langu�sh for unatta�nable happ�ness.

So does the restless traveller pant for h�s nat�ve so�l, and f�nd �n
h�s own cottage, �n the arms of h�s w�fe, �n the affect�ons of h�s
ch�ldren, and �n the labour necessary for the�r support, that
happ�ness wh�ch he had sought �n va�n through the w�de world.



When, �n the morn�ng at sunr�se, I go out to Walhe�m, and w�th my
own hands gather �n the garden the pease wh�ch are to serve for my
d�nner, when I s�t down to shell them, and read my Homer dur�ng the
�ntervals, and then, select�ng a saucepan from the k�tchen, fetch my
own butter, put my mess on the f�re, cover �t up, and s�t down to st�r �t
as occas�on requ�res, I f�gure to myself the �llustr�ous su�tors of
Penelope, k�ll�ng, dress�ng, and prepar�ng the�r own oxen and sw�ne.
Noth�ng f�lls me w�th a more pure and genu�ne sense of happ�ness
than those tra�ts of patr�archal l�fe wh�ch, thank Heaven! I can �m�tate
w�thout affectat�on. Happy �s �t, �ndeed, for me that my heart �s
capable of feel�ng the same s�mple and �nnocent pleasure as the
peasant whose table �s covered w�th food of h�s own rear�ng, and
who not only enjoys h�s meal, but remembers w�th del�ght the happy
days and sunny morn�ngs when he planted �t, the soft even�ngs
when he watered �t, and the pleasure he exper�enced �n watch�ng �ts
da�ly growth.

JUNE 29.
The day before yesterday, the phys�c�an came from the town to

pay a v�s�t to the judge. He found me on the floor play�ng w�th
Charlotte's ch�ldren. Some of them were scrambl�ng over me, and
others romped w�th me; and, as I caught and t�ckled them, they
made a great no�se. The doctor �s a formal sort of personage: he
adjusts the pla�ts of h�s ruffles, and cont�nually settles h�s fr�ll wh�lst
he �s talk�ng to you; and he thought my conduct beneath the d�gn�ty
of a sens�ble man. I could perce�ve th�s by h�s countenance. But I d�d
not suffer myself to be d�sturbed. I allowed h�m to cont�nue h�s w�se
conversat�on, wh�lst I rebu�lt the ch�ldren's card houses for them as
fast as they threw them down. He went about the town afterward,
compla�n�ng that the judge's ch�ldren were spo�led enough before,
but that now Werther was completely ru�n�ng them.

Yes, my dear W�lhelm, noth�ng on th�s earth affects my heart so
much as ch�ldren. When I look on at the�r do�ngs; when I mark �n the
l�ttle creatures the seeds of all those v�rtues and qual�t�es wh�ch they
w�ll one day f�nd so �nd�spensable; when I behold �n the obst�nate all
the future f�rmness and constancy of a noble character; �n the
capr�c�ous, that lev�ty and ga�ety of temper wh�ch w�ll carry them



l�ghtly over the dangers and troubles of l�fe, the�r whole nature s�mple
and unpolluted,—then I call to m�nd the golden words of the Great
Teacher of mank�nd, "Unless ye become l�ke one of these!" And now,
my fr�end, these ch�ldren, who are our equals, whom we ought to
cons�der as our models, we treat them as though they were our
subjects. They are allowed no w�ll of the�r own. And have we, then,
none ourselves? Whence comes our exclus�ve r�ght? Is �t because
we are older and more exper�enced? Great God! from the he�ght of
thy heaven thou beholdest great ch�ldren and l�ttle ch�ldren, and no
others; and thy Son has long s�nce declared wh�ch afford thee
greatest pleasure. But they bel�eve �n h�m, and hear h�m not,—that,
too, �s an old story; and they tra�n the�r ch�ldren after the�r own
�mage, etc.

Ad�eu, W�lhelm: I w�ll not further bew�lder myself w�th th�s subject.
JULY 1.
The consolat�on Charlotte can br�ng to an �nval�d I exper�ence from

my own heart, wh�ch suffers more from her absence than many a
poor creature l�nger�ng on a bed of s�ckness. She �s gone to spend a
few days �n the town w�th a very worthy woman, who �s g�ven over by
the phys�c�ans, and w�shes to have Charlotte near her �n her last
moments. I accompan�ed her last week on a v�s�t to the V�car of S—,
a small v�llage �n the mounta�ns, about a league hence. We arr�ved
about four o'clock: Charlotte had taken her l�ttle s�ster w�th her. When
we entered the v�carage court, we found the good old man s�tt�ng on
a bench before the door, under the shade of two large walnut-trees.
At the s�ght of Charlotte he seemed to ga�n new l�fe, rose, forgot h�s
st�ck, and ventured to walk toward her. She ran to h�m, and made
h�m s�t down aga�n; then, plac�ng herself by h�s s�de, she gave h�m a
number of messages from her father, and then caught up h�s
youngest ch�ld, a d�rty, ugly l�ttle th�ng, the joy of h�s old age, and
k�ssed �t. I w�sh you could have w�tnessed her attent�on to th�s old
man,—how she ra�sed her vo�ce on account of h�s deafness; how
she told h�m of healthy young people, who had been carr�ed off when
�t was least expected; pra�sed the v�rtues of Carlsbad, and
commended h�s determ�nat�on to spend the ensu�ng summer there;
and assured h�m that he looked better and stronger than he d�d



when she saw h�m last. I, �n the meant�me, pa�d attent�on to h�s good
lady. The old man seemed qu�te �n sp�r�ts; and as I could not help
adm�r�ng the beauty of the walnut-trees, wh�ch formed such an
agreeable shade over our heads, he began, though w�th some l�ttle
d�ff�culty, to tell us the�r h�story. "As to the oldest," sa�d he, "we do not
know who planted �t,—some say one clergyman, and some another:
but the younger one, there beh�nd us, �s exactly the age of my w�fe,
f�fty years old next October; her father planted �t �n the morn�ng, and
�n the even�ng she came �nto the world. My w�fe's father was my
predecessor here, and I cannot tell you how fond he was of that tree;
and �t �s fully as dear to me. Under the shade of that very tree, upon
a log of wood, my w�fe was seated kn�tt�ng, when I, a poor student,
came �nto th�s court for the f�rst t�me, just seven and twenty years
ago." Charlotte �nqu�red for h�s daughter. He sa�d she was gone w�th
Herr Schm�dt to the meadows, and was w�th the haymakers. The old
man then resumed h�s story, and told us how h�s predecessor had
taken a fancy to h�m, as had h�s daughter l�kew�se; and how he had
become f�rst h�s curate, and subsequently h�s successor. He had
scarcely f�n�shed h�s story when h�s daughter returned through the
garden, accompan�ed by the above-ment�oned Herr Schm�dt. She
welcomed Charlotte affect�onately, and I confess I was much taken
w�th her appearance. She was a l�vely-look�ng, good-humoured
brunette, qu�te competent to amuse one for a short t�me �n the
country. Her lover (for such Herr Schm�dt ev�dently appeared to be)
was a pol�te, reserved personage, and would not jo�n our
conversat�on, notw�thstand�ng all Charlotte's endeavours to draw h�m
out. I was much annoyed at observ�ng, by h�s countenance, that h�s
s�lence d�d not ar�se from want of talent, but from capr�ce and �ll-
humour. Th�s subsequently became very ev�dent, when we set out to
take a walk, and Freder�ca jo�n�ng Charlotte, w�th whom I was
talk�ng, the worthy gentleman's face, wh�ch was naturally rather
sombre, became so dark and angry that Charlotte was obl�ged to
touch my arm, and rem�nd me that I was talk�ng too much to
Freder�ca. Noth�ng d�stresses me more than to see men torment
each other; part�cularly when �n the flower of the�r age, �n the very
season of pleasure, they waste the�r few short days of sunsh�ne �n
quarrels and d�sputes, and only perce�ve the�r error when �t �s too



late to repa�r �t. Th�s thought dwelt upon my m�nd; and �n the
even�ng, when we returned to the v�car's, and were s�tt�ng round the
table w�th our bread end m�lk, the conversat�on turned on the joys
and sorrows of the world, I could not res�st the temptat�on to �nve�gh
b�tterly aga�nst �ll-humour. "We are apt," sa�d I, "to compla�n, but—
w�th very l�ttle cause, that our happy days are few, and our ev�l days
many. If our hearts were always d�sposed to rece�ve the benef�ts
Heaven sends us, we should acqu�re strength to support ev�l when �t
comes." "But," observed the v�car's w�fe, "we cannot always
command our tempers, so much depends upon the const�tut�on:
when the body suffers, the m�nd �s �ll at ease." "I acknowledge that," I
cont�nued; "but we must cons�der such a d�spos�t�on �n the l�ght of a
d�sease, and �nqu�re whether there �s no remedy for �t."

"I should be glad to hear one," sa�d Charlotte: "at least, I th�nk very
much depends upon ourselves; I know �t �s so w�th me. When
anyth�ng annoys me, and d�sturbs my temper, I hasten �nto the
garden, hum a couple of country dances, and �t �s all r�ght w�th me
d�rectly." "That �s what I meant," I repl�ed; "�ll-humour resembles
�ndolence: �t �s natural to us; but �f once we have courage to exert
ourselves, we f�nd our work run fresh from our hands, and we
exper�ence �n the act�v�ty from wh�ch we shrank a real enjoyment."
Freder�ca l�stened very attent�vely: and the young man objected, that
we were not masters of ourselves, and st�ll less so of our feel�ngs.
"The quest�on �s about a d�sagreeable feel�ng," I added, "from wh�ch
every one would w�ll�ngly escape, but none know the�r own power
w�thout tr�al. Inval�ds are glad to consult phys�c�ans, and subm�t to
the most scrupulous reg�men, the most nauseous med�c�nes, �n
order to recover the�r health." I observed that the good old man
�ncl�ned h�s head, and exerted h�mself to hear our d�scourse; so I
ra�sed my vo�ce, and addressed myself d�rectly to h�m. "We preach
aga�nst a great many cr�mes," I observed, "but I never remember a
sermon del�vered aga�nst �ll-humour." "That may do very well for your
town clergymen," sa�d he: "country people are never �ll-humoured;
though, �ndeed, �t m�ght be useful, occas�onally, to my w�fe for
�nstance, and the judge." We all laughed, as d�d he l�kew�se very
cord�ally, t�ll he fell �nto a f�t of cough�ng, wh�ch �nterrupted our
conversat�on for a t�me. Herr Schm�dt resumed the subject. "You call



�ll humour a cr�me," he remarked, "but I th�nk you use too strong a
term." "Not at all," I repl�ed, "�f that deserves the name wh�ch �s so
pern�c�ous to ourselves and our ne�ghbours. Is �t not enough that we
want the power to make one another happy, must we depr�ve each
other of the pleasure wh�ch we can all make for ourselves? Show me
the man who has the courage to h�de h�s �ll-humour, who bears the
whole burden h�mself, w�thout d�sturb�ng the peace of those around
h�m. No: �ll-humour ar�ses from an �nward consc�ousness of our own
want of mer�t, from a d�scontent wh�ch ever accompan�es that envy
wh�ch fool�sh van�ty engenders. We see people happy, whom we
have not made so, and cannot endure the s�ght." Charlotte looked at
me w�th a sm�le; she observed the emot�on w�th wh�ch I spoke: and a
tear �n the eyes of Freder�ca st�mulated me to proceed. "Woe unto
those," I sa�d, "who use the�r power over a human heart to destroy
the s�mple pleasures �t would naturally enjoy! All the favours, all the
attent�ons, �n the world cannot compensate for the loss of that
happ�ness wh�ch a cruel tyranny has destroyed." My heart was full
as I spoke. A recollect�on of many th�ngs wh�ch had happened
pressed upon my m�nd, and f�lled my eyes w�th tears. "We should
da�ly repeat to ourselves," I excla�med, "that we should not �nterfere
w�th our fr�ends, unless to leave them �n possess�on of the�r own
joys, and �ncrease the�r happ�ness by shar�ng �t w�th them! But when
the�r souls are tormented by a v�olent pass�on, or the�r hearts rent
w�th gr�ef, �s �t �n your power to afford them the sl�ghtest consolat�on?

"And when the last fatal malady se�zes the be�ng whose unt�mely
grave you have prepared, when she l�es langu�d and exhausted
before you, her d�m eyes ra�sed to heaven, and the damp of death
upon her pall�d brow, there you stand at her beds�de l�ke a
condemned cr�m�nal, w�th the b�tter feel�ng that your whole fortune
could not save her; and the agon�s�ng thought wr�ngs you, that all
your efforts are powerless to �mpart even a moment's strength to the
depart�ng soul, or qu�cken her w�th a trans�tory consolat�on."

At these words the remembrance of a s�m�lar scene at wh�ch I had
been once present fell w�th full force upon my heart. I bur�ed my face
�n my handkerch�ef, and hastened from the room, and was only
recalled to my recollect�on by Charlotte's vo�ce, who rem�nded me
that �t was t�me to return home. W�th what tenderness she ch�d me



on the way for the too eager �nterest I took �n everyth�ng! She
declared �t would do me �njury, and that I ought to spare myself. Yes,
my angel! I w�ll do so for your sake.

JULY 6.
She �s st�ll w�th her dy�ng fr�end, and �s st�ll the same br�ght,

beaut�ful creature whose presence softens pa�n, and sheds
happ�ness around wh�chever way she turns. She went out yesterday
w�th her l�ttle s�sters: I knew �t, and went to meet them; and we
walked together. In about an hour and a half we returned to the town.
We stopped at the spr�ng I am so fond of, and wh�ch �s now a
thousand t�mes dearer to me than ever. Charlotte seated herself
upon the low wall, and we gathered about her. I looked around, and
recalled the t�me when my heart was unoccup�ed and free. "Dear
founta�n!" I sa�d, "s�nce that t�me I have no more come to enjoy cool
repose by thy fresh stream: I have passed thee w�th careless steps,
and scarcely bestowed a glance upon thee." I looked down, and
observed Charlotte's l�ttle s�ster, Jane, com�ng up the steps w�th a
glass of water. I turned toward Charlotte, and I felt her �nfluence over
me. Jane at the moment approached w�th the glass. Her s�ster,
Mar�anne, w�shed to take �t from her. "No!" cr�ed the ch�ld, w�th the
sweetest express�on of face, "Charlotte must dr�nk f�rst."

The affect�on and s�mpl�c�ty w�th wh�ch th�s was uttered so
charmed me, that I sought to express my feel�ngs by catch�ng up the
ch�ld and k�ss�ng her heart�ly. She was fr�ghtened, and began to cry.
"You should not do that," sa�d Charlotte: I felt perplexed. "Come,
Jane," she cont�nued, tak�ng her hand, and lead�ng her down the
steps aga�n, "�t �s no matter: wash yourself qu�ckly �n the fresh
water." I stood and watched them; and when I saw the l�ttle dear
rubb�ng her cheeks w�th her wet hands, �n full bel�ef that all the
�mpur�t�es contracted from my ugly beard would be washed off by the
m�raculous water, and how, though Charlotte sa�d �t would do, she
cont�nued st�ll to wash w�th all her m�ght, as though she thought too
much were better than too l�ttle, I assure you, W�lhelm, I never
attended a bapt�sm w�th greater reverence; and, when Charlotte
came up from the well, I could have prostrated myself as before the
prophet of an Eastern nat�on.



In the even�ng I would not res�st tell�ng the story to a person who, I
thought, possessed some natural feel�ng, because he was a man of
understand�ng. But what a m�stake I made. He ma�nta�ned �t was
very wrong of Charlotte, that we should not dece�ve ch�ldren, that
such th�ngs occas�oned countless m�stakes and superst�t�ons, from
wh�ch we were bound to protect the young. It occurred to me then,
that th�s very man had been bapt�sed only a week before; so I sa�d
noth�ng further, but ma�nta�ned the just�ce of my own conv�ct�ons. We
should deal w�th ch�ldren as God deals w�th us, we are happ�est
under the �nfluence of �nnocent delus�ons.

JULY 8.
What a ch�ld �s man that he should be so sol�c�tous about a look!

What a ch�ld �s man! We had been to Walhe�m: the lad�es went �n a
carr�age; but dur�ng our walk I thought I saw �n Charlotte's dark eyes
—I am a fool—but forg�ve me! you should see them,—those eyes.—
However, to be br�ef (for my own eyes are we�ghed down w�th sleep),
you must know, when the lad�es stepped �nto the�r carr�age aga�n,
young W. Seldstadt, Andran, and I were stand�ng about the door.
They are a merry set of fellows, and they were all laugh�ng and
jok�ng together. I watched Charlotte's eyes. They wandered from one
to the other; but they d�d not l�ght on me, on me, who stood there
mot�onless, and who saw noth�ng but her! My heart bade her a
thousand t�mes ad�eu, but she not�ced me not. The carr�age drove
off; and my eyes f�lled w�th tears. I looked after her: suddenly I saw
Charlotte's bonnet lean�ng out of the w�ndow, and she turned to look
back, was �t at me? My dear fr�end, I know not; and �n th�s
uncerta�nty I f�nd consolat�on. Perhaps she turned to look at me.
Perhaps! Good-n�ght—what a ch�ld I am!

JULY 10.
You should see how fool�sh I look �n company when her name �s

ment�oned, part�cularly when I am asked pla�nly how I l�ke her. How I
l�ke her! I detest the phrase. What sort of creature must he be who
merely l�ked Charlotte, whose whole heart and senses were not
ent�rely absorbed by her. L�ke her! Some one asked me lately how I
l�ked Oss�an.

JULY 11.



Madame M—�s very �ll. I pray for her recovery, because Charlotte
shares my suffer�ngs. I see her occas�onally at my fr�end's house,
and to-day she has told me the strangest c�rcumstance. Old M—�s a
covetous, m�serly fellow, who has long worr�ed and annoyed the poor
lady sadly; but she has borne her affl�ct�ons pat�ently. A few days
ago, when the phys�c�an �nformed us that her recovery was
hopeless, she sent for her husband (Charlotte was present), and
addressed h�m thus: "I have someth�ng to confess, wh�ch, after my
decease, may occas�on trouble and confus�on. I have h�therto
conducted your household as frugally and econom�cally as poss�ble,
but you must pardon me for hav�ng defrauded you for th�rty years. At
the commencement of our marr�ed l�fe, you allowed a small sum for
the wants of the k�tchen, and the other household expenses. When
our establ�shment �ncreased and our property grew larger, I could not
persuade you to �ncrease the weekly allowance �n proport�on: �n
short, you know, that, when our wants were greatest, you requ�red
me to supply everyth�ng w�th seven flor�ns a week. I took the money
from you w�thout an observat�on, but made up the weekly def�c�ency
from the money-chest; as nobody would suspect your w�fe of robb�ng
the household bank. But I have wasted noth�ng, and should have
been content to meet my eternal Judge w�thout th�s confess�on, �f
she, upon whom the management of your establ�shment w�ll devolve
after my decease, would be free from embarrassment upon your
�ns�st�ng that the allowance made to me, your former w�fe, was
suff�c�ent."

I talked w�th Charlotte of the �nconce�vable manner �n wh�ch men
allow themselves to be bl�nded; how any one could avo�d suspect�ng
some decept�on, when seven flor�ns only were allowed to defray
expenses tw�ce as great. But I have myself known people who
bel�eved, w�thout any v�s�ble aston�shment, that the�r house
possessed the prophet's never-fa�l�ng cruse of o�l.

JULY 13.
No, I am not dece�ved. In her dark eyes I read a genu�ne �nterest

�n me and �n my fortunes. Yes, I feel �t; and I may bel�eve my own
heart wh�ch tells me—dare I say �t?—dare I pronounce the d�v�ne
words?—that she loves me!



That she loves me! How the �dea exalts me �n my own eyes! And,
as you can understand my feel�ngs, I may say to you, how I honour
myself s�nce she loves me!

Is th�s presumpt�on, or �s �t a consc�ousness of the truth? I do not
know a man able to supplant me �n the heart of Charlotte; and yet
when she speaks of her betrothed w�th so much warmth and
affect�on, I feel l�ke the sold�er who has been str�pped of h�s honours
and t�tles, and depr�ved of h�s sword.

JULY 16.
How my heart beats when by acc�dent I touch her f�nger, or my

feet meet hers under the table! I draw back as �f from a furnace; but
a secret force �mpels me forward aga�n, and my senses become
d�sordered. Her �nnocent, unconsc�ous heart never knows what
agony these l�ttle fam�l�ar�t�es �nfl�ct upon me. Somet�mes when we
are talk�ng she lays her hand upon m�ne, and �n the eagerness of
conversat�on comes closer to me, and her balmy breath reaches my
l�ps,—when I feel as �f l�ghtn�ng had struck me, and that I could s�nk
�nto the earth. And yet, W�lhelm, w�th all th�s heavenly conf�dence,—�f
I know myself, and should ever dare—you understand me. No, no!
my heart �s not so corrupt, �t �s weak, weak enough but �s not that a
degree of corrupt�on?

She �s to me a sacred be�ng. All pass�on �s st�ll �n her presence: I
cannot express my sensat�ons when I am near her. I feel as �f my
soul beat �n every nerve of my body. There �s a melody wh�ch she
plays on the p�ano w�th angel�c sk�ll,—so s�mple �s �t, and yet so
sp�r�tual! It �s her favour�te a�r; and, when she plays the f�rst note, all
pa�n, care, and sorrow d�sappear from me �n a moment.

I bel�eve every word that �s sa�d of the mag�c of anc�ent mus�c.
How her s�mple song enchants me! Somet�mes, when I am ready to
comm�t su�c�de, she s�ngs that a�r; and �nstantly the gloom and
madness wh�ch hung over me are d�spersed, and I breathe freely
aga�n.

JULY 18.
W�lhelm, what �s the world to our hearts w�thout love? What �s a

mag�c-lantern w�thout l�ght? You have but to k�ndle the flame w�th�n,
and the br�ghtest f�gures sh�ne on the wh�te wall; and, �f love only



show us fleet�ng shadows, we are yet happy, when, l�ke mere
ch�ldren, we behold them, and are transported w�th the splend�d
phantoms. I have not been able to see Charlotte to-day. I was
prevented by company from wh�ch I could not d�sengage myself.
What was to be done? I sent my servant to her house, that I m�ght at
least see somebody to-day who had been near her. Oh, the
�mpat�ence w�th wh�ch I wa�ted for h�s return! the joy w�th wh�ch I
welcomed h�m! I should certa�nly have caught h�m �n my arms, and
k�ssed h�m, �f I had not been ashamed.

It �s sa�d that the Bonona stone, when placed �n the sun, attracts
the rays, and for a t�me appears lum�nous �n the dark. So was �t w�th
me and th�s servant. The �dea that Charlotte's eyes had dwelt on h�s
countenance, h�s cheek, h�s very apparel, endeared them all
�nest�mably to me, so that at the moment I would not have parted
from h�m for a thousand crowns. H�s presence made me so happy!
Beware of laugh�ng at me, W�lhelm. Can that be a delus�on wh�ch
makes us happy?

JULY 19.
"I shall see her today!" I excla�m w�th del�ght, when I r�se �n the

morn�ng, and look out w�th gladness of heart at the br�ght, beaut�ful
sun. "I shall see her today!" And then I have no further w�sh to form:
all, all �s �ncluded �n that one thought.

JULY 20.
I cannot assent to your proposal that I should accompany the

ambassador to ———. I do not love subord�nat�on; and we all know
that he �s a rough, d�sagreeable person to be connected w�th. You
say my mother w�shes me to be employed. I could not help laugh�ng
at that. Am I not suff�c�ently employed? And �s �t not �n real�ty the
same, whether I shell peas or count lent�ls? The world runs on from
one folly to another; and the man who, solely from regard to the
op�n�on of others, and w�thout any w�sh or necess�ty of h�s own, to�ls
after gold, honour, or any other phantom, �s no better than a fool.

JULY 24.
You �ns�st so much on my not neglect�ng my draw�ng, that �t would

be as well for me to say noth�ng as to confess how l�ttle I have lately
done.



I never felt happ�er, I never understood nature better, even down to
the ver�est stem or smallest blade of grass; and yet I am unable to
express myself: my powers of execut�on are so weak, everyth�ng
seems to sw�m and float before me, so that I cannot make a clear,
bold outl�ne. But I fancy I should succeed better �f I had some clay or
wax to model. I shall try, �f th�s state of m�nd cont�nues much longer,
and w�ll take to modell�ng, �f I only knead dough.

I have commenced Charlotte's portra�t three t�mes, and have as
often d�sgraced myself. Th�s �s the more annoy�ng, as I was formerly
very happy �n tak�ng l�kenesses. I have s�nce sketched her prof�le,
and must content myself w�th that.

JULY 25.
Yes, dear Charlotte! I w�ll order and arrange everyth�ng. Only g�ve

me more comm�ss�ons, the more the better. One th�ng, however, I
must request: use no more wr�t�ng-sand w�th the dear notes you
send me. Today I ra�sed your letter hast�ly to my l�ps, and �t set my
teeth on edge.

JULY 26.
I have often determ�ned not to see her so frequently. But who

could keep such a resolut�on? Every day I am exposed to the
temptat�on, and prom�se fa�thfully that to-morrow I w�ll really stay
away: but, when tomorrow comes, I f�nd some �rres�st�ble reason for
see�ng her; and, before I can account for �t, I am w�th her aga�n.
E�ther she has sa�d on the prev�ous even�ng "You w�ll be sure to call
to-morrow,"—and who could stay away then?—or she g�ves me
some comm�ss�on, and I f�nd �t essent�al to take her the answer �n
person; or the day �s f�ne, and I walk to Walhe�m; and, when I am
there, �t �s only half a league farther to her. I am w�th�n the charmed
atmosphere, and soon f�nd myself at her s�de. My grandmother used
to tell us a story of a mounta�n of loadstone. When any vessels came
near �t, they were �nstantly depr�ved of the�r �ronwork: the na�ls flew
to the mounta�n, and the unhappy crew per�shed am�dst the
d�sjo�nted planks.

JULY 30.
Albert �s arr�ved, and I must take my departure. Were he the best

and noblest of men, and I �n every respect h�s �nfer�or, I could not



endure to see h�m �n possess�on of such a perfect be�ng.
Possess�on!—enough, W�lhelm: her betrothed �s here,—a f�ne,
worthy fellow, whom one cannot help l�k�ng. Fortunately I was not
present at the�r meet�ng. It would have broken my heart! And he �s so
cons�derate: he has not g�ven Charlotte one k�ss �n my presence.
Heaven reward h�m for �t! I must love h�m for the respect w�th wh�ch
he treats her. He shows a regard for me, but for th�s I suspect I am
more �ndebted to Charlotte than to h�s own fancy for me. Women
have a del�cate tact �n such matters, and �t should be so. They
cannot always succeed �n keep�ng two r�vals on terms w�th each
other; but, when they do, they are the only ga�ners.

I cannot help esteem�ng Albert. The coolness of h�s temper
contrasts strongly w�th the �mpetuos�ty of m�ne, wh�ch I cannot
conceal. He has a great deal of feel�ng, and �s fully sens�ble of the
treasure he possesses �n Charlotte. He �s free from �ll-humour, wh�ch
you know �s the fault I detest most.

He regards me as a man of sense; and my attachment to
Charlotte, and the �nterest I take �n all that concerns her, augment h�s
tr�umph and h�s love. I shall not �nqu�re whether he may not at t�mes
tease her w�th some l�ttle jealous�es; as I know, that, were I �n h�s
place, I should not be ent�rely free from such sensat�ons.

But, be that as �t may, my pleasure w�th Charlotte �s over. Call �t
folly or �nfatuat�on, what s�gn�f�es a name? The th�ng speaks for �tself.
Before Albert came, I knew all that I know now. I knew I could make
no pretens�ons to her, nor d�d I offer any, that �s, as far as �t was
poss�ble, �n the presence of so much lovel�ness, not to pant for �ts
enjoyment. And now, behold me l�ke a s�lly fellow, star�ng w�th
aston�shment when another comes �n, and depr�ves me of my love.

I b�te my l�ps, and feel �nf�n�te scorn for those who tell me to be
res�gned, because there �s no help for �t. Let me escape from the
yoke of such s�lly subterfuges! I ramble through the woods; and
when I return to Charlotte, and f�nd Albert s�tt�ng by her s�de �n the
summer-house �n the garden, I am unable to bear �t, behave l�ke a
fool, and comm�t a thousand extravagances. "For Heaven's sake,"
sa�d Charlotte today, "let us have no more scenes l�ke those of last
n�ght! You terr�fy me when you are so v�olent." Between ourselves, I



am always away now when he v�s�ts her: and I feel del�ghted when I
f�nd her alone.

AUGUST 8.
Bel�eve me, dear W�lhelm, I d�d not allude to you when I spoke so

severely of those who adv�se res�gnat�on to �nev�table fate. I d�d not
th�nk �t poss�ble for you to �ndulge such a sent�ment. But �n fact you
are r�ght. I only suggest one object�on. In th�s world one �s seldom
reduced to make a select�on between two alternat�ves. There are as
many var�et�es of conduct and op�n�on as there are turns of feature
between an aqu�l�ne nose and a flat one.

You w�ll, therefore, perm�t me to concede your ent�re argument,
and yet contr�ve means to escape your d�lemma.



Your pos�t�on �s th�s, I hear you say: "E�ther you have hopes of
obta�n�ng Charlotte, or you have none. Well, �n the f�rst case, pursue
your course, and press on to the fulf�lment of your w�shes. In the
second, be a man, and shake off a m�serable pass�on, wh�ch w�ll
enervate and destroy you." My dear fr�end, th�s �s well and eas�ly
sa�d.

But would you requ�re a wretched be�ng, whose l�fe �s slowly
wast�ng under a l�nger�ng d�sease, to despatch h�mself at once by
the stroke of a dagger? Does not the very d�sorder wh�ch consumes
h�s strength depr�ve h�m of the courage to effect h�s del�verance?

You may answer me, �f you please, w�th a s�m�lar analogy, "Who
would not prefer the amputat�on of an arm to the per�l�ng of l�fe by
doubt and procrast�nat�on!" But I know not �f I am r�ght, and let us
leave these compar�sons.

Enough! There are moments, W�lhelm, when I could r�se up and
shake �t all off, and when, �f I only knew where to go, I could fly from
th�s place.

THE SAME EVENING.
My d�ary, wh�ch I have for some t�me neglected, came before me

today; and I am amazed to see how del�berately I have entangled
myself step by step. To have seen my pos�t�on so clearly, and yet to
have acted so l�ke a ch�ld! Even st�ll I behold the result pla�nly, and
yet have no thought of act�ng w�th greater prudence.

AUGUST 10.
If I were not a fool, I could spend the happ�est and most del�ghtful

l�fe here. So many agreeable c�rcumstances, and of a k�nd to ensure
a worthy man's happ�ness, are seldom un�ted. Alas! I feel �t too
sens�bly,—the heart alone makes our happ�ness! To be adm�tted �nto
th�s most charm�ng fam�ly, to be loved by the father as a son, by the
ch�ldren as a father, and by Charlotte! then the noble Albert, who
never d�sturbs my happ�ness by any appearance of �ll-humour,
rece�v�ng me w�th the heart�est affect�on, and lov�ng me, next to
Charlotte, better than all the world! W�lhelm, you would be del�ghted
to hear us �n our rambles, and conversat�ons about Charlotte.



Noth�ng �n the world can be more absurd than our connect�on, and
yet the thought of �t often moves me to tears.

He tells me somet�mes of her excellent mother; how, upon her
death-bed, she had comm�tted her house and ch�ldren to Charlotte,
and had g�ven Charlotte herself �n charge to h�m; how, s�nce that
t�me, a new sp�r�t had taken possess�on of her; how, �n care and
anx�ety for the�r welfare, she became a real mother to them; how
every moment of her t�me was devoted to some labour of love �n
the�r behalf,—and yet her m�rth and cheerfulness had never forsaken
her. I walk by h�s s�de, pluck flowers by the way, arrange them
carefully �nto a nosegay, then fl�ng them �nto the f�rst stream I pass,
and watch them as they float gently away. I forget whether I told you
that Albert �s to rema�n here. He has rece�ved a government
appo�ntment, w�th a very good salary; and I understand he �s �n h�gh
favour at court. I have met few persons so punctual and method�cal
�n bus�ness.

AUGUST 12.
Certa�nly Albert �s the best fellow �n the world. I had a strange

scene w�th h�m yesterday. I went to take leave of h�m; for I took �t �nto
my head to spend a few days �n these mounta�ns, from where I now
wr�te to you. As I was walk�ng up and down h�s room, my eye fell
upon h�s p�stols. "Lend me those p�stols," sa�d I, "for my journey." "By
all means," he repl�ed, "�f you w�ll take the trouble to load them; for
they only hang there for form." I took down one of them; and he
cont�nued, "Ever s�nce I was near suffer�ng for my extreme caut�on, I
w�ll have noth�ng to do w�th such th�ngs." I was cur�ous to hear the
story. "I was stay�ng," sa�d he, "some three months ago, at a fr�end's
house �n the country. I had a brace of p�stols w�th me, unloaded; and
I slept w�thout any anx�ety. One ra�ny afternoon I was s�tt�ng by
myself, do�ng noth�ng, when �t occurred to me I do not know how that
the house m�ght be attacked, that we m�ght requ�re the p�stols, that
we m�ght �n short, you know how we go on fancy�ng, when we have
noth�ng better to do. I gave the p�stols to the servant, to clean and
load. He was play�ng w�th the ma�d, and try�ng to fr�ghten her, when
the p�stol went off—God knows how!—the ramrod was �n the barrel;
and �t went stra�ght through her r�ght hand, and shattered the thumb.



I had to endure all the lamentat�on, and to pay the surgeon's b�ll; so,
s�nce that t�me, I have kept all my weapons unloaded. But, my dear
fr�end, what �s the use of prudence? We can never be on our guard
aga�nst all poss�ble dangers. However,"—now, you must know I can
tolerate all men t�ll they come to "however;"—for �t �s self-ev�dent that
every un�versal rule must have �ts except�ons. But he �s so
exceed�ngly accurate, that, �f he only fanc�es he has sa�d a word too
prec�p�tate, or too general, or only half true, he never ceases to
qual�fy, to mod�fy, and extenuate, t�ll at last he appears to have sa�d
noth�ng at all. Upon th�s occas�on, Albert was deeply �mmersed �n h�s
subject: I ceased to l�sten to h�m, and became lost �n rever�e. W�th a
sudden mot�on, I po�nted the mouth of the p�stol to my forehead, over
the r�ght eye. "What do you mean?" cr�ed Albert, turn�ng back the
p�stol. "It �s not loaded," sa�d I. "And even �f not," he answered w�th
�mpat�ence, "what can you mean? I cannot comprehend how a man
can be so mad as to shoot h�mself, and the bare �dea of �t shocks
me."

"But why should any one," sa�d I, "�n speak�ng of an act�on,
venture to pronounce �t mad or w�se, or good or bad? What �s the
mean�ng of all th�s? Have you carefully stud�ed the secret mot�ves of
our act�ons? Do you understand—can you expla�n the causes wh�ch
occas�on them, and make them �nev�table? If you can, you w�ll be
less hasty w�th your dec�s�on."

"But you w�ll allow," sa�d Albert; "that some act�ons are cr�m�nal, let
them spr�ng from whatever mot�ves they may." I granted �t, and
shrugged my shoulders.

"But st�ll, my good fr�end," I cont�nued, "there are some except�ons
here too. Theft �s a cr�me; but the man who comm�ts �t from extreme
poverty, w�th no des�gn but to save h�s fam�ly from per�sh�ng, �s he an
object of p�ty, or of pun�shment? Who shall throw the f�rst stone at a
husband, who, �n the heat of just resentment, sacr�f�ces h�s fa�thless
w�fe and her perf�d�ous seducer? or at the young ma�den, who, �n her
weak hour of rapture, forgets herself �n the �mpetuous joys of love?
Even our laws, cold and cruel as they are, relent �n such cases, and
w�thhold the�r pun�shment."



"That �s qu�te another th�ng," sa�d Albert; "because a man under
the �nfluence of v�olent pass�on loses all power of reflect�on, and �s
regarded as �ntox�cated or �nsane."

"Oh! you people of sound understand�ngs," I repl�ed, sm�l�ng, "are
ever ready to excla�m 'Extravagance, and madness, and
�ntox�cat�on!' You moral men are so calm and so subdued! You abhor
the drunken man, and detest the extravagant; you pass by, l�ke the
Lev�te, and thank God, l�ke the Phar�see, that you are not l�ke one of
them. I have been more than once �ntox�cated, my pass�ons have
always bordered on extravagance: I am not ashamed to confess �t;
for I have learned, by my own exper�ence, that all extraord�nary men,
who have accompl�shed great and aston�sh�ng act�ons, have ever
been decr�ed by the world as drunken or �nsane. And �n pr�vate l�fe,
too, �s �t not �ntolerable that no one can undertake the execut�on of a
noble or generous deed, w�thout g�v�ng r�se to the exclamat�on that
the doer �s �ntox�cated or mad? Shame upon you, ye sages!"

"Th�s �s another of your extravagant humours," sa�d Albert: "you
always exaggerate a case, and �n th�s matter you are undoubtedly
wrong; for we were speak�ng of su�c�de, wh�ch you compare w�th
great act�ons, when �t �s �mposs�ble to regard �t as anyth�ng but a
weakness. It �s much eas�er to d�e than to bear a l�fe of m�sery w�th
fort�tude."

I was on the po�nt of break�ng off the conversat�on, for noth�ng puts
me so completely out of pat�ence as the utterance of a wretched
commonplace when I am talk�ng from my �nmost heart. However, I
composed myself, for I had often heard the same observat�on w�th
suff�c�ent vexat�on; and I answered h�m, therefore, w�th a l�ttle
warmth, "You call th�s a weakness—beware of be�ng led astray by
appearances. When a nat�on, wh�ch has long groaned under the
�ntolerable yoke of a tyrant, r�ses at last and throws off �ts cha�ns, do
you call that weakness? The man who, to rescue h�s house from the
flames, f�nds h�s phys�cal strength redoubled, so that he l�fts burdens
w�th ease, wh�ch, �n the absence of exc�tement, he could scarcely
move; he who, under the rage of an �nsult, attacks and puts to fl�ght
half a score of h�s enem�es, are such persons to be called weak? My



good fr�end, �f res�stance be strength, how can the h�ghest degree of
res�stance be a weakness?"

Albert looked steadfastly at me, and sa�d, "Pray forg�ve me, but I
do not see that the examples you have adduced bear any relat�on to
the quest�on." "Very l�kely," I answered; "for I have often been told
that my style of �llustrat�on borders a l�ttle on the absurd. But let us
see �f we cannot place the matter �n another po�nt of v�ew, by
�nqu�r�ng what can be a man's state of m�nd who resolves to free
h�mself from the burden of l�fe,—a burden often so pleasant to bear,
—for we cannot otherw�se reason fa�rly upon the subject.

"Human nature," I cont�nued, "has �ts l�m�ts. It �s able to endure a
certa�n degree of joy, sorrow, and pa�n, but becomes ann�h�lated as
soon as th�s measure �s exceeded. The quest�on, therefore, �s, not
whether a man �s strong or weak, but whether he �s able to endure
the measure of h�s suffer�ngs. The suffer�ng may be moral or
phys�cal; and �n my op�n�on �t �s just as absurd to call a man a
coward who destroys h�mself, as to call a man a coward who d�es of
a mal�gnant fever."

"Paradox, all paradox!" excla�med Albert. "Not so paradox�cal as
you �mag�ne," I repl�ed. "You allow that we des�gnate a d�sease as
mortal when nature �s so severely attacked, and her strength so far
exhausted, that she cannot poss�bly recover her former cond�t�on
under any change that may take place.

"Now, my good fr�end, apply th�s to the m�nd; observe a man �n h�s
natural, �solated cond�t�on; cons�der how �deas work, and how
�mpress�ons fasten on h�m, t�ll at length a v�olent pass�on se�zes h�m,
destroy�ng all h�s powers of calm reflect�on, and utterly ru�n�ng h�m.

"It �s �n va�n that a man of sound m�nd and cool temper
understands the cond�t�on of such a wretched be�ng, �n va�n he
counsels h�m. He can no more commun�cate h�s own w�sdom to h�m
than a healthy man can �nst�l h�s strength �nto the �nval�d, by whose
beds�de he �s seated."

Albert thought th�s too general. I rem�nded h�m of a g�rl who had
drowned herself a short t�me prev�ously, and I related her h�story.

She was a good creature, who had grown up �n the narrow sphere
of household �ndustry and weekly appo�nted labour; one who knew



no pleasure beyond �ndulg�ng �n a walk on Sundays, arrayed �n her
best att�re, accompan�ed by her fr�ends, or perhaps jo�n�ng �n the
dance now and then at some fest�val, and chatt�ng away her spare
hours w�th a ne�ghbour, d�scuss�ng the scandal or the quarrels of the
v�llage, tr�fles suff�c�ent to occupy her heart. At length the warmth of
her nature �s �nfluenced by certa�n new and unknown w�shes.
Inflamed by the flatter�es of men, her former pleasures become by
degrees �ns�p�d, t�ll at length she meets w�th a youth to whom she �s
attracted by an �ndescr�bable feel�ng; upon h�m she now rests all her
hopes; she forgets the world around her; she sees, hears, des�res
noth�ng but h�m, and h�m only. He alone occup�es all her thoughts.
Uncorrupted by the �dle �ndulgence of an enervat�ng van�ty, her
affect�on mov�ng stead�ly toward �ts object, she hopes to become h�s,
and to real�se, �n an everlast�ng un�on w�th h�m, all that happ�ness
wh�ch she sought, all that bl�ss for wh�ch she longed. H�s repeated
prom�ses conf�rm her hopes: embraces and endearments, wh�ch
�ncrease the ardour of her des�res, overmaster her soul. She floats �n
a d�m, delus�ve ant�c�pat�on of her happ�ness; and her feel�ngs
become exc�ted to the�r utmost tens�on. She stretches out her arms
f�nally to embrace the object of all her w�shes and her lover forsakes
her. Stunned and bew�ldered, she stands upon a prec�p�ce. All �s
darkness around her. No prospect, no hope, no consolat�on—
forsaken by h�m �n whom her ex�stence was centred! She sees
noth�ng of the w�de world before her, th�nks noth�ng of the many
�nd�v�duals who m�ght supply the vo�d �n her heart; she feels herself
deserted, forsaken by the world; and, bl�nded and �mpelled by the
agony wh�ch wr�ngs her soul, she plunges �nto the deep, to end her
suffer�ngs �n the broad embrace of death. See here, Albert, the
h�story of thousands; and tell me, �s not th�s a case of phys�cal
�nf�rm�ty? Nature has no way to escape from the labyr�nth: her
powers are exhausted: she can contend no longer, and the poor soul
must d�e.

"Shame upon h�m who can look on calmly, and excla�m, 'The
fool�sh g�rl! she should have wa�ted; she should have allowed t�me to
wear off the �mpress�on; her despa�r would have been softened, and
she would have found another lover to comfort her.' One m�ght as
well say, 'The fool, to d�e of a fever! why d�d he not wa�t t�ll h�s



strength was restored, t�ll h�s blood became calm? all would then
have gone well, and he would have been al�ve now.'"

Albert, who could not see the just�ce of the compar�son, offered
some further object�ons, and, amongst others, urged that I had taken
the case of a mere �gnorant g�rl. But how any man of sense, of more
enlarged v�ews and exper�ence, could be excused, he was unable to
comprehend. "My fr�end!" I excla�med, "man �s but man; and,
whatever be the extent of h�s reason�ng powers, they are of l�ttle
ava�l when pass�on rages w�th�n, and he feels h�mself conf�ned by
the narrow l�m�ts of nature. It were better, then—but we w�ll talk of
th�s some other t�me," I sa�d, and caught up my hat. Alas! my heart
was full; and we parted w�thout conv�ct�on on e�ther s�de. How rarely
�n th�s world do men understand each other!

AUGUST 15.
There can be no doubt that �n th�s world noth�ng �s so

�nd�spensable as love. I observe that Charlotte could not lose me
w�thout a pang, and the very ch�ldren have but one w�sh; that �s, that
I should v�s�t them aga�n to-morrow. I went th�s afternoon to tune
Charlotte's p�ano. But I could not do �t, for the l�ttle ones �ns�sted on
my tell�ng them a story; and Charlotte herself urged me to sat�sfy
them. I wa�ted upon them at tea, and they are now as fully contented
w�th me as w�th Charlotte; and I told them my very best tale of the
pr�ncess who was wa�ted upon by dwarfs. I �mprove myself by th�s
exerc�se, and am qu�te surpr�sed at the �mpress�on my stor�es create.
If I somet�mes �nvent an �nc�dent wh�ch I forget upon the next
narrat�on, they rem�nd one d�rectly that the story was d�fferent before;
so that I now endeavour to relate w�th exactness the same anecdote
�n the same monotonous tone, wh�ch never changes. I f�nd by th�s,
how much an author �njures h�s works by alter�ng them, even though
they be �mproved �n a poet�cal po�nt of v�ew. The f�rst �mpress�on �s
read�ly rece�ved. We are so const�tuted that we bel�eve the most
�ncred�ble th�ngs; and, once they are engraved upon the memory,
woe to h�m who would endeavour to efface them.

AUGUST 18.
Must �t ever be thus,—that the source of our happ�ness must also

be the founta�n of our m�sery? The full and ardent sent�ment wh�ch



an�mated my heart w�th the love of nature, overwhelm�ng me w�th a
torrent of del�ght, and wh�ch brought all parad�se before me, has now
become an �nsupportable torment, a demon wh�ch perpetually
pursues and harasses me. When �n bygone days I gazed from these
rocks upon yonder mounta�ns across the r�ver, and upon the green,
flowery valley before me, and saw all nature budd�ng and burst�ng
around; the h�lls clothed from foot to peak w�th tall, th�ck forest trees;
the valleys �n all the�r var�ed w�nd�ngs, shaded w�th the lovel�est
woods; and the soft r�ver gl�d�ng along amongst the l�sp�ng reeds,
m�rror�ng the beaut�ful clouds wh�ch the soft even�ng breeze wafted
across the sky,—when I heard the groves about me melod�ous w�th
the mus�c of b�rds, and saw the m�ll�on swarms of �nsects danc�ng �n
the last golden beams of the sun, whose sett�ng rays awoke the
humm�ng beetles from the�r grassy beds, wh�lst the subdued tumult
around d�rected my attent�on to the ground, and I there observed the
ar�d rock compelled to y�eld nutr�ment to the dry moss, wh�lst the
heath flour�shed upon the barren sands below me, all th�s d�splayed
to me the �nner warmth wh�ch an�mates all nature, and f�lled and
glowed w�th�n my heart. I felt myself exalted by th�s overflow�ng
fulness to the percept�on of the Godhead, and the glor�ous forms of
an �nf�n�te un�verse became v�s�ble to my soul! Stupendous
mounta�ns encompassed me, abysses yawned at my feet, and
cataracts fell headlong down before me; �mpetuous r�vers rolled
through the pla�n, and rocks and mounta�ns resounded from afar. In
the depths of the earth I saw �nnumerable powers �n mot�on, and
mult�ply�ng to �nf�n�ty; wh�lst upon �ts surface, and beneath the
heavens, there teemed ten thousand var�et�es of l�v�ng creatures.
Everyth�ng around �s al�ve w�th an �nf�n�te number of forms; wh�le
mank�nd fly for secur�ty to the�r petty houses, from the shelter of
wh�ch they rule �n the�r �mag�nat�ons over the w�de-extended
un�verse. Poor fool! �n whose petty est�mat�on all th�ngs are l�ttle.
From the �naccess�ble mounta�ns, across the desert wh�ch no mortal
foot has trod, far as the conf�nes of the unknown ocean, breathes the
sp�r�t of the eternal Creator; and every atom to wh�ch he has g�ven
ex�stence f�nds favour �n h�s s�ght. Ah, how often at that t�me has the
fl�ght of a b�rd, soar�ng above my head, �nsp�red me w�th the des�re of
be�ng transported to the shores of the �mmeasurable waters, there to



quaff the pleasures of l�fe from the foam�ng goblet of the Inf�n�te, and
to partake, �f but for a moment even, w�th the conf�ned powers of my
soul, the beat�tude of that Creator who accompl�shes all th�ngs �n
h�mself, and through h�mself!

My dear fr�end, the bare recollect�on of those hours st�ll consoles
me. Even th�s effort to recall those �neffable sensat�ons, and g�ve
them utterance, exalts my soul above �tself, and makes me doubly
feel the �ntens�ty of my present angu�sh.

It �s as �f a curta�n had been drawn from before my eyes, and,
�nstead of prospects of eternal l�fe, the abyss of an ever open grave
yawned before me. Can we say of anyth�ng that �t ex�sts when all
passes away, when t�me, w�th the speed of a storm, carr�es all th�ngs
onward,—and our trans�tory ex�stence, hurr�ed along by the torrent,
�s e�ther swallowed up by the waves or dashed aga�nst the rocks?
There �s not a moment but preys upon you,—and upon all around
you, not a moment �n wh�ch you do not yourself become a destroyer.
The most �nnocent walk depr�ves of l�fe thousands of poor �nsects:
one step destroys the fabr�c of the �ndustr�ous ant, and converts a
l�ttle world �nto chaos. No: �t �s not the great and rare calam�t�es of
the world, the floods wh�ch sweep away whole v�llages, the
earthquakes wh�ch swallow up our towns, that affect me. My heart �s
wasted by the thought of that destruct�ve power wh�ch l�es concealed
�n every part of un�versal nature. Nature has formed noth�ng that
does not consume �tself, and every object near �t: so that,
surrounded by earth and a�r, and all the act�ve powers, I wander on
my way w�th ach�ng heart; and the un�verse �s to me a fearful
monster, for ever devour�ng �ts own offspr�ng.

AUGUST 21.
In va�n do I stretch out my arms toward her when I awaken �n the

morn�ng from my weary slumbers. In va�n do I seek for her at n�ght �n
my bed, when some �nnocent dream has happ�ly dece�ved me, and
placed her near me �n the f�elds, when I have se�zed her hand and
covered �t w�th countless k�sses. And when I feel for her �n the half
confus�on of sleep, w�th the happy sense that she �s near, tears flow
from my oppressed heart; and, bereft of all comfort, I weep over my
future woes.



AUGUST 22.
What a m�sfortune, W�lhelm! My act�ve sp�r�ts have degenerated

�nto contented �ndolence. I cannot be �dle, and yet I am unable to set
to work. I cannot th�nk: I have no longer any feel�ng for the beaut�es
of nature, and books are d�stasteful to me. Once we g�ve ourselves
up, we are totally lost. Many a t�me and oft I w�sh I were a common
labourer; that, awaken�ng �n the morn�ng, I m�ght have but one
prospect, one pursu�t, one hope, for the day wh�ch has dawned. I
often envy Albert when I see h�m bur�ed �n a heap of papers and
parchments, and I fancy I should be happy were I �n h�s place. Often
�mpressed w�th th�s feel�ng I have been on the po�nt of wr�t�ng to you
and to the m�n�ster, for the appo�ntment at the embassy, wh�ch you
th�nk I m�ght obta�n. I bel�eve I m�ght procure �t. The m�n�ster has long
shown a regard for me, and has frequently urged me to seek
employment. It �s the bus�ness of an hour only. Now and then the
fable of the horse recurs to me. Weary of l�berty, he suffered h�mself
to be saddled and br�dled, and was r�dden to death for h�s pa�ns. I
know not what to determ�ne upon. For �s not th�s anx�ety for change
the consequence of that restless sp�r�t wh�ch would pursue me
equally �n every s�tuat�on of l�fe?

AUGUST 28.
If my �lls would adm�t of any cure, they would certa�nly be cured

here. Th�s �s my b�rthday, and early �n the morn�ng I rece�ved a
packet from Albert. Upon open�ng �t, I found one of the p�nk r�bbons
wh�ch Charlotte wore �n her dress the f�rst t�me I saw her, and wh�ch I
had several t�mes asked her to g�ve me. W�th �t were two volumes �n
duodec�mo of Wetste�n's "Homer," a book I had often w�shed for, to
save me the �nconven�ence of carry�ng the large Ernest�ne ed�t�on
w�th me upon my walks. You see how they ant�c�pate my w�shes,
how well they understand all those l�ttle attent�ons of fr�endsh�p, so
super�or to the costly presents of the great, wh�ch are hum�l�at�ng. I
k�ssed the r�bbon a thousand t�mes, and �n every breath �nhaled the
remembrance of those happy and �rrevocable days wh�ch f�lled me
w�th the keenest joy. Such, W�lhelm, �s our fate. I do not murmur at �t:
the flowers of l�fe are but v�s�onary. How many pass away, and leave
no trace beh�nd—how few y�eld any fru�t—and the fru�t �tself, how



rarely does �t r�pen! And yet there are flowers enough! and �s �t not
strange, my fr�end, that we should suffer the l�ttle that does really
r�pen, to rot, decay, and per�sh unenjoyed? Farewell! Th�s �s a
glor�ous summer. I often cl�mb �nto the trees �n Charlotte's orchard,
and shake down the pears that hang on the h�ghest branches. She
stands below, and catches them as they fall.

AUGUST 30.
Unhappy be�ng that I am! Why do I thus dece�ve myself? What �s

to come of all th�s w�ld, a�mless, endless pass�on? I cannot pray
except to her. My �mag�nat�on sees noth�ng but her: all surround�ng
objects are of no account, except as they relate to her. In th�s
dreamy state I enjoy many happy hours, t�ll at length I feel compelled
to tear myself away from her. Ah, W�lhelm, to what does not my heart
often compel me! When I have spent several hours �n her company,
t�ll I feel completely absorbed by her f�gure, her grace, the d�v�ne
express�on of her thoughts, my m�nd becomes gradually exc�ted to
the h�ghest excess, my s�ght grows d�m, my hear�ng confused, my
breath�ng oppressed as �f by the hand of a murderer, and my beat�ng
heart seeks to obta�n rel�ef for my ach�ng senses. I am somet�mes
unconsc�ous whether I really ex�st. If �n such moments I f�nd no
sympathy, and Charlotte does not allow me to enjoy the melancholy
consolat�on of bath�ng her hand w�th my tears, I feel compelled to
tear myself from her, when I e�ther wander through the country, cl�mb
some prec�p�tous cl�ff, or force a path through the trackless th�cket,
where I am lacerated and torn by thorns and br�ers; and thence I f�nd
rel�ef. Somet�mes I l�e stretched on the ground, overcome w�th
fat�gue and dy�ng w�th th�rst; somet�mes, late �n the n�ght, when the
moon sh�nes above me, I recl�ne aga�nst an aged tree �n some
sequestered forest, to rest my weary l�mbs, when, exhausted and
worn, I sleep t�ll break of day. O W�lhelm! the herm�t's cell, h�s
sackcloth, and g�rdle of thorns would be luxury and �ndulgence
compared w�th what I suffer. Ad�eu! I see no end to th�s
wretchedness except the grave.

SEPTEMBER 3.
I must away. Thank you, W�lhelm, for determ�n�ng my waver�ng

purpose. For a whole fortn�ght I have thought of leav�ng her. I must



away. She has returned to town, and �s at the house of a fr�end. And
then, Albert—yes, I must go.

SEPTEMBER 10.
Oh, what a n�ght, W�lhelm! I can henceforth bear anyth�ng. I shall

never see her aga�n. Oh, why cannot I fall on your neck, and, w�th
floods of tears and raptures, g�ve utterance to all the pass�ons wh�ch
d�stract my heart! Here I s�t gasp�ng for breath, and struggl�ng to
compose myself. I wa�t for day, and at sunr�se the horses are to be at
the door.

And she �s sleep�ng calmly, l�ttle suspect�ng that she has seen me
for the last t�me. I am free. I have had the courage, �n an �nterv�ew of
two hours' durat�on, not to betray my �ntent�on. And O W�lhelm, what
a conversat�on �t was!

Albert had prom�sed to come to Charlotte �n the garden
�mmed�ately after supper. I was upon the terrace under the tall
chestnut trees, and watched the sett�ng sun. I saw h�m s�nk for the
last t�me beneath th�s del�ghtful valley and s�lent stream. I had often
v�s�ted the same spot w�th Charlotte, and w�tnessed that glor�ous
s�ght; and now—I was walk�ng up and down the very avenue wh�ch
was so dear to me. A secret sympathy had frequently drawn me
th�ther before I knew Charlotte; and we were del�ghted when, �n our
early acqua�ntance, we d�scovered that we each loved the same
spot, wh�ch �s �ndeed as romant�c as any that ever capt�vated the
fancy of an art�st.

From beneath the chestnut trees, there �s an extens�ve v�ew. But I
remember that I have ment�oned all th�s �n a former letter, and have
descr�bed the tall mass of beech trees at the end, and how the
avenue grows darker and darker as �t w�nds �ts way among them, t�ll
�t ends �n a gloomy recess, wh�ch has all the charm of a myster�ous
sol�tude. I st�ll remember the strange feel�ng of melancholy wh�ch
came over me the f�rst t�me I entered that dark retreat, at br�ght
m�dday. I felt some secret forebod�ng that �t would, one day, be to me
the scene of some happ�ness or m�sery.

I had spent half an hour struggl�ng between the contend�ng
thoughts of go�ng and return�ng, when I heard them com�ng up the
terrace. I ran to meet them. I trembled as I took her hand, and k�ssed



�t. As we reached the top of the terrace, the moon rose from beh�nd
the wooded h�ll. We conversed on many subjects, and, w�thout
perce�v�ng �t, approached the gloomy recess. Charlotte entered, and
sat down. Albert seated h�mself bes�de her. I d�d the same, but my
ag�tat�on d�d not suffer me to rema�n long seated. I got up, and stood
before her, then walked backward and forward, and sat down aga�n.
I was restless and m�serable. Charlotte drew our attent�on to the
beaut�ful effect of the moonl�ght, wh�ch threw a s�lver hue over the
terrace �n front of us, beyond the beech trees. It was a glor�ous s�ght,
and was rendered more str�k�ng by the darkness wh�ch surrounded
the spot where we were. We rema�ned for some t�me s�lent, when
Charlotte observed, "Whenever I walk by moonl�ght, �t br�ngs to my
remembrance all my beloved and departed fr�ends, and I am f�lled
w�th thoughts of death and futur�ty. We shall l�ve aga�n, Werther!" she
cont�nued, w�th a f�rm but feel�ng vo�ce; "but shall we know one
another aga�n what do you th�nk? what do you say?"

"Charlotte," I sa�d, as I took her hand �n m�ne, and my eyes f�lled
w�th tears, "we shall see each other aga�n—here and hereafter we
shall meet aga�n." I could say no more. Why, W�lhelm, should she
put th�s quest�on to me, just at the moment when the fear of our cruel
separat�on f�lled my heart?

"And oh! do those departed ones know how we are employed
here? do they know when we are well and happy? do they know
when we recall the�r memor�es w�th the fondest love? In the s�lent
hour of even�ng the shade of my mother hovers around me; when
seated �n the m�dst of my ch�ldren, I see them assembled near me,
as they used to assemble near her; and then I ra�se my anx�ous eyes
to heaven, and w�sh she could look down upon us, and w�tness how
I fulf�l the prom�se I made to her �n her last moments, to be a mother
to her ch�ldren. W�th what emot�on do I then excla�m, 'Pardon,
dearest of mothers, pardon me, �f I do not adequately supply your
place! Alas! I do my utmost. They are clothed and fed; and, st�ll
better, they are loved and educated. Could you but see, sweet sa�nt!
the peace and harmony that dwells amongst us, you would glor�fy
God w�th the warmest feel�ngs of grat�tude, to whom, �n your last
hour, you addressed such fervent prayers for our happ�ness.'" Thus
d�d she express herself; but O W�lhelm! who can do just�ce to her



language? how can cold and pass�onless words convey the
heavenly express�ons of the sp�r�t? Albert �nterrupted her gently.
"Th�s affects you too deeply, my dear Charlotte. I know your soul
dwells on such recollect�ons w�th �ntense del�ght; but I �mplore—" "O
Albert!" she cont�nued, "I am sure you do not forget the even�ngs
when we three used to s�t at the l�ttle round table, when papa was
absent, and the l�ttle ones had ret�red. You often had a good book
w�th you, but seldom read �t; the conversat�on of that noble be�ng
was preferable to everyth�ng,—that beaut�ful, br�ght, gentle, and yet
ever-to�l�ng woman. God alone knows how I have suppl�cated w�th
tears on my n�ghtly couch, that I m�ght be l�ke her."

I threw myself at her feet, and, se�z�ng her hand, bedewed �t w�th a
thousand tears. "Charlotte!" I excla�med, "God's bless�ng and your
mother's sp�r�t are upon you." "Oh! that you had known her," she
sa�d, w�th a warm pressure of the hand. "She was worthy of be�ng
known to you." I thought I should have fa�nted: never had I rece�ved
pra�se so flatter�ng. She cont�nued, "And yet she was doomed to d�e
�n the flower of her youth, when her youngest ch�ld was scarcely s�x
months old. Her �llness was but short, but she was calm and
res�gned; and �t was only for her ch�ldren, espec�ally the youngest,
that she felt unhappy. When her end drew n�gh, she bade me br�ng
them to her. I obeyed. The younger ones knew noth�ng of the�r
approach�ng loss, wh�le the elder ones were qu�te overcome w�th
gr�ef. They stood around the bed; and she ra�sed her feeble hands to
heaven, and prayed over them; then, k�ss�ng them �n turn, she
d�sm�ssed them, and sa�d to me, 'Be you a mother to them.' I gave
her my hand. 'You are prom�s�ng much, my ch�ld,' she sa�d: 'a
mother's fondness and a mother's care! I have often w�tnessed, by
your tears of grat�tude, that you know what �s a mother's tenderness:
show �t to your brothers and s�sters, and be dut�ful and fa�thful to
your father as a w�fe; you w�ll be h�s comfort.' She �nqu�red for h�m.
He had ret�red to conceal h�s �ntolerable angu�sh,—he was
heartbroken, 'Albert, you were �n the room.' She heard some one
mov�ng: she �nqu�red who �t was, and des�red you to approach. She
surveyed us both w�th a look of composure and sat�sfact�on,
express�ve of her conv�ct�on that we should be happy,—happy w�th
one another." Albert fell upon her neck, and k�ssed her, and



excla�med, "We are so, and we shall be so!" Even Albert, generally
so tranqu�l, had qu�te lost h�s composure; and I was exc�ted beyond
express�on.

"And such a be�ng," She cont�nued, "was to leave us, Werther!
Great God, must we thus part w�th everyth�ng we hold dear �n th�s
world? Nobody felt th�s more acutely than the ch�ldren: they cr�ed
and lamented for a long t�me afterward, compla�n�ng that men had
carr�ed away the�r dear mamma."

Charlotte rose. It aroused me; but I cont�nued s�tt�ng, and held her
hand. "Let us go," she sa�d: "�t grows late." She attempted to
w�thdraw her hand: I held �t st�ll. "We shall see each other aga�n," I
excla�med: "we shall recogn�se each other under every poss�ble
change! I am go�ng," I cont�nued, "go�ng w�ll�ngly; but, should I say
for ever, perhaps I may not keep my word. Ad�eu, Charlotte; ad�eu,
Albert. We shall meet aga�n." "Yes: tomorrow, I th�nk," she answered
w�th a sm�le. Tomorrow! how I felt the word! Ah! she l�ttle thought,
when she drew her hand away from m�ne. They walked down the
avenue. I stood gaz�ng after them �n the moonl�ght. I threw myself
upon the ground, and wept: I then sprang up, and ran out upon the
terrace, and saw, under the shade of the l�nden-trees, her wh�te
dress d�sappear�ng near the garden-gate. I stretched out my arms,
and she van�shed.



BOOK II.

OCTOBER 20.

We arr�ved here yesterday. The ambassador �s �nd�sposed, and
w�ll not go out for some days. If he were less peev�sh and morose, all
would be well. I see but too pla�nly that Heaven has dest�ned me to
severe tr�als; but courage! a l�ght heart may bear anyth�ng. A l�ght
heart! I sm�le to f�nd such a word proceed�ng from my pen. A l�ttle
more l�ghtheartedness would render me the happ�est be�ng under
the sun. But must I despa�r of my talents and facult�es, wh�lst others
of far �nfer�or ab�l�t�es parade before me w�th the utmost self-
sat�sfact�on? Grac�ous Prov�dence, to whom I owe all my powers,
why d�dst thou not w�thhold some of those bless�ngs I possess, and
subst�tute �n the�r place a feel�ng of self-conf�dence and
contentment?

But pat�ence! all w�ll yet be well; for I assure you, my dear fr�end,
you were r�ght: s�nce I have been obl�ged to assoc�ate cont�nually
w�th other people, and observe what they do, and how they employ
themselves, I have become far better sat�sf�ed w�th myself. For we
are so const�tuted by nature, that we are ever prone to compare
ourselves w�th others; and our happ�ness or m�sery depends very
much on the objects and persons around us. On th�s account,
noth�ng �s more dangerous than sol�tude: there our �mag�nat�on,
always d�sposed to r�se, tak�ng a new fl�ght on the w�ngs of fancy,
p�ctures to us a cha�n of be�ngs of whom we seem the most �nfer�or.
All th�ngs appear greater than they really are, and all seem super�or
to us. Th�s operat�on of the m�nd �s qu�te natural: we so cont�nually
feel our own �mperfect�ons, and fancy we perce�ve �n others the
qual�t�es we do not possess, attr�but�ng to them also all that we enjoy
ourselves, that by th�s process we form the �dea of a perfect, happy
man,—a man, however, who only ex�sts �n our own �mag�nat�on.



But when, �n sp�te of weakness and d�sappo�ntments, we set to
work �n earnest, and persevere stead�ly, we often f�nd, that, though
obl�ged cont�nually to tack, we make more way than others who have
the ass�stance of w�nd and t�de; and, �n truth, there can be no greater
sat�sfact�on than to keep pace w�th others or outstr�p them �n the
race.

November 26.
I beg�n to f�nd my s�tuat�on here more tolerable, cons�der�ng all

c�rcumstances. I f�nd a great advantage �n be�ng much occup�ed; and
the number of persons I meet, and the�r d�fferent pursu�ts, create a
var�ed enterta�nment for me. I have formed the acqua�ntance of the
Count C—and I esteem h�m more and more every day. He �s a man
of strong understand�ng and great d�scernment; but, though he sees
farther than other people, he �s not on that account cold �n h�s
manner, but capable of �nsp�r�ng and return�ng the warmest affect�on.
He appeared �nterested �n me on one occas�on, when I had to
transact some bus�ness w�th h�m. He perce�ved, at the f�rst word, that
we understood each other, and that he could converse w�th me �n a
d�fferent tone from what he used w�th others. I cannot suff�c�ently
esteem h�s frank and open k�ndness to me. It �s the greatest and
most genu�ne of pleasures to observe a great m�nd �n sympathy w�th
our own.

DECEMBER 24.
As I ant�c�pated, the ambassador occas�ons me �nf�n�te

annoyance. He �s the most punct�l�ous blockhead under heaven. He
does everyth�ng step by step, w�th the tr�fl�ng m�nuteness of an old
woman; and he �s a man whom �t �s �mposs�ble to please, because
he �s never pleased w�th h�mself. I l�ke to do bus�ness regularly and
cheerfully, and, when �t �s f�n�shed, to leave �t. But he constantly
returns my papers to me, say�ng, "They w�ll do," but recommend�ng
me to look over them aga�n, as "one may always �mprove by us�ng a
better word or a more appropr�ate part�cle." I then lose all pat�ence,
and w�sh myself at the dev�l's. Not a conjunct�on, not an adverb,
must be om�tted: he has a deadly ant�pathy to all those
transpos�t�ons of wh�ch I am so fond; and, �f the mus�c of our per�ods



�s not tuned to the establ�shed, off�c�al key, he cannot comprehend
our mean�ng. It �s deplorable to be connected w�th such a fellow.

My acqua�ntance w�th the Count C—�s the only compensat�on for
such an ev�l. He told me frankly, the other day, that he was much
d�spleased w�th the d�ff�cult�es and delays of the ambassador; that
people l�ke h�m are obstacles, both to themselves and to others.
"But," added he, "one must subm�t, l�ke a traveller who has to ascend
a mounta�n: �f the mounta�n was not there, the road would be both
shorter and pleasanter; but there �t �s, and he must get over �t."

The old man perce�ves the count's part�al�ty for me: th�s annoys
h�m, and, he se�zes every opportun�ty to deprec�ate the count �n my
hear�ng. I naturally defend h�m, and that only makes matters worse.
Yesterday he made me �nd�gnant, for he also alluded to me. "The
count," he sa�d, "�s a man of the world, and a good man of bus�ness:
h�s style �s good, and he wr�tes w�th fac�l�ty; but, l�ke other gen�uses,
he has no sol�d learn�ng." He looked at me w�th an express�on that
seemed to ask �f I felt the blow. But �t d�d not produce the des�red
effect: I desp�se a man who can th�nk and act �n such a manner.
However, I made a stand, and answered w�th not a l�ttle warmth. The
count, I sa�d, was a man ent�tled to respect, al�ke for h�s character
and h�s acqu�rements. I had never met a person whose m�nd was
stored w�th more useful and extens�ve knowledge,—who had, �n fact,
mastered such an �nf�n�te var�ety of subjects, and who yet reta�ned all
h�s act�v�ty for the deta�ls of ord�nary bus�ness. Th�s was altogether
beyond h�s comprehens�on; and I took my leave, lest my anger
should be too h�ghly exc�ted by some new absurd�ty of h�s.

And you are to blame for all th�s, you who persuaded me to bend
my neck to th�s yoke by preach�ng a l�fe of act�v�ty to me. If the man
who plants vegetables, and carr�es h�s corn to town on market-days,
�s not more usefully employed than I am, then let me work ten years
longer at the galleys to wh�ch I am now cha�ned.

Oh, the br�ll�ant wretchedness, the wear�ness, that one �s doomed
to w�tness among the s�lly people whom we meet �n soc�ety here!
The amb�t�on of rank! How they watch, how they to�l, to ga�n
precedence! What poor and contempt�ble pass�ons are d�splayed �n
the�r utter nakedness! We have a woman here, for example, who



never ceases to enterta�n the company w�th accounts of her fam�ly
and her estates. Any stranger would cons�der her a s�lly be�ng,
whose head was turned by her pretens�ons to rank and property; but
she �s �n real�ty even more r�d�culous, the daughter of a mere
mag�strate's clerk from th�s ne�ghbourhood. I cannot understand how
human be�ngs can so debase themselves.

Every day I observe more and more the folly of judg�ng of others
by ourselves; and I have so much trouble w�th myself, and my own
heart �s �n such constant ag�tat�on, that I am well content to let others
pursue the�r own course, �f they only allow me the same pr�v�lege.

What provokes me most �s the unhappy extent to wh�ch
d�st�nct�ons of rank are carr�ed. I know perfectly well how necessary
are �nequal�t�es of cond�t�on, and I am sens�ble of the advantages I
myself der�ve therefrom; but I would not have these �nst�tut�ons prove
a barr�er to the small chance of happ�ness wh�ch I may enjoy on th�s
earth.

I have lately become acqua�nted w�th a M�ss B—, a very agreeable
g�rl, who has reta�ned her natural manners �n the m�dst of art�f�c�al
l�fe. Our f�rst conversat�on pleased us both equally; and, at tak�ng
leave, I requested perm�ss�on to v�s�t her. She consented �n so
obl�g�ng a manner, that I wa�ted w�th �mpat�ence for the arr�val of the
happy moment. She �s not a nat�ve of th�s place, but res�des here
w�th her aunt. The countenance of the old lady �s not prepossess�ng.
I pa�d her much attent�on, address�ng the greater part of my
conversat�on to her; and, �n less than half an hour, I d�scovered what
her n�ece subsequently acknowledged to me, that her aged aunt,
hav�ng but a small fortune, and a st�ll smaller share of understand�ng,
enjoys no sat�sfact�on except �n the ped�gree of her ancestors, no
protect�on save �n her noble b�rth, and no enjoyment but �n look�ng
from her castle over the heads of the humble c�t�zens. She was, no
doubt, handsome �n her youth, and �n her early years probably tr�fled
away her t�me �n render�ng many a poor youth the sport of her
capr�ce: �n her r�per years she has subm�tted to the yoke of a veteran
off�cer, who, �n return for her person and her small �ndependence,
has spent w�th her what we may des�gnate her age of brass. He �s
dead; and she �s now a w�dow, and deserted. She spends her �ron



age alone, and would not be approached, except for the lovel�ness of
her n�ece.

JANUARY 8, 1772.
What be�ngs are men, whose whole thoughts are occup�ed w�th

form and ceremony, who for years together devote the�r mental and
phys�cal exert�ons to the task of advanc�ng themselves but one step,
and endeavour�ng to occupy a h�gher place at the table. Not that
such persons would otherw�se want employment: on the contrary,
they g�ve themselves much trouble by neglect�ng �mportant bus�ness
for such petty tr�fles. Last week a quest�on of precedence arose at a
sledg�ng-party, and all our amusement was spo�led.

The s�lly creatures cannot see that �t �s not place wh�ch const�tutes
real greatness, s�nce the man who occup�es the f�rst place but
seldom plays the pr�nc�pal part. How many k�ngs are governed by
the�r m�n�sters—how many m�n�sters by the�r secretar�es? Who, �n
such cases, �s really the ch�ef? He, as �t seems to me, who can see
through the others, and possesses strength or sk�ll enough to make
the�r power or pass�ons subserv�ent to the execut�on of h�s own
des�gns.

JANUARY 20.
I must wr�te to you from th�s place, my dear Charlotte, from a small

room �n a country �nn, where I have taken shelter from a severe
storm. Dur�ng my whole res�dence �n that wretched place D—, where
I l�ved amongst strangers,—strangers, �ndeed, to th�s heart,—I never
at any t�me felt the smallest �ncl�nat�on to correspond w�th you; but �n
th�s cottage, �n th�s ret�rement, �n th�s sol�tude, w�th the snow and ha�l
beat�ng aga�nst my latt�ce-pane, you are my f�rst thought. The �nstant
I entered, your f�gure rose up before me, and the remembrance! O
my Charlotte, the sacred, tender remembrance! Grac�ous Heaven!
restore to me the happy moment of our f�rst acqua�ntance.

Could you but see me, my dear Charlotte, �n the wh�rl of
d�ss�pat�on,—how my senses are dr�ed up, but my heart �s at no t�me
full. I enjoy no s�ngle moment of happ�ness: all �s va�n—noth�ng
touches me. I stand, as �t were, before the raree-show: I see the l�ttle
puppets move, and I ask whether �t �s not an opt�cal �llus�on. I am
amused w�th these puppets, or, rather, I am myself one of them: but,



when I somet�mes grasp my ne�ghbour's hand, I feel that �t �s not
natural; and I w�thdraw m�ne w�th a shudder. In the even�ng I say I
w�ll enjoy the next morn�ng's sunr�se, and yet I rema�n �n bed: �n the
day I prom�se to ramble by moonl�ght; and I, nevertheless, rema�n at
home. I know not why I r�se, nor why I go to sleep.

The leaven wh�ch an�mated my ex�stence �s gone: the charm
wh�ch cheered me �n the gloom of n�ght, and aroused me from my
morn�ng slumbers, �s for ever fled.

I have found but one be�ng here to �nterest me, a M�ss B—. She
resembles you, my dear Charlotte, �f any one can poss�bly resemble
you. "Ah!" you w�ll say, "he has learned how to pay f�ne
compl�ments." And th�s �s partly true. I have been very agreeable
lately, as �t was not �n my power to be otherw�se. I have, moreover, a
deal of w�t: and the lad�es say that no one understands flattery better,
or falsehoods you w�ll add; s�nce the one accompl�shment �nvar�ably
accompan�es the other. But I must tell you of M�ss B—. She has
abundance of soul, wh�ch flashes from her deep blue eyes. Her rank
�s a torment to her, and sat�sf�es no one des�re of her heart. She
would gladly ret�re from th�s wh�rl of fash�on, and we often p�cture to
ourselves a l�fe of und�sturbed happ�ness �n d�stant scenes of rural
ret�rement: and then we speak of you, my dear Charlotte; for she
knows you, and renders homage to your mer�ts; but her homage �s
not exacted, but voluntary, she loves you, and del�ghts to hear you
made the subject of conversat�on.

Oh, that I were s�tt�ng at your feet �n your favour�te l�ttle room, w�th
the dear ch�ldren play�ng around us! If they became troublesome to
you, I would tell them some appall�ng gobl�n story; and they would
crowd round me w�th s�lent attent�on. The sun �s sett�ng �n glory; h�s
last rays are sh�n�ng on the snow, wh�ch covers the face of the
country: the storm �s over, and I must return to my dungeon. Ad�eu!
—Is Albert w�th you? and what �s he to you? God forg�ve the
quest�on.

FEBRUARY 8.
For a week past we have had the most wretched weather: but th�s

to me �s a bless�ng; for, dur�ng my res�dence here, not a s�ngle f�ne
day has beamed from the heavens, but has been lost to me by the



�ntrus�on of somebody. Dur�ng the sever�ty of ra�n, sleet, frost, and
storm, I congratulate myself that �t cannot be worse �ndoors than
abroad, nor worse abroad than �t �s w�th�n doors; and so I become
reconc�led. When the sun r�ses br�ght �n the morn�ng, and prom�ses a
glor�ous day, I never om�t to excla�m, "There, now, they have another
bless�ng from Heaven, wh�ch they w�ll be sure to destroy: they spo�l
everyth�ng,—health, fame, happ�ness, amusement; and they do th�s
generally through folly, �gnorance, or �mbec�l�ty, and always,
accord�ng to the�r own account, w�th the best �ntent�ons!" I could
often beseech them, on my bended knees, to be less resolved upon
the�r own destruct�on.

FEBRUARY 17.
I fear that my ambassador and I shall not cont�nue much longer

together. He �s really grow�ng past endurance. He transacts h�s
bus�ness �n so r�d�culous a manner, that I am often compelled to
contrad�ct h�m, and do th�ngs my own way; and then, of course, he
th�nks them very �ll done. He compla�ned of me lately on th�s account
at court; and the m�n�ster gave me a repr�mand,—a gentle one �t �s
true, but st�ll a repr�mand. In consequence of th�s, I was about to
tender my res�gnat�on, when I rece�ved a letter, to wh�ch I subm�tted
w�th great respect, on account of the h�gh, noble, and generous sp�r�t
wh�ch d�ctated �t. He endeavoured to soothe my excess�ve
sens�b�l�ty, pa�d a tr�bute to my extreme �deas of duty, of good
example, and of perseverance �n bus�ness, as the fru�t of my youthful
ardour, an �mpulse wh�ch he d�d not seek to destroy, but only to
moderate, that �t m�ght have proper play and be product�ve of good.
So now I am at rest for another week, and no longer at var�ance w�th
myself. Content and peace of m�nd are valuable th�ngs: I could w�sh,
my dear fr�end, that these prec�ous jewels were less trans�tory.

FEBRUARY 20.
God bless you, my dear fr�ends, and may he grant you that

happ�ness wh�ch he den�es to me!
I thank you, Albert, for hav�ng dece�ved me. I wa�ted for the news

that your wedd�ng-day was f�xed; and I �ntended on that day, w�th
solemn�ty, to take down Charlotte's prof�le from the wall, and to bury
�t w�th some other papers I possess. You are now un�ted, and her



p�cture st�ll rema�ns here. Well, let �t rema�n! Why should �t not? I
know that I am st�ll one of your soc�ety, that I st�ll occupy a place
un�njured �n Charlotte's heart, that I hold the second place there�n;
and I �ntend to keep �t. Oh, I should become mad �f she could forget!
Albert, that thought �s hell! Farewell, Albert farewell, angel of heaven
farewell, Charlotte!

MARCH 15.
I have just had a sad adventure, wh�ch w�ll dr�ve me away from

here. I lose all pat�ence!—Death!—It �s not to be remed�ed; and you
alone are to blame, for you urged and �mpelled me to f�ll a post for
wh�ch I was by no means su�ted. I have now reason to be sat�sf�ed,
and so have you! But, that you may not aga�n attr�bute th�s fatal�ty to
my �mpetuous temper, I send you, my dear s�r, a pla�n and s�mple
narrat�on of the affa�r, as a mere chron�cler of facts would descr�be �t.

The Count of O—l�kes and d�st�ngu�shes me. It �s well known, and
I have ment�oned th�s to you a hundred t�mes. Yesterday I d�ned w�th
h�m. It �s the day on wh�ch the nob�l�ty are accustomed to assemble
at h�s house �n the even�ng. I never once thought of the assembly,
nor that we subalterns d�d not belong to such soc�ety. Well, I d�ned
w�th the count; and, after d�nner, we adjourned to the large hall. We
walked up and down together: and I conversed w�th h�m, and w�th
Colonel B—, who jo�ned us; and �n th�s manner the hour for the
assembly approached. God knows, I was th�nk�ng of noth�ng, when
who should enter but the honourable Lady accompan�ed by her
noble husband and the�r s�lly, schem�ng daughter, w�th her small
wa�st and flat neck; and, w�th d�sda�nful looks and a haughty a�r they
passed me by. As I heart�ly detest the whole race, I determ�ned upon
go�ng away; and only wa�ted t�ll the count had d�sengaged h�mself
from the�r �mpert�nent prattle, to take leave, when the agreeable M�ss
B—came �n. As I never meet her w�thout exper�enc�ng a heartfelt
pleasure, I stayed and talked to her, lean�ng over the back of her
cha�r, and d�d not perce�ve, t�ll after some t�me, that she seemed a
l�ttle confused, and ceased to answer me w�th her usual ease of
manner. I was struck w�th �t. "Heavens!" I sa�d to myself, "can she,
too, be l�ke the rest?" I felt annoyed, and was about to w�thdraw; but
I rema�ned, notw�thstand�ng, form�ng excuses for her conduct,



fancy�ng she d�d not mean �t, and st�ll hop�ng to rece�ve some fr�endly
recogn�t�on. The rest of the company now arr�ved. There was the
Baron F—, �n an ent�re su�t that dated from the coronat�on of Franc�s
I.; the Chancellor N—, w�th h�s deaf w�fe; the shabb�ly-dressed I—,
whose old-fash�oned coat bore ev�dence of modern repa�rs: th�s
crowned the whole. I conversed w�th some of my acqua�ntances, but
they answered me lacon�cally. I was engaged �n observ�ng M�ss B—,
and d�d not not�ce that the women were wh�sper�ng at the end of the
room, that the murmur extended by degrees to the men, that
Madame S—addressed the count w�th much warmth (th�s was all
related to me subsequently by M�ss B—); t�ll at length the count
came up to me, and took me to the w�ndow. "You know our r�d�culous
customs," he sa�d. "I perce�ve the company �s rather d�spleased at
your be�ng here. I would not on any account—" "I beg your
excellency's pardon!" I excla�med. "I ought to have thought of th�s
before, but I know you w�ll forg�ve th�s l�ttle �nattent�on. I was go�ng," I
added, "some t�me ago, but my ev�l gen�us deta�ned me." And I
sm�led and bowed, to take my leave. He shook me by the hand, �n a
manner wh�ch expressed everyth�ng. I hastened at once from the
�llustr�ous assembly, sprang �nto a carr�age, and drove to M—. I
contemplated the sett�ng sun from the top of the h�ll, and read that
beaut�ful passage �n Homer, where Ulysses �s enterta�ned by the
hosp�table herdsmen. Th�s was �ndeed del�ghtful.

I returned home to supper �n the even�ng. But few persons were
assembled �n the room. They had turned up a corner of the table-
cloth, and were play�ng at d�ce. The good-natured A—came �n. He
la�d down h�s hat when he saw me, approached me, and sa�d �n a
low tone, "You have met w�th a d�sagreeable adventure." "I!" I
excla�med. "The count obl�ged you to w�thdraw from the assembly!"
"Deuce take the assembly!" sa�d I. "I was very glad to be gone." "I
am del�ghted," he added, "that you take �t so l�ghtly. I am only sorry
that �t �s already so much spoken of." The c�rcumstance then began
to pa�n me. I fanc�ed that every one who sat down, and even looked
at me, was th�nk�ng of th�s �nc�dent; and my heart became
emb�ttered.

And now I could plunge a dagger �nto my bosom, when I hear
myself everywhere p�t�ed, and observe the tr�umph of my enem�es,



who say that th�s �s always the case w�th va�n persons, whose heads
are turned w�th conce�t, who affect to desp�se forms and such petty,
�dle nonsense.

Say what you w�ll of fort�tude, but show me the man who can
pat�ently endure the laughter of fools, when they have obta�ned an
advantage over h�m. 'T�s only when the�r nonsense �s w�thout
foundat�on that one can suffer �t w�thout compla�nt.

March 16.
Everyth�ng consp�res aga�nst me. I met M�ss B—walk�ng to-day. I

could not help jo�n�ng her; and, when we were at a l�ttle d�stance
from her compan�ons, I expressed my sense of her altered manner
toward me. "O Werther!" she sa�d, �n a tone of emot�on, "you, who
know my heart, how could you so �ll �nterpret my d�stress? What d�d I
not suffer for you, from the moment you entered the room! I foresaw
�t all, a hundred t�mes was I on the po�nt of ment�on�ng �t to you. I
knew that the S——s and T——s, w�th the�r husbands, would qu�t
the room, rather than rema�n �n your company. I knew that the count
would not break w�th them: and now so much �s sa�d about �t."
"How!" I excla�med, and endeavoured to conceal my emot�on; for all
that Adel�n had ment�oned to me yesterday recurred to me pa�nfully
at that moment. "Oh, how much �t has already cost me!" sa�d th�s
am�able g�rl, wh�le her eyes f�lled w�th tears. I could scarcely conta�n
myself, and was ready to throw myself at her feet. "Expla�n yourself!"
I cr�ed. Tears flowed down her cheeks. I became qu�te frant�c. She
w�ped them away, w�thout attempt�ng to conceal them. "You know my
aunt," she cont�nued; "she was present: and �n what l�ght does she
cons�der the affa�r! Last n�ght, and th�s morn�ng, Werther, I was
compelled to l�sten to a lecture upon my acqua�ntance w�th you. I
have been obl�ged to hear you condemned and deprec�ated; and I
could not—I dared not—say much �n your defence."

Every word she uttered was a dagger to my heart. She d�d not feel
what a mercy �t would have been to conceal everyth�ng from me.
She told me, �n add�t�on, all the �mpert�nence that would be further
c�rculated, and how the mal�c�ous would tr�umph; how they would
rejo�ce over the pun�shment of my pr�de, over my hum�l�at�on for that
want of esteem for others w�th wh�ch I had often been reproached.



To hear all th�s, W�lhelm, uttered by her �n a vo�ce of the most s�ncere
sympathy, awakened all my pass�ons; and I am st�ll �n a state of
extreme exc�tement. I w�sh I could f�nd a man to jeer me about th�s
event. I would sacr�f�ce h�m to my resentment. The s�ght of h�s blood
m�ght poss�bly be a rel�ef to my fury. A hundred t�mes have I se�zed a
dagger, to g�ve ease to th�s oppressed heart. Natural�sts tell of a
noble race of horses that �nst�nct�vely open a ve�n w�th the�r teeth,
when heated and exhausted by a long course, �n order to breathe
more freely. I am often tempted to open a ve�n, to procure for myself
everlast�ng l�berty.

MARCH 24.
I have tendered my res�gnat�on to the court. I hope �t w�ll be

accepted, and you w�ll forg�ve me for not hav�ng prev�ously consulted
you. It �s necessary I should leave th�s place. I know all you w�ll urge
me to stay, and therefore I beg you w�ll soften th�s news to my
mother. I am unable to do anyth�ng for myself: how, then, should I be
competent to ass�st others? It w�ll affl�ct her that I should have
�nterrupted that career wh�ch would have made me f�rst a pr�vy
counc�llor, and then m�n�ster, and that I should look beh�nd me, �n
place of advanc�ng. Argue as you w�ll, comb�ne all the reasons wh�ch
should have �nduced me to rema�n, I am go�ng: that �s suff�c�ent. But,
that you may not be �gnorant of my dest�nat�on, I may ment�on that
the Pr�nce of—�s here. He �s much pleased w�th my company; and,
hav�ng heard of my �ntent�on to res�gn, he has �nv�ted me to h�s
country house, to pass the spr�ng months w�th h�m. I shall be left
completely my own master; and, as we agree on all subjects but
one, I shall try my fortune, and accompany h�m.

APRIL 19.
Thanks for both your letters. I delayed my reply, and w�thheld th�s

letter, t�ll I should obta�n an answer from the court. I feared my
mother m�ght apply to the m�n�ster to defeat my purpose. But my
request �s granted, my res�gnat�on �s accepted. I shall not recount
w�th what reluctance �t was accorded, nor relate what the m�n�ster
has wr�tten: you would only renew your lamentat�ons. The crown
pr�nce has sent me a present of f�ve and twenty ducats; and, �ndeed,



such goodness has affected me to tears. For th�s reason I shall not
requ�re from my mother the money for wh�ch I lately appl�ed.

MAY 5.
I leave th�s place to-morrow; and, as my nat�ve place �s only s�x

m�les from the h�gh road, I �ntend to v�s�t �t once more, and recall the
happy dreams of my ch�ldhood. I shall enter at the same gate
through wh�ch I came w�th my mother, when, after my father's death,
she left that del�ghtful retreat to �mmure herself �n your melancholy
town. Ad�eu, my dear fr�end: you shall hear of my future career.

MAY 9.
I have pa�d my v�s�t to my nat�ve place w�th all the devot�on of a

p�lgr�m, and have exper�enced many unexpected emot�ons. Near the
great elm tree, wh�ch �s a quarter of a league from the v�llage, I got
out of the carr�age, and sent �t on before, that alone, and on foot, I
m�ght enjoy v�v�dly and heart�ly all the pleasure of my recollect�ons. I
stood there under that same elm wh�ch was formerly the term and
object of my walks. How th�ngs have s�nce changed! Then, �n happy
�gnorance, I s�ghed for a world I d�d not know, where I hoped to f�nd
every pleasure and enjoyment wh�ch my heart could des�re; and
now, on my return from that w�de world, O my fr�end, how many
d�sappo�nted hopes and unsuccessful plans have I brought back!

As I contemplated the mounta�ns wh�ch lay stretched out before
me, I thought how often they had been the object of my dearest
des�res. Here used I to s�t for hours together w�th my eyes bent upon
them, ardently long�ng to wander �n the shade of those woods, to
lose myself �n those valleys, wh�ch form so del�ghtful an object �n the
d�stance. W�th what reluctance d�d I leave th�s charm�ng spot; when
my hour of recreat�on was over, and my leave of absence exp�red! I
drew near to the v�llage: all the well-known old summerhouses and
gardens were recogn�sed aga�n; I d�sl�ked the new ones, and all
other alterat�ons wh�ch had taken place. I entered the v�llage, and all
my former feel�ngs returned. I cannot, my dear fr�end, enter �nto
deta�ls, charm�ng as were my sensat�ons: they would be dull �n the
narrat�on. I had �ntended to lodge �n the market-place, near our old
house. As soon as I entered, I perce�ved that the schoolroom, where
our ch�ldhood had been taught by that good old woman, was



converted �nto a shop. I called to m�nd the sorrow, the heav�ness, the
tears, and oppress�on of heart, wh�ch I exper�enced �n that
conf�nement. Every step produced some part�cular �mpress�on. A
p�lgr�m �n the Holy Land does not meet so many spots pregnant w�th
tender recollect�ons, and h�s soul �s hardly moved w�th greater
devot�on. One �nc�dent w�ll serve for �llustrat�on. I followed the course
of a stream to a farm, formerly a del�ghtful walk of m�ne, and paused
at the spot, where, when boys, we used to amuse ourselves mak�ng
ducks and drakes upon the water. I recollected so well how I used
formerly to watch the course of that same stream, follow�ng �t w�th
�nqu�r�ng eagerness, form�ng romant�c �deas of the countr�es �t was to
pass through; but my �mag�nat�on was soon exhausted: wh�le the
water cont�nued flow�ng farther and farther on, t�ll my fancy became
bew�ldered by the contemplat�on of an �nv�s�ble d�stance. Exactly
such, my dear fr�end, so happy and so conf�ned, were the thoughts
of our good ancestors. The�r feel�ngs and the�r poetry were fresh as
ch�ldhood. And, when Ulysses talks of the �mmeasurable sea and
boundless earth, h�s ep�thets are true, natural, deeply felt, and
myster�ous. Of what �mportance �s �t that I have learned, w�th every
schoolboy, that the world �s round? Man needs but l�ttle earth for
enjoyment, and st�ll less for h�s f�nal repose.

I am at present w�th the pr�nce at h�s hunt�ng lodge. He �s a man
w�th whom one can l�ve happ�ly. He �s honest and unaffected. There
are, however, some strange characters about h�m, whom I cannot at
all understand. They do not seem v�c�ous, and yet they do not carry
the appearance of thoroughly honest men. Somet�mes I am
d�sposed to bel�eve them honest, and yet I cannot persuade myself
to conf�de �n them. It gr�eves me to hear the pr�nce occas�onally talk
of th�ngs wh�ch he has only read or heard of, and always w�th the
same v�ew �n wh�ch they have been represented by others.

He values my understand�ng and talents more h�ghly than my
heart, but I am proud of the latter only. It �s the sole source of
everyth�ng of our strength, happ�ness, and m�sery. All the knowledge
I possess every one else can acqu�re, but my heart �s exclus�vely my
own.

MAY 25.



I have had a plan �n my head of wh�ch I d�d not �ntend to speak to
you unt�l �t was accompl�shed: now that �t has fa�led, I may as well
ment�on �t. I w�shed to enter the army, and had long been des�rous of
tak�ng the step. Th�s, �ndeed, was the ch�ef reason for my com�ng
here w�th the pr�nce, as he �s a general �n the serv�ce. I
commun�cated my des�gn to h�m dur�ng one of our walks together.
He d�sapproved of �t, and �t would have been actual madness not to
have l�stened to h�s reasons.

JUNE 11.
Say what you w�ll, I can rema�n here no longer. Why should I

rema�n? T�me hangs heavy upon my hands. The pr�nce �s as
grac�ous to me as any one could be, and yet I am not at my ease.
There �s, �ndeed, noth�ng �n common between us. He �s a man of
understand�ng, but qu�te of the ord�nary k�nd. H�s conversat�on
affords me no more amusement than I should der�ve from the
perusal of a well-wr�tten book. I shall rema�n here a week longer, and
then start aga�n on my travels. My draw�ngs are the best th�ngs I
have done s�nce I came here. The pr�nce has a taste for the arts,
and would �mprove �f h�s m�nd were not fettered by cold rules and
mere techn�cal �deas. I often lose pat�ence, when, w�th a glow�ng
�mag�nat�on, I am g�v�ng express�on to art and nature, he �nterferes
w�th learned suggest�ons, and uses at random the techn�cal
phraseology of art�sts.

JULY 16.
Once more I am a wanderer, a p�lgr�m, through the world. But what

else are you!
JULY 18.
Wh�ther am I go�ng? I w�ll tell you �n conf�dence. I am obl�ged to

cont�nue a fortn�ght longer here, and then I th�nk �t would be better
for me to v�s�t the m�nes �n—. But I am only delud�ng myself thus.
The fact �s, I w�sh to be near Charlotte aga�n, that �s all. I sm�le at the
suggest�ons of my heart, and obey �ts d�ctates.

JULY 29.
No, no! �t �s yet well all �s well! I her husband! O God, who gave

me be�ng, �f thou hadst dest�ned th�s happ�ness for me, my whole l�fe



would have been one cont�nual thanksg�v�ng! But I w�ll not murmur—
forg�ve these tears, forg�ve these fru�tless w�shes. She—my w�fe! Oh,
the very thought of fold�ng that dearest of Heaven's creatures �n my
arms! Dear W�lhelm, my whole frame feels convulsed when I see
Albert put h�s arms around her slender wa�st!

And shall I avow �t? Why should I not, W�lhelm? She would have
been happ�er w�th me than w�th h�m. Albert �s not the man to sat�sfy
the w�shes of such a heart. He wants a certa�n sens�b�l�ty; he wants
—�n short, the�r hearts do not beat �n un�son. How often, my dear
fr�end, I'm read�ng a passage from some �nterest�ng book, when my
heart and Charlotte's seemed to meet, and �n a hundred other
�nstances when our sent�ments were unfolded by the story of some
f�ct�t�ous character, have I felt that we were made for each other! But,
dear W�lhelm, he loves her w�th h�s whole soul; and what does not
such a love deserve?

I have been �nterrupted by an �nsufferable v�s�t. I have dr�ed my
tears, and composed my thoughts. Ad�eu, my best fr�end!

AUGUST 4.
I am not alone unfortunate. All men are d�sappo�nted �n the�r

hopes, and dece�ved �n the�r expectat�ons. I have pa�d a v�s�t to my
good old woman under the l�me-trees. The eldest boy ran out to
meet me: h�s exclamat�on of joy brought out h�s mother, but she had
a very melancholy look. Her f�rst word was, "Alas! dear s�r, my l�ttle
John �s dead." He was the youngest of her ch�ldren. I was s�lent.
"And my husband has returned from Sw�tzerland w�thout any money;
and, �f some k�nd people had not ass�sted h�m, he must have begged
h�s way home. He was taken �ll w�th fever on h�s journey." I could
answer noth�ng, but made the l�ttle one a present. She �nv�ted me to
take some fru�t: I compl�ed, and left the place w�th a sorrowful heart.

AUGUST 21.
My sensat�ons are constantly chang�ng. Somet�mes a happy

prospect opens before me; but alas! �t �s only for a moment; and
then, when I am lost �n rever�e, I cannot help say�ng to myself, "If
Albert were to d�e?—Yes, she would become—and I should be"—
and so I pursue a ch�mera, t�ll �t leads me to the edge of a prec�p�ce
at wh�ch I shudder.



When I pass through the same gate, and walk along the same
road wh�ch f�rst conducted me to Charlotte, my heart s�nks w�th�n me
at the change that has s�nce taken place. All, all, �s altered! No
sent�ment, no pulsat�on of my heart, �s the same. My sensat�ons are
such as would occur to some departed pr�nce whose sp�r�t should
return to v�s�t the superb palace wh�ch he had bu�lt �n happy t�mes,
adorned w�th costly magn�f�cence, and left to a beloved son, but
whose glory he should f�nd departed, and �ts halls deserted and �n
ru�ns.

SEPTEMBER 3.
I somet�mes cannot understand how she can love another, how

she dares love another, when I love noth�ng �n th�s world so
completely, so devotedly, as I love her, when I know only her, and
have no other possess�on.

SEPTEMBER 4.
It �s even so! As nature puts on her autumn t�nts �t becomes

autumn w�th me and around me. My leaves are sere and yellow, and
the ne�ghbour�ng trees are d�vested of the�r fol�age. Do you
remember my wr�t�ng to you about a peasant boy shortly after my
arr�val here? I have just made �nqu�r�es about h�m �n Walhe�m. They
say he has been d�sm�ssed from h�s serv�ce, and �s now avo�ded by
every one. I met h�m yesterday on the road, go�ng to a ne�ghbour�ng
v�llage. I spoke to h�m, and he told me h�s story. It �nterested me
exceed�ngly, as you w�ll eas�ly understand when I repeat �t to you.
But why should I trouble you? Why should I not reserve all my
sorrow for myself? Why should I cont�nue to g�ve you occas�on to
p�ty and blame me? But no matter: th�s also �s part of my dest�ny.

At f�rst the peasant lad answered my �nqu�r�es w�th a sort of
subdued melancholy, wh�ch seemed to me the mark of a t�m�d
d�spos�t�on; but, as we grew to understand each other, he spoke w�th
less reserve, and openly confessed h�s faults, and lamented h�s
m�sfortune. I w�sh, my dear fr�end, I could g�ve proper express�on to
h�s language. He told me w�th a sort of pleasurable recollect�on, that,
after my departure, h�s pass�on for h�s m�stress �ncreased da�ly, unt�l
at last he ne�ther knew what he d�d nor what he sa�d, nor what was
to become of h�m. He could ne�ther eat nor dr�nk nor sleep: he felt a



sense of suffocat�on; he d�sobeyed all orders, and forgot all
commands �nvoluntar�ly; he seemed as �f pursued by an ev�l sp�r�t, t�ll
one day, know�ng that h�s m�stress had gone to an upper chamber,
he had followed, or, rather, been drawn after her. As she proved deaf
to h�s entreat�es, he had recourse to v�olence. He knows not what
happened; but he called God to w�tness that h�s �ntent�ons to her
were honourable, and that he des�red noth�ng more s�ncerely than
that they should marry, and pass the�r l�ves together. When he had
come to th�s po�nt, he began to hes�tate, as �f there was someth�ng
wh�ch he had not courage to utter, t�ll at length he acknowledged w�th
some confus�on certa�n l�ttle conf�dences she had encouraged, and
l�bert�es she had allowed. He broke off two or three t�mes �n h�s
narrat�on, and assured me most earnestly that he had no w�sh to
make her bad, as he termed �t, for he loved her st�ll as s�ncerely as
ever; that the tale had never before escaped h�s l�ps, and was only
now told to conv�nce me that he was not utterly lost and abandoned.
And here, my dear fr�end, I must commence the old song wh�ch you
know I utter eternally. If I could only represent the man as he stood,
and stands now before me, could I only g�ve h�s true express�ons,
you would feel compelled to sympath�se �n h�s fate. But enough: you,
who know my m�sfortune and my d�spos�t�on, can eas�ly comprehend
the attract�on wh�ch draws me toward every unfortunate be�ng, but
part�cularly toward h�m whose story I have recounted.

On perus�ng th�s letter a second t�me, I f�nd I have om�tted the
conclus�on of my tale; but �t �s eas�ly suppl�ed. She became reserved
toward h�m, at the �nst�gat�on of her brother who had long hated h�m,
and des�red h�s expuls�on from the house, fear�ng that h�s s�ster's
second marr�age m�ght depr�ve h�s ch�ldren of the handsome fortune
they expected from her; as she �s ch�ldless. He was d�sm�ssed at
length; and the whole affa�r occas�oned so much scandal, that the
m�stress dared not take h�m back, even �f she had w�shed �t. She has
s�nce h�red another servant, w�th whom, they say, her brother �s
equally d�spleased, and whom she �s l�kely to marry; but my
�nformant assures me that he h�mself �s determ�ned not to surv�ve
such a catastrophe.

Th�s story �s ne�ther exaggerated nor embell�shed: �ndeed, I have
weakened and �mpa�red �t �n the narrat�on, by the necess�ty of us�ng



the more ref�ned express�ons of soc�ety.
Th�s love, then, th�s constancy, th�s pass�on, �s no poet�cal f�ct�on.

It �s actual, and dwells �n �ts greatest pur�ty amongst that class of
mank�nd whom we term rude, uneducated. We are the educated, not
the perverted. But read th�s story w�th attent�on, I �mplore you. I am
tranqu�l to-day, for I have been employed upon th�s narrat�on: you
see by my wr�t�ng that I am not so ag�tated as usual. I read and re-
read th�s tale, W�lhelm: �t �s the h�story of your fr�end! My fortune has
been and w�ll be s�m�lar; and I am ne�ther half so brave nor half so
determ�ned as the poor wretch w�th whom I hes�tate to compare
myself.

SEPTEMBER 5.
Charlotte had wr�tten a letter to her husband �n the country, where

he was deta�ned by bus�ness. It commenced, "My dearest love,
return as soon as poss�ble: I awa�t you w�th a thousand raptures." A
fr�end who arr�ved, brought word, that, for certa�n reasons, he could
not return �mmed�ately. Charlotte's letter was not forwarded, and the
same even�ng �t fell �nto my hands. I read �t, and sm�led. She asked
the reason. "What a heavenly treasure �s �mag�nat�on:" I excla�med;
"I fanc�ed for a moment that th�s was wr�tten to me." She paused,
and seemed d�spleased. I was s�lent.

SEPTEMBER 6.
It cost me much to part w�th the blue coat wh�ch I wore the f�rst

t�me I danced w�th Charlotte. But I could not poss�bly wear �t any
longer. But I have ordered a new one, prec�sely s�m�lar, even to the
collar and sleeves, as well as a new wa�stcoat and pantaloons.

But �t does not produce the same effect upon me. I know not how
�t �s, but I hope �n t�me I shall l�ke �t better.

SEPTEMBER 12.
She has been absent for some days. She went to meet Albert. To-

day I v�s�ted her: she rose to rece�ve me, and I k�ssed her hand most
tenderly.

A canary at the moment flew from a m�rror, and settled upon her
shoulder. "Here �s a new fr�end," she observed, wh�le she made h�m
perch upon her hand: "he �s a present for the ch�ldren. What a dear



he �s! Look at h�m! When I feed h�m, he flutters w�th h�s w�ngs, and
pecks so n�cely. He k�sses me, too, only look!"

She held the b�rd to her mouth; and he pressed her sweet l�ps w�th
so much fervour that he seemed to feel the excess of bl�ss wh�ch he
enjoyed.

"He shall k�ss you too," she added; and then she held the b�rd
toward me. H�s l�ttle beak moved from her mouth to m�ne, and the
del�ghtful sensat�on seemed l�ke the forerunner of the sweetest bl�ss.

"A k�ss," I observed, "does not seem to sat�sfy h�m: he w�shes for
food, and seems d�sappo�nted by these unsat�sfactory
endearments."

"But he eats out of my mouth," she cont�nued, and extended her
l�ps to h�m conta�n�ng seed; and she sm�led w�th all the charm of a
be�ng who has allowed an �nnocent part�c�pat�on of her love.

I turned my face away. She should not act thus. She ought not to
exc�te my �mag�nat�on w�th such d�splays of heavenly �nnocence and
happ�ness, nor awaken my heart from �ts slumbers, �n wh�ch �t
dreams of the worthlessness of l�fe! And why not? Because she
knows how much I love her.

SEPTEMBER 15.
It makes me wretched, W�lhelm, to th�nk that there should be men

�ncapable of apprec�at�ng the few th�ngs wh�ch possess a real value
�n l�fe. You remember the walnut trees at S—, under wh�ch I used to
s�t w�th Charlotte, dur�ng my v�s�ts to the worthy old v�car. Those
glor�ous trees, the very s�ght of wh�ch has so often f�lled my heart
w�th joy, how they adorned and refreshed the parsonage yard, w�th
the�r w�de-extended branches! and how pleas�ng was our
remembrance of the good old pastor, by whose hands they were
planted so many years ago: The schoolmaster has frequently
ment�oned h�s name. He had �t from h�s grandfather. He must have
been a most excellent man; and, under the shade of those old trees,
h�s memory was ever venerated by me. The schoolmaster �nformed
us yesterday, w�th tears �n h�s eyes, that those trees had been felled.
Yes, cut to the ground! I could, �n my wrath, have sla�n the monster
who struck the f�rst stroke. And I must endure th�s!—I, who, �f I had
had two such trees �n my own court, and one had d�ed from old age,



should have wept w�th real affl�ct�on. But there �s some comfort left,
such a th�ng �s sent�ment, the whole v�llage murmurs at the
m�sfortune; and I hope the v�car's w�fe w�ll soon f�nd, by the
cessat�on of the v�llagers' presents, how much she has wounded the
feel�ngs of the ne�ghborhhood. It was she who d�d �t, the w�fe of the
present �ncumbent (our good old man �s dead), a tall, s�ckly creature
who �s so far r�ght to d�sregard the world, as the world totally
d�sregards her. The s�lly be�ng affects to be learned, pretends to
exam�ne the canon�cal books, lends her a�d toward the new-
fash�oned reformat�on of Chr�stendom, moral and cr�t�cal, and shrugs
up her shoulders at the ment�on of Lavater's enthus�asm. Her health
�s destroyed, on account of wh�ch she �s prevented from hav�ng any
enjoyment here below. Only such a creature could have cut down my
walnut trees! I can never pardon �t. Hear her reasons. The fall�ng
leaves made the court wet and d�rty; the branches obstructed the
l�ght; boys threw stones at the nuts when they were r�pe, and the
no�se affected her nerves; and d�sturbed her profound med�tat�ons,
when she was we�gh�ng the d�ff�cult�es of Kenn�cot, Semler, and
M�chael�s. F�nd�ng that all the par�sh, part�cularly the old people,
were d�spleased, I asked "why they allowed �t?" "Ah, s�r!" they
repl�ed, "when the steward orders, what can we poor peasants do?"
But one th�ng has happened well. The steward and the v�car (who,
for once, thought to reap some advantage from the capr�ces of h�s
w�fe) �ntended to d�v�de the trees between them. The revenue-off�ce,
be�ng �nformed of �t, rev�ved an old cla�m to the ground where the
trees had stood, and sold them to the best b�dder. There they st�ll l�e
on the ground. If I were the sovere�gn, I should know how to deal
w�th them all, v�car, steward, and revenue-off�ce. Sovere�gn, d�d I
say? I should, �n that case, care l�ttle about the trees that grew �n the
country.



OCTOBER 10.
Only to gaze upon her dark eyes �s to me a source of happ�ness!

And what gr�eves me, �s, that Albert does not seem so happy as he
—hoped to be—as I should have been—�f—I am no fr�end to these
pauses, but here I cannot express �t otherw�se; and probably I am
expl�c�t enough.

OCTOBER 12.
Oss�an has superseded Homer �n my heart. To what a world does

the �llustr�ous bard carry me! To wander over pathless w�lds,
surrounded by �mpetuous wh�rlw�nds, where, by the feeble l�ght of
the moon, we see the sp�r�ts of our ancestors; to hear from the
mounta�n-tops, m�d the roar of torrents, the�r pla�nt�ve sounds �ssu�ng
from deep caverns, and the sorrowful lamentat�ons of a ma�den who
s�ghs and exp�res on the mossy tomb of the warr�or by whom she
was adored. I meet th�s bard w�th s�lver ha�r; he wanders �n the
valley; he seeks the footsteps of h�s fathers, and, alas! he f�nds only
the�r tombs. Then, contemplat�ng the pale moon, as she s�nks
beneath the waves of the roll�ng sea, the memory of bygone days
str�kes the m�nd of the hero, days when approach�ng danger
�nv�gorated the brave, and the moon shone upon h�s bark laden w�th
spo�ls, and return�ng �n tr�umph. When I read �n h�s countenance
deep sorrow, when I see h�s dy�ng glory s�nk exhausted �nto the
grave, as he �nhales new and heart-thr�ll�ng del�ght from h�s
approach�ng un�on w�th h�s beloved, and he casts a look on the cold
earth and the tall grass wh�ch �s so soon to cover h�m, and then
excla�ms, "The traveller w�ll come,—he w�ll come who has seen my
beauty, and he w�ll ask, 'Where �s the bard, where �s the �llustr�ous
son of F�ngal?' He w�ll walk over my tomb, and w�ll seek me �n va�n!"
Then, O my fr�end, I could �nstantly, l�ke a true and noble kn�ght,
draw my sword, and del�ver my pr�nce from the long and pa�nful
languor of a l�v�ng death, and d�sm�ss my own soul to follow the
dem�god whom my hand had set free!

OCTOBER 19.
Alas! the vo�d the fearful vo�d, wh�ch I feel �n my bosom!

Somet�mes I th�nk, �f I could only once but once, press her to my
heart, th�s dreadful vo�d would be f�lled.



OCTOBER 26.
Yes, I feel certa�n, W�lhelm, and every day I become more certa�n,

that the ex�stence of any be�ng whatever �s of very l�ttle
consequence. A fr�end of Charlotte's called to see her just now. I
w�thdrew �nto a ne�ghbour�ng apartment, and took up a book; but,
f�nd�ng I could not read, I sat down to wr�te. I heard them converse �n
an undertone: they spoke upon �nd�fferent top�cs, and reta�led the
news of the town. One was go�ng to be marr�ed; another was �ll, very
�ll, she had a dry cough, her face was grow�ng th�nner da�ly, and she
had occas�onal f�ts. "N—�s very unwell too," sa�d Charlotte. "H�s
l�mbs beg�n to swell already," answered the other; and my l�vely
�mag�nat�on carr�ed me at once to the beds of the �nf�rm. There I see
them struggl�ng aga�nst death, w�th all the agon�es of pa�n and
horror; and these women, W�lhelm, talk of all th�s w�th as much
�nd�fference as one would ment�on the death of a stranger. And when
I look around the apartment where I now am—when I see Charlotte's
apparel ly�ng before me, and Albert's wr�t�ngs, and all those art�cles
of furn�ture wh�ch are so fam�l�ar to me, even to the very �nkstand
wh�ch I am us�ng,—when I th�nk what I am to th�s fam�ly—everyth�ng.
My fr�ends esteem me; I often contr�bute to the�r happ�ness, and my
heart seems as �f �t could not beat w�thout them; and yet—-�f I were
to d�e, �f I were to be summoned from the m�dst of th�s c�rcle, would
they feel—or how long would they feel the vo�d wh�ch my loss would
make �n the�r ex�stence? How long! Yes, such �s the fra�lty of man,
that even there, where he has the greatest consc�ousness of h�s own
be�ng, where he makes the strongest and most forc�ble �mpress�on,
even �n the memory, �n the heart, of h�s beloved, there also he must
per�sh,—van�sh,—and that qu�ckly.

OCTOBER 27.
I could tear open my bosom w�th vexat�on to th�nk how l�ttle we are

capable of �nfluenc�ng the feel�ngs of each other. No one can
commun�cate to me those sensat�ons of love, joy, rapture, and
del�ght wh�ch I do not naturally possess; and, though my heart may
glow w�th the most l�vely affect�on, I cannot make the happ�ness of
one �n whom the same warmth �s not �nherent.

OCTOBER 27: Even�ng.



I possess so much, but my love for her absorbs �t all. I possess so
much, but w�thout her I have noth�ng.

OCTOBER 30.
One hundred t�mes have I been on the po�nt of embrac�ng her.

Heavens! what a torment �t �s to see so much lovel�ness pass�ng and
repass�ng before us, and yet not dare to lay hold of �t! And lay�ng
hold �s the most natural of human �nst�ncts. Do not ch�ldren touch
everyth�ng they see? And I!

NOVEMBER 3.
W�tness, Heaven, how often I l�e down �n my bed w�th a w�sh, and

even a hope, that I may never awaken aga�n. And �n the morn�ng,
when I open my eyes, I behold the sun once more, and am
wretched. If I were wh�ms�cal, I m�ght blame the weather, or an
acqua�ntance, or some personal d�sappo�ntment, for my
d�scontented m�nd; and then th�s �nsupportable load of trouble would
not rest ent�rely upon myself. But, alas! I feel �t too sadly. I am alone
the cause of my own woe, am I not? Truly, my own bosom conta�ns
the source of all my sorrow, as �t prev�ously conta�ned the source of
all my pleasure. Am I not the same be�ng who once enjoyed an
excess of happ�ness, who, at every step, saw parad�se open before
h�m, and whose heart was ever expanded toward the whole world?
And th�s heart �s now dead, no sent�ment can rev�ve �t; my eyes are
dry; and my senses, no more refreshed by the �nfluence of soft tears,
w�ther and consume my bra�n. I suffer much, for I have lost the only
charm of l�fe: that act�ve, sacred power wh�ch created worlds around
me,—�t �s no more. When I look from my w�ndow at the d�stant h�lls,
and behold the morn�ng sun break�ng through the m�sts, and
�llum�nat�ng the country around, wh�ch �s st�ll wrapped �n s�lence,
wh�lst the soft stream w�nds gently through the w�llows, wh�ch have
shed the�r leaves; when glor�ous nature d�splays all her beaut�es
before me, and her wondrous prospects are �neffectual to extract
one tear of joy from my w�thered heart, I feel that �n such a moment I
stand l�ke a reprobate before heaven, hardened, �nsens�ble, and
unmoved. Oftent�mes do I then bend my knee to the earth, and
�mplore God for the bless�ng of tears, as the despond�ng labourer �n



some scorch�ng cl�mate prays for the dews of heaven to mo�sten h�s
parched corn.

But I feel that God does not grant sunsh�ne or ra�n to our
�mportunate entreat�es. And oh, those bygone days, whose memory
now torments me! why were they so fortunate? Because I then
wa�ted w�th pat�ence for the bless�ngs of the Eternal, and rece�ved
h�s g�fts w�th the grateful feel�ngs of a thankful heart.

NOVEMBER 8.
Charlotte has reproved me for my excesses, w�th so much

tenderness and goodness! I have lately been �n the hab�t of dr�nk�ng
more w�ne than heretofore. "Don't do �t," she sa�d. "Th�nk of
Charlotte!" "Th�nk of you!" I answered; "need you b�d me do so?
Th�nk of you—I do not th�nk of you: you are ever before my soul!
Th�s very morn�ng I sat on the spot where, a few days ago, you
descended from the carr�age, and—" She �mmed�ately changed the
subject to prevent me from pursu�ng �t farther. My dear fr�end, my
energ�es are all prostrated: she can do w�th me what she pleases.

NOVEMBER 15.
I thank you, W�lhelm, for your cord�al sympathy, for your excellent

adv�ce; and I �mplore you to be qu�et. Leave me to my suffer�ngs. In
sp�te of my wretchedness, I have st�ll strength enough for endurance.
I revere rel�g�on—you know I do. I feel that �t can �mpart strength to
the feeble and comfort to the affl�cted, but does �t affect all men
equally? Cons�der th�s vast un�verse: you w�ll see thousands for
whom �t has never ex�sted, thousands for whom �t w�ll never ex�st,
whether �t be preached to them, or not; and must �t, then, necessar�ly
ex�st for me? Does not the Son of God h�mself say that they are h�s
whom the Father has g�ven to h�m? Have I been g�ven to h�m? What
�f the Father w�ll reta�n me for h�mself, as my heart somet�mes
suggests? I pray you, do not m�s�nterpret th�s. Do not extract der�s�on
from my harmless words. I pour out my whole soul before you.
S�lence were otherw�se preferable to me, but I need not shr�nk from
a subject of wh�ch few know more than I do myself. What �s the
dest�ny of man, but to f�ll up the measure of h�s suffer�ngs, and to
dr�nk h�s allotted cup of b�tterness? And �f that same cup proved
b�tter to the God of heaven, under a human form, why should I affect



a fool�sh pr�de, and call �t sweet? Why should I be ashamed of
shr�nk�ng at that fearful moment, when my whole be�ng w�ll tremble
between ex�stence and ann�h�lat�on, when a remembrance of the
past, l�ke a flash of l�ghtn�ng, w�ll �llum�nate the dark gulf of futur�ty,
when everyth�ng shall d�ssolve around me, and the whole world
van�sh away? Is not th�s the vo�ce of a creature oppressed beyond
all resource, self-def�c�ent, about to plunge �nto �nev�table
destruct�on, and groan�ng deeply at �ts �nadequate strength, "My
God! my God! why hast thou forsaken me?" And should I feel
ashamed to utter the same express�on? Should I not shudder at a
prospect wh�ch had �ts fears, even for h�m who folds up the heavens
l�ke a garment?

NOVEMBER 21.
She does not feel, she does not know, that she �s prepar�ng a

po�son wh�ch w�ll destroy us both; and I dr�nk deeply of the draught
wh�ch �s to prove my destruct�on. What mean those looks of
k�ndness w�th wh�ch she often—often? no, not often, but somet�mes,
regards me, that complacency w�th wh�ch she hears the �nvoluntary
sent�ments wh�ch frequently escape me, and the tender p�ty for my
suffer�ngs wh�ch appears �n her countenance?

Yesterday, when I took leave she se�zed me by the hand, and sa�d,
"Ad�eu, dear Werther." Dear Werther! It was the f�rst t�me she ever
called me dear: the sound sunk deep �nto my heart. I have repeated
�t a hundred t�mes; and last n�ght, on go�ng to bed, and talk�ng to
myself of var�ous th�ngs, I suddenly sa�d, "Good n�ght, dear Werther!"
and then could not but laugh at myself.

NOVEMBER 22
I cannot pray, "Leave her to me!" and yet she often seems to

belong to me. I cannot pray, "G�ve her to me!" for she �s another's. In
th�s way I affect m�rth over my troubles; and, �f I had t�me, I could
compose a whole l�tany of ant�theses.

NOVEMBER 24.
She �s sens�ble of my suffer�ngs. Th�s morn�ng her look p�erced my

very soul. I found her alone, and she was s�lent: she steadfastly
surveyed me. I no longer saw �n her face the charms of beauty or the
f�re of gen�us: these had d�sappeared. But I was affected by an



express�on much more touch�ng, a look of the deepest sympathy and
of the softest p�ty. Why was I afra�d to throw myself at her feet? Why
d�d I not dare to take her �n my arms, and answer her by a thousand
k�sses? She had recourse to her p�ano for rel�ef, and �n a low and
sweet vo�ce accompan�ed the mus�c w�th del�c�ous sounds. Her l�ps
never appeared so lovely: they seemed but just to open, that they
m�ght �mb�be the sweet tones wh�ch �ssued from the �nstrument, and
return the heavenly v�brat�on from her lovely mouth. Oh! who can
express my sensat�ons? I was qu�te overcome, and, bend�ng down,
pronounced th�s vow: "Beaut�ful l�ps, wh�ch the angels guard, never
w�ll I seek to profane your pur�ty w�th a k�ss." And yet, my fr�end, oh, I
w�sh—but my heart �s darkened by doubt and �ndec�s�on—could I but
taste fel�c�ty, and then d�e to exp�ate the s�n! What s�n?

NOVEMBER 26.
Oftent�mes I say to myself, "Thou alone art wretched: all other

mortals are happy, none are d�stressed l�ke thee!" Then I read a
passage �n an anc�ent poet, and I seem to understand my own heart.
I have so much to endure! Have men before me ever been so
wretched?

NOVEMBER 30.
I shall never be myself aga�n! Wherever I go, some fatal�ty occurs

to d�stract me. Even to-day alas—for our dest�ny! alas for human
nature!

About d�nner-t�me I went to walk by the r�ver-s�de, for I had no
appet�te. Everyth�ng around seemed gloomy: a cold and damp
easterly w�nd blew from the mounta�ns, and black, heavy clouds
spread over the pla�n. I observed at a d�stance a man �n a tattered
coat: he was wander�ng among the rocks, and seemed to be look�ng
for plants. When I approached, he turned round at the no�se; and I
saw that he had an �nterest�ng countenance �n wh�ch a settled
melancholy, strongly marked by benevolence, formed the pr�nc�pal
feature. H�s long black ha�r was d�v�ded, and flowed over h�s
shoulders. As h�s garb betokened a person of the lower order, I
thought he would not take �t �ll �f I �nqu�red about h�s bus�ness; and I
therefore asked what he was seek�ng. He repl�ed, w�th a deep s�gh,
that he was look�ng for flowers, and could f�nd none. "But �t �s not the



season," I observed, w�th a sm�le. "Oh, there are so many flowers!"
he answered, as he came nearer to me. "In my garden there are
roses and honeysuckles of two sorts: one sort was g�ven to me by
my father! they grow as plent�fully as weeds; I have been look�ng for
them these two days, and cannot f�nd them. There are flowers out
there, yellow, blue, and red; and that centaury has a very pretty
blossom: but I can f�nd none of them." I observed h�s pecul�ar�ty, and
therefore asked h�m, w�th an a�r of �nd�fference, what he �ntended to
do w�th h�s flowers. A strange sm�le overspread h�s countenance.
Hold�ng h�s f�nger to h�s mouth, he expressed a hope that I would not
betray h�m; and he then �nformed me that he had prom�sed to gather
a nosegay for h�s m�stress. "That �s r�ght," sa�d I. "Oh!" he repl�ed,
"she possesses many other th�ngs as well: she �s very r�ch." "And
yet," I cont�nued, "she l�kes your nosegays." "Oh, she has jewels and
crowns!" he excla�med. I asked who she was. "If the states-general
would but pay me," he added, "I should be qu�te another man. Alas!
there was a t�me when I was so happy; but that �s past, and I am
now—" He ra�sed h�s sw�mm�ng eyes to heaven. "And you were
happy once?" I observed. "Ah, would I were so st�ll!" was h�s reply. "I
was then as gay and contented as a man can be." An old woman,
who was com�ng toward us, now called out, "Henry, Henry! where
are you? We have been look�ng for you everywhere: come to
d�nner." "Is he your son?" I �nqu�red, as I went toward her. "Yes," she
sa�d: "he �s my poor, unfortunate son. The Lord has sent me a heavy
affl�ct�on." I asked whether he had been long �n th�s state. She
answered, "He has been as calm as he �s at present for about s�x
months. I thank Heaven that he has so far recovered: he was for one
whole year qu�te rav�ng, and cha�ned down �n a madhouse. Now he
�njures no one, but talks of noth�ng else than k�ngs and queens. He
used to be a very good, qu�et youth, and helped to ma�nta�n me; he
wrote a very f�ne hand; but all at once he became melancholy, was
se�zed w�th a v�olent fever, grew d�stracted, and �s now as you see. If
I were only to tell you, s�r—" I �nterrupted her by ask�ng what per�od �t
was �n wh�ch he boasted of hav�ng been so happy. "Poor boy!" she
excla�med, w�th a sm�le of compass�on, "he means the t�me when he
was completely deranged, a t�me he never ceases to regret, when
he was �n the madhouse, and unconsc�ous of everyth�ng." I was



thunderstruck: I placed a p�ece of money �n her hand, and hastened
away.

"You were happy!" I excla�med, as I returned qu�ckly to the town,
"'as gay and contented as a man can be!'" God of heaven! and �s th�s
the dest�ny of man? Is he only happy before he has acqu�red h�s
reason, or after he has lost �t? Unfortunate be�ng! And yet I envy
your fate: I envy the delus�on to wh�ch you are a v�ct�m. You go forth
w�th joy to gather flowers for your pr�ncess,—�n w�nter,—and gr�eve
when you can f�nd none, and cannot understand why they do not
grow. But I wander forth w�thout joy, w�thout hope, w�thout des�gn;
and I return as I came. You fancy what a man you would be �f the
states general pa�d you. Happy mortal, who can ascr�be your
wretchedness to an earthly cause! You do not know, you do not feel,
that �n your own d�stracted heart and d�sordered bra�n dwells the
source of that unhapp�ness wh�ch all the potentates on earth cannot
rel�eve.

Let that man d�e unconsoled who can der�de the �nval�d for
undertak�ng a journey to d�stant, healthful spr�ngs, where he often
f�nds only a heav�er d�sease and a more pa�nful death, or who can
exult over the despa�r�ng m�nd of a s�nner, who, to obta�n peace of
consc�ence and an allev�at�on of m�sery, makes a p�lgr�mage to the
Holy Sepulchre. Each labor�ous step wh�ch galls h�s wounded feet �n
rough and untrodden paths pours a drop of balm �nto h�s troubled
soul, and the journey of many a weary day br�ngs a n�ghtly rel�ef to
h�s angu�shed heart. W�ll you dare call th�s enthus�asm, ye crowd of
pompous decla�mers? Enthus�asm! O God! thou seest my tears.
Thou hast allotted us our port�on of m�sery: must we also have
brethren to persecute us, to depr�ve us of our consolat�on, of our
trust �n thee, and �n thy love and mercy? For our trust �n the v�rtue of
the heal�ng root, or �n the strength of the v�ne, what �s �t else than a
bel�ef �n thee from whom all that surrounds us der�ves �ts heal�ng and
restor�ng powers? Father, whom I know not,—who wert once wont to
f�ll my soul, but who now h�dest thy face from me,—call me back to
thee; be s�lent no longer; thy s�lence shall not delay a soul wh�ch
th�rsts after thee. What man, what father, could be angry w�th a son
for return�ng to h�m suddenly, for fall�ng on h�s neck, and excla�m�ng,
"I am here aga�n, my father! forg�ve me �f I have ant�c�pated my



journey, and returned before the appo�nted t�me! The world �s
everywhere the same,—a scene of labour and pa�n, of pleasure and
reward; but what does �t all ava�l? I am happy only where thou art,
and �n thy presence am I content to suffer or enjoy." And wouldst
thou, heavenly Father, ban�sh such a ch�ld from thy presence?

DECEMBER 1.
W�lhelm, the man about whom I wrote to you—that man so

env�able �n h�s m�sfortunes—was secretary to Charlotte's father; and
an unhappy pass�on for her wh�ch he cher�shed, concealed, and at
length d�scovered, caused h�m to be d�sm�ssed from h�s s�tuat�on.
Th�s made h�m mad. Th�nk, wh�lst you peruse th�s pla�n narrat�on,
what an �mpress�on the c�rcumstance has made upon me! But �t was
related to me by Albert w�th as much calmness as you w�ll probably
peruse �t.

DECEMBER 4.
I �mplore your attent�on. It �s all over w�th me. I can support th�s

state no longer. To-day I was s�tt�ng by Charlotte. She was play�ng
upon her p�ano a success�on of del�ghtful melod�es, w�th such
�ntense express�on! Her l�ttle s�ster was dress�ng her doll upon my
lap. The tears came �nto my eyes. I leaned down, and looked �ntently
at her wedd�ng-r�ng: my tears fell—�mmed�ately she began to play
that favour�te, that d�v�ne, a�r wh�ch has so often enchanted me. I felt
comfort from a recollect�on of the past, of those bygone days when
that a�r was fam�l�ar to me; and then I recalled all the sorrows and the
d�sappo�ntments wh�ch I had s�nce endured. I paced w�th hasty
str�des through the room, my heart became convulsed w�th pa�nful
emot�ons. At length I went up to her, and excla�med W�th eagerness,
"For Heaven's sake, play that a�r no longer!" She stopped, and
looked steadfastly at me. She then sa�d, w�th a sm�le wh�ch sunk
deep �nto my heart, "Werther, you are �ll: your dearest food �s
d�stasteful to you. But go, I entreat you, and endeavour to compose
yourself." I tore myself away. God, thou seest my torments, and w�lt
end them!

DECEMBER 6.
How her �mage haunts me! Wak�ng or asleep, she f�lls my ent�re

soul! Soon as I close my eyes, here, �n my bra�n, where all the



nerves of v�s�on are concentrated, her dark eyes are �mpr�nted. Here
—I do not know how to descr�be �t; but, �f I shut my eyes, hers are
�mmed�ately before me: dark as an abyss they open upon me, and
absorb my senses.

And what �s man—that boasted dem�god? Do not h�s powers fa�l
when he most requ�res the�r use? And whether he soar �n joy, or s�nk
�n sorrow, �s not h�s career �n both �nev�tably arrested? And, wh�lst he
fondly dreams that he �s grasp�ng at �nf�n�ty, does he not feel
compelled to return to a consc�ousness of h�s cold, monotonous
ex�stence?

THE EDITOR TO THE READER.
It �s a matter of extreme regret that we want or�g�nal ev�dence of

the last remarkable days of our fr�end; and we are, therefore, obl�ged
to �nterrupt the progress of h�s correspondence, and to supply the
def�c�ency by a connected narrat�on.

I have felt �t my duty to collect accurate �nformat�on from the
mouths of persons well acqua�nted w�th h�s h�story. The story �s
s�mple; and all the accounts agree, except �n some un�mportant
part�culars. It �s true, that, w�th respect to the characters of the
persons spoken of, op�n�ons and judgments vary.

We have only, then, to relate consc�ent�ously the facts wh�ch our
d�l�gent labour has enabled us to collect, to g�ve the letters of the
deceased, and to pay part�cular attent�on to the sl�ghtest fragment
from h�s pen, more espec�ally as �t �s so d�ff�cult to d�scover the real
and correct mot�ves of men who are not of the common order.

Sorrow and d�scontent had taken deep root �n Werther's soul, and
gradually �mparted the�r character to h�s whole be�ng. The harmony
of h�s m�nd became completely d�sturbed; a perpetual exc�tement
and mental �rr�tat�on, wh�ch weakened h�s natural powers, produced
the saddest effects upon h�m, and rendered h�m at length the v�ct�m
of an exhaust�on aga�nst wh�ch he struggled w�th st�ll more pa�nful
efforts than he had d�splayed, even �n contend�ng w�th h�s other
m�sfortunes. H�s mental anx�ety weakened h�s var�ous good qual�t�es;
and he was soon converted �nto a gloomy compan�on, always
unhappy and unjust �n h�s �deas, the more wretched he became. Th�s
was, at least, the op�n�on of Albert's fr�ends. They assert, moreover,



that the character of Albert h�mself had undergone no change �n the
meant�me: he was st�ll the same be�ng whom Werther had loved,
honoured, and respected from the commencement. H�s love for
Charlotte was unbounded: he was proud of her, and des�red that she
should be recogn�sed by every one as the noblest of created be�ngs.
Was he, however, to blame for w�sh�ng to avert from her every
appearance of susp�c�on? or for h�s unw�ll�ngness to share h�s r�ch
pr�ze w�th another, even for a moment, and �n the most �nnocent
manner? It �s asserted that Albert frequently ret�red from h�s w�fe's
apartment dur�ng Werther's v�s�ts; but th�s d�d not ar�se from hatred
or avers�on to h�s fr�end, but only from a feel�ng that h�s presence
was oppress�ve to Werther.

Charlotte's father, who was conf�ned to the house by �nd�spos�t�on,
was accustomed to send h�s carr�age for her, that she m�ght make
excurs�ons �n the ne�ghbourhood. One day the weather had been
unusually severe, and the whole country was covered w�th snow.

Werther went for Charlotte the follow�ng morn�ng, �n order that, �f
Albert were absent, he m�ght conduct her home.

The beaut�ful weather produced but l�ttle �mpress�on on h�s
troubled sp�r�t. A heavy we�ght lay upon h�s soul, deep melancholy
had taken possess�on of h�m, and h�s m�nd knew no change save
from one pa�nful thought to another.

As he now never enjoyed �nternal peace, the cond�t�on of h�s fellow
creatures was to h�m a perpetual source of trouble and d�stress. He
bel�eved he had d�sturbed the happ�ness of Albert and h�s w�fe; and,
wh�lst he censured h�mself strongly for th�s, he began to enterta�n a
secret d�sl�ke to Albert.

H�s thoughts were occas�onally d�rected to th�s po�nt. "Yes," he
would repeat to h�mself, w�th �ll-concealed d�ssat�sfact�on, "yes, th�s
�s, after all, the extent of that conf�d�ng, dear, tender, and sympathet�c
love, that calm and eternal f�del�ty! What do I behold but sat�ety and
�nd�fference? Does not every fr�volous engagement attract h�m more
than h�s charm�ng and lovely w�fe? Does he know how to pr�ze h�s
happ�ness? Can he value her as she deserves? He possesses her, �t
�s true, I know that, as I know much more, and I have become
accustomed to the thought that he w�ll dr�ve me mad, or, perhaps,



murder me. Is h�s fr�endsh�p toward me un�mpa�red? Does he not
v�ew my attachment to Charlotte as an �nfr�ngement upon h�s r�ghts,
and cons�der my attent�on to her as a s�lent rebuke to h�mself? I
know, and �ndeed feel, that he d�sl�kes me, that he w�shes for my
absence, that my presence �s hateful to h�m."

He would often pause when on h�s way to v�s�t Charlotte, stand
st�ll, as though �n doubt, and seem des�rous of return�ng, but would
nevertheless proceed; and, engaged �n such thoughts and
sol�loqu�es as we have descr�bed, he f�nally reached the hunt�ng-
lodge, w�th a sort of �nvoluntary consent.

Upon one occas�on he entered the house; and, �nqu�r�ng for
Charlotte, he observed that the �nmates were �n a state of unusual
confus�on. The eldest boy �nformed h�m that a dreadful m�sfortune
had occurred at Walhe�m,—that a peasant had been murdered! But
th�s made l�ttle �mpress�on upon h�m. Enter�ng the apartment, he
found Charlotte engaged reason�ng w�th her father, who, �n sp�te of
h�s �nf�rm�ty, �ns�sted on go�ng to the scene of the cr�me, �n order to
�nst�tute an �nqu�ry. The cr�m�nal was unknown; the v�ct�m had been
found dead at h�s own door that morn�ng. Susp�c�ons were exc�ted:
the murdered man had been �n the serv�ce of a w�dow, and the
person who had prev�ously f�lled the s�tuat�on had been d�sm�ssed
from her employment.

As soon as Werther heard th�s, he excla�med w�th great
exc�tement, "Is �t poss�ble! I must go to the spot—I cannot delay a
moment!" He hastened to Walhe�m. Every �nc�dent returned v�v�dly to
h�s remembrance; and he enterta�ned not the sl�ghtest doubt that
that man was the murderer to whom he had so often spoken, and for
whom he enterta�ned so much regard. H�s way took h�m past the
well-known l�me trees, to the house where the body had been
carr�ed; and h�s feel�ngs were greatly exc�ted at the s�ght of the
fondly recollected spot. That threshold where the ne�ghbours'
ch�ldren had so often played together was sta�ned w�th blood; love
and attachment, the noblest feel�ngs of human nature, had been
converted �nto v�olence and murder. The huge trees stood there
leafless and covered w�th hoarfrost; the beaut�ful hedgerows wh�ch
surrounded the old churchyard wall were w�thered; and the



gravestones, half covered w�th snow, were v�s�ble through the
open�ngs.

As he approached the �nn, �n front of wh�ch the whole v�llage was
assembled, screams were suddenly heard. A troop of armed
peasants was seen approach�ng, and every one excla�med that the
cr�m�nal had been apprehended. Werther looked, and was not long
�n doubt. The pr�soner was no other than the servant, who had been
formerly so attached to the w�dow, and whom he had met prowl�ng
about, w�th that suppressed anger and �ll-concealed despa�r, wh�ch
we have before descr�bed.

"What have you done, unfortunate man?" �nqu�red Werther, as he
advanced toward the pr�soner. The latter turned h�s eyes upon h�m �n
s�lence, and then repl�ed w�th perfect composure; "No one w�ll now
marry her, and she w�ll marry no one." The pr�soner was taken �nto
the �nn, and Werther left the place. The m�nd of Werther was fearfully
exc�ted by th�s shock�ng occurrence. He ceased, however, to be
oppressed by h�s usual feel�ng of melancholy, moroseness, and
�nd�fference to everyth�ng that passed around h�m. He enterta�ned a
strong degree of p�ty for the pr�soner, and was se�zed w�th an
�ndescr�bable anx�ety to save h�m from h�s �mpend�ng fate. He
cons�dered h�m so unfortunate, he deemed h�s cr�me so excusable,
and thought h�s own cond�t�on so nearly s�m�lar, that he felt
conv�nced he could make every one else v�ew the matter �n the l�ght
�n wh�ch he saw �t h�mself. He now became anx�ous to undertake h�s
defence, and commenced compos�ng an eloquent speech for the
occas�on; and, on h�s way to the hunt�ng-lodge, he could not refra�n
from speak�ng aloud the statement wh�ch he resolved to make to the
judge.

Upon h�s arr�val, he found Albert had been before h�m: and he was
a l�ttle perplexed by th�s meet�ng; but he soon recovered h�mself, and
expressed h�s op�n�on w�th much warmth to the judge. The latter
shook, h�s head doubt�ngly; and although Werther urged h�s case
w�th the utmost zeal, feel�ng, and determ�nat�on �n defence of h�s
cl�ent, yet, as we may eas�ly suppose, the judge was not much
�nfluenced by h�s appeal. On the contrary, he �nterrupted h�m �n h�s
address, reasoned w�th h�m ser�ously, and even adm�n�stered a



rebuke to h�m for becom�ng the advocate of a murderer. He
demonstrated, that, accord�ng to th�s precedent, every law m�ght be
v�olated, and the publ�c secur�ty utterly destroyed. He added,
moreover, that �n such a case he could h�mself do noth�ng, w�thout
�ncurr�ng the greatest respons�b�l�ty; that everyth�ng must follow �n
the usual course, and pursue the ord�nary channel.

Werther, however, d�d not abandon h�s enterpr�se, and even
besought the judge to conn�ve at the fl�ght of the pr�soner. But th�s
proposal was peremptor�ly rejected. Albert, who had taken some part
�n the d�scuss�on, co�nc�ded �n op�n�on w�th the judge. At th�s Werther
became enraged, and took h�s leave �n great anger, after the judge
had more than once assured h�m that the pr�soner could not be
saved.

The excess of h�s gr�ef at th�s assurance may be �nferred from a
note we have found amongst h�s papers, and wh�ch was doubtless
wr�tten upon th�s very occas�on.

"You cannot be saved, unfortunate man! I see clearly that we
cannot be saved!"

Werther was h�ghly �ncensed at the observat�ons wh�ch Albert had
made to the judge �n th�s matter of the pr�soner. He thought he could
detect there�n a l�ttle b�tterness toward h�mself personally; and
although, upon reflect�on, �t could not escape h�s sound judgment
that the�r v�ew of the matter was correct, he felt the greatest poss�ble
reluctance to make such an adm�ss�on.

A memorandum of Werther's upon th�s po�nt, express�ve of h�s
general feel�ngs toward Albert, has been found amongst h�s papers.

"What �s the use of my cont�nually repeat�ng that he �s a good and
est�mable man? He �s an �nward torment to me, and I am �ncapable
of be�ng just toward h�m."

One f�ne even�ng �n w�nter, when the weather seemed �ncl�ned to
thaw, Charlotte and Albert were return�ng home together. The former
looked from t�me to t�me about her, as �f she m�ssed Werther's
company. Albert began to speak of h�m, and censured h�m for h�s
prejud�ces. He alluded to h�s unfortunate attachment, and w�shed �t
were poss�ble to d�scont�nue h�s acqua�ntance. "I des�re �t on our
own account," he added; "and I request you w�ll compel h�m to alter



h�s deportment toward you, and to v�s�t you less frequently. The
world �s censor�ous, and I know that here and there we are spoken
of." Charlotte made no reply, and Albert seemed to feel her s�lence.
At least, from that t�me he never aga�n spoke of Werther; and, when
she �ntroduced the subject, he allowed the conversat�on to d�e away,
or else he d�rected the d�scourse �nto another channel.

The va�n attempt Werther had made to save the unhappy
murderer was the last feeble gl�mmer�ng of a flame about to be
ext�ngu�shed. He sank almost �mmed�ately afterward �nto a state of
gloom and �nact�v�ty, unt�l he was at length brought to perfect
d�stract�on by learn�ng that he was to be summoned as a w�tness
aga�nst the pr�soner, who asserted h�s complete �nnocence.

H�s m�nd now became oppressed by the recollect�on of every
m�sfortune of h�s past l�fe. The mort�f�cat�on he had suffered at the
ambassador's, and h�s subsequent troubles, were rev�ved �n h�s
memory. He became utterly �nact�ve. Dest�tute of energy, he was cut
off from every pursu�t and occupat�on wh�ch compose the bus�ness
of common l�fe; and he became a v�ct�m to h�s own suscept�b�l�ty, and
to h�s restless pass�on for the most am�able and beloved of women,
whose peace he destroyed. In th�s unvary�ng monotony of ex�stence
h�s days were consumed; and h�s powers became exhausted w�thout
a�m or des�gn, unt�l they brought h�m to a sorrowful end.

A few letters wh�ch he left beh�nd, and wh�ch we here subjo�n,
afford the best proofs of h�s anx�ety of m�nd and of the depth of h�s
pass�on, as well as of h�s doubts and struggles, and of h�s wear�ness
of l�fe.

DECEMBER 12.
Dear W�lhelm, I am reduced to the cond�t�on of those unfortunate

wretches who bel�eve they are pursued by an ev�l sp�r�t. Somet�mes I
am oppressed, not by apprehens�on or fear, but by an �nexpress�ble
�nternal sensat�on, wh�ch we�ghs upon my heart, and �mpedes my
breath! Then I wander forth at n�ght, even �n th�s tempestuous
season, and feel pleasure �n survey�ng the dreadful scenes around
me.

Yesterday even�ng I went forth. A rap�d thaw had suddenly set �n: I
had been �nformed that the r�ver had r�sen, that the brooks had all



overflowed the�r banks, and that the whole vale of Walhe�m was
under water! Upon the stroke of twelve I hastened forth. I beheld a
fearful s�ght. The foam�ng torrents rolled from the mounta�ns �n the
moonl�ght,—f�elds and meadows, trees and hedges, were
confounded together; and the ent�re valley was converted �nto a
deep lake, wh�ch was ag�tated by the roar�ng w�nd! And when the
moon shone forth, and t�nged the black clouds w�th s�lver, and the
�mpetuous torrent at my feet foamed and resounded w�th awful and
grand �mpetuos�ty, I was overcome by a m�ngled sensat�on of
apprehens�on and del�ght. W�th extended arms I looked down �nto
the yawn�ng abyss, and cr�ed, "Plunge!'" For a moment my senses
forsook me, �n the �ntense del�ght of end�ng my sorrows and my
suffer�ngs by a plunge �nto that gulf! And then I felt as �f I were rooted
to the earth, and �ncapable of seek�ng an end to my woes! But my
hour �s not yet come: I feel �t �s not. O W�lhelm, how w�ll�ngly could I
abandon my ex�stence to r�de the wh�rlw�nd, or to embrace the
torrent! and then m�ght not rapture perchance be the port�on of th�s
l�berated soul?

I turned my sorrowful eyes toward a favour�te spot, where I was
accustomed to s�t w�th Charlotte beneath a w�llow after a fat�gu�ng
walk. Alas! �t was covered w�th water, and w�th d�ff�culty I found even
the meadow. And the f�elds around the hunt�ng-lodge, thought I. Has
our dear bower been destroyed by th�s unp�ty�ng storm? And a beam
of past happ�ness streamed upon me, as the m�nd of a capt�ve �s
�llum�ned by dreams of flocks and herds and bygone joys of home!
But I am free from blame. I have courage to d�e! Perhaps I have,—
but I st�ll s�t here, l�ke a wretched pauper, who collects fagots, and
begs her bread from door to door, that she may prolong for a few
days a m�serable ex�stence wh�ch she �s unw�ll�ng to res�gn.

DECEMBER 15.
What �s the matter w�th me, dear W�lhelm? I am afra�d of myself! Is

not my love for her of the purest, most holy, and most brotherly
nature? Has my soul ever been sull�ed by a s�ngle sensual des�re?
but I w�ll make no protestat�ons. And now, ye n�ghtly v�s�ons, how
truly have those mortals understood you, who ascr�be your var�ous
contrad�ctory effects to some �nv�nc�ble power! Th�s n�ght I tremble at



the avowal—I held her �n my arms, locked �n a close embrace: I
pressed her to my bosom, and covered w�th countless k�sses those
dear l�ps wh�ch murmured �n reply soft protestat�ons of love. My s�ght
became confused by the del�c�ous �ntox�cat�on of her eyes. Heavens!
�s �t s�nful to revel aga�n �n such happ�ness, to recall once more those
rapturous moments w�th �ntense del�ght? Charlotte! Charlotte! I am
lost! My senses are bew�ldered, my recollect�on �s confused, m�ne
eyes are bathed �n tears—I am �ll; and yet I am well—I w�sh for
noth�ng—I have no des�res—�t were better I were gone.

Under the c�rcumstances narrated above, a determ�nat�on to qu�t
th�s world had now taken f�xed possess�on of Werther's soul. S�nce
Charlotte's return, th�s thought had been the f�nal object of all h�s
hopes and w�shes; but he had resolved that such a step should not
be taken w�th prec�p�tat�on, but w�th calmness and tranqu�ll�ty, and
w�th the most perfect del�berat�on.

H�s troubles and �nternal struggles may be understood from the
follow�ng fragment, wh�ch was found, w�thout any date, amongst h�s
papers, and appears to have formed the beg�nn�ng of a letter to
W�lhelm.

"Her presence, her fate, her sympathy for me, have power st�ll to
extract tears from my w�thered bra�n.

"One l�fts up the curta�n, and passes to the other s�de,—that �s all!
And why all these doubts and delays? Because we know not what �s
beh�nd—because there �s no return�ng—and because our m�nd
�nfers that all �s darkness and confus�on, where we have noth�ng but
uncerta�nty."

H�s appearance at length became qu�te altered by the effect of h�s
melancholy thoughts; and h�s resolut�on was now f�nally and
�rrevocably taken, of wh�ch the follow�ng amb�guous letter, wh�ch he
addressed to h�s fr�end, may appear to afford some proof.

DECEMBER 20.
I am grateful to your love, W�lhelm, for hav�ng repeated your

adv�ce so seasonably. Yes, you are r�ght: �t �s undoubtedly better that
I should depart. But I do not ent�rely approve your scheme of
return�ng at once to your ne�ghbourhood; at least, I should l�ke to
make a l�ttle excurs�on on the way, part�cularly as we may now



expect a cont�nued frost, and consequently good roads. I am much
pleased w�th your �ntent�on of com�ng to fetch me; only delay your
journey for a fortn�ght, and wa�t for another letter from me. One
should gather noth�ng before �t �s r�pe, and a fortn�ght sooner or later
makes a great d�fference. Entreat my mother to pray for her son, and
tell her I beg her pardon for all the unhapp�ness I have occas�oned
her. It has ever been my fate to g�ve pa�n to those whose happ�ness I
should have promoted. Ad�eu, my dearest fr�end. May every bless�ng
of Heaven attend you! Farewell.

We f�nd �t d�ff�cult to express the emot�ons w�th wh�ch Charlotte's
soul was ag�tated dur�ng the whole of th�s t�me, whether �n relat�on to
her husband or to her unfortunate fr�end; although we are enabled,
by our knowledge of her character, to understand the�r nature.

It �s certa�n that she had formed a determ�nat�on, by every means
�n her power to keep Werther at a d�stance; and, �f she hes�tated �n
her dec�s�on, �t was from a s�ncere feel�ng of fr�endly p�ty, know�ng
how much �t would cost h�m, �ndeed, that he would f�nd �t almost
�mposs�ble to comply w�th her w�shes. But var�ous causes now urged
her to be f�rm. Her husband preserved a str�ct s�lence about the
whole matter; and she never made �t a subject of conversat�on,
feel�ng bound to prove to h�m by her conduct that her sent�ments
agreed w�th h�s.

The same day, wh�ch was the Sunday before Chr�stmas, after
Werther had wr�tten the last-ment�oned letter to h�s fr�end, he came
�n the even�ng to Charlotte's house, and found her alone. She was
busy prepar�ng some l�ttle g�fts for her brothers and s�sters, wh�ch
were to be d�str�buted to them on Chr�stmas Day. He began talk�ng of
the del�ght of the ch�ldren, and of that age when the sudden
appearance of the Chr�stmas-tree, decorated w�th fru�t and
sweetmeats, and l�ghted up w�th wax candles, causes such
transports of joy. "You shall have a g�ft too, �f you behave well," sa�d
Charlotte, h�d�ng her embarrassment under sweet sm�le. "And what
do you call behav�ng well? What should I do, what can I do, my dear
Charlotte?" sa�d he. "Thursday n�ght," she answered, "�s Chr�stmas
Eve. The ch�ldren are all to be here, and my father too: there �s a
present for each; do you come l�kew�se, but do not come before that



t�me." Werther started. "I des�re you w�ll not: �t must be so," she
cont�nued. "I ask �t of you as a favour, for my own peace and
tranqu�ll�ty. We cannot go on �n th�s manner any longer." He turned
away h�s face walked hast�ly up and down the room, mutter�ng
�nd�st�nctly, "We cannot go on �n th�s manner any longer!" Charlotte,
see�ng the v�olent ag�tat�on �nto wh�ch these words had thrown h�m,
endeavoured to d�vert h�s thoughts by d�fferent quest�ons, but �n va�n.
"No, Charlotte!" he excla�med; "I w�ll never see you any more!" "And
why so?" she answered. "We may—we must see each other aga�n;
only let �t be w�th more d�scret�on. Oh! why were you born w�th that
excess�ve, that ungovernable pass�on for everyth�ng that �s dear to
you?" Then, tak�ng h�s hand, she sa�d, "I entreat of you to be more
calm: your talents, your understand�ng, your gen�us, w�ll furn�sh you
w�th a thousand resources. Be a man, and conquer an unhappy
attachment toward a creature who can do noth�ng but p�ty you." He
b�t h�s l�ps, and looked at her w�th a gloomy countenance. She
cont�nued to hold h�s hand. "Grant me but a moment's pat�ence,
Werther," she sa�d. "Do you not see that you are dece�v�ng yourself,
that you are seek�ng your own destruct�on? Why must you love me,
me only, who belong to another? I fear, I much fear, that �t �s only the
�mposs�b�l�ty of possess�ng me wh�ch makes your des�re for me so
strong." He drew back h�s hand, wh�lst he surveyed her w�th a w�ld
and angry look. "'T�s well!" he excla�med, "'t�s very well! D�d not
Albert furn�sh you w�th th�s reflect�on? It �s profound, a very profound
remark." "A reflect�on that any one m�ght eas�ly make," she
answered; "and �s there not a woman �n the whole world who �s at
l�berty, and has the power to make you happy? Conquer yourself:
look for such a be�ng, and bel�eve me when I say that you w�ll
certa�nly f�nd her. I have long felt for you, and for us all: you have
conf�ned yourself too long w�th�n the l�m�ts of too narrow a c�rcle.
Conquer yourself; make an effort: a short journey w�ll be of serv�ce to
you. Seek and f�nd an object worthy of your love; then return h�ther,
and let us enjoy together all the happ�ness of the most perfect
fr�endsh�p."

"Th�s speech," repl�ed Werther w�th a cold sm�le, "th�s speech
should be pr�nted, for the benef�t of all teachers. My dear Charlotte,
allow me but a short t�me longer, and all w�ll be well." "But however,



Werther," she added, "do not come aga�n before Chr�stmas." He was
about to make some answer, when Albert came �n. They saluted
each other coldly, and w�th mutual embarrassment paced up and
down the room. Werther made some common remarks; Albert d�d
the same, and the�r conversat�on soon dropped. Albert asked h�s
w�fe about some household matters; and, f�nd�ng that h�s
comm�ss�ons were not executed, he used some express�ons wh�ch,
to Werther's ear, savoured of extreme harshness. He w�shed to go,
but had not power to move; and �n th�s s�tuat�on he rema�ned t�ll e�ght
o'clock, h�s uneas�ness and d�scontent cont�nually �ncreas�ng. At
length the cloth was la�d for supper, and he took up h�s hat and st�ck.
Albert �nv�ted h�m to rema�n; but Werther, fancy�ng that he was
merely pay�ng a formal compl�ment, thanked h�m coldly, and left the
house.

Werther returned home, took the candle from h�s servant, and
ret�red to h�s room alone. He talked for some t�me w�th great
earnestness to h�mself, wept aloud, walked �n a state of great
exc�tement through h�s chamber; t�ll at length, w�thout undress�ng, he
threw h�mself on the bed, where he was found by h�s servant at
eleven o'clock, when the latter ventured to enter the room, and take
off h�s boots. Werther d�d not prevent h�m, but forbade h�m to come
�n the morn�ng t�ll he should r�ng.

On Monday morn�ng, the 21st of December, he wrote to Charlotte
the follow�ng letter, wh�ch was found, sealed, on h�s bureau after h�s
death, and was g�ven to her. I shall �nsert �t �n fragments; as �t
appears, from several c�rcumstances, to have been wr�tten �n that
manner.

"It �s all over, Charlotte: I am resolved to d�e! I make th�s
declarat�on del�berately and coolly, w�thout any romant�c pass�on, on
th�s morn�ng of the day when I am to see you for the last t�me. At the
moment you read these l�nes, O best of women, the cold grave w�ll
hold the �nan�mate rema�ns of that restless and unhappy be�ng who,
�n the last moments of h�s ex�stence, knew no pleasure so great as
that of convers�ng w�th you! I have passed a dreadful n�ght or rather,
let me say, a prop�t�ous one; for �t has g�ven me resolut�on, �t has
f�xed my purpose. I am resolved to d�e. When I tore myself from you



yesterday, my senses were �n tumult and d�sorder; my heart was
oppressed, hope and pleasure had fled from me for ever, and a
petr�fy�ng cold had se�zed my wretched be�ng. I could scarcely reach
my room. I threw myself on my knees; and Heaven, for the last t�me,
granted me the consolat�on of shedd�ng tears. A thousand �deas, a
thousand schemes, arose w�th�n my soul; t�ll at length one last, f�xed,
f�nal thought took possess�on of my heart. It was to d�e. I lay down to
rest; and �n the morn�ng, �n the qu�et hour of awaken�ng, the same
determ�nat�on was upon me. To d�e! It �s not despa�r: �t �s conv�ct�on
that I have f�lled up the measure of my suffer�ngs, that I have
reached my appo�nted term, and must sacr�f�ce myself for thee. Yes,
Charlotte, why should I not avow �t? One of us three must d�e: �t shall
be Werther. O beloved Charlotte! th�s heart, exc�ted by rage and fury,
has often conce�ved the horr�d �dea of murder�ng your husband—you
—myself! The lot �s cast at length. And �n the br�ght, qu�et even�ngs
of summer, when you somet�mes wander toward the mounta�ns, let
your thoughts then turn to me: recollect how often you have watched
me com�ng to meet you from the valley; then bend your eyes upon
the churchyard wh�ch conta�ns my grave, and, by the l�ght of the
sett�ng sun, mark how the even�ng breeze waves the tall grass wh�ch
grows above my tomb. I was calm when I began th�s letter, but the
recollect�on of these scenes makes me weep l�ke a ch�ld."

About ten �n the morn�ng, Werther called h�s servant, and, wh�lst
he was dress�ng, told h�m that �n a few days he �ntended to set out
upon a journey, and bade h�m therefore lay h�s clothes �n order, and
prepare them for pack�ng up, call �n all h�s accounts, fetch home the
books he had lent, and g�ve two months' pay to the poor dependants
who were accustomed to rece�ve from h�m a weekly allowance.

He breakfasted �n h�s room, and then mounted h�s horse, and went
to v�s�t the steward, who, however, was not at home. He walked
pens�vely �n the garden, and seemed anx�ous to renew all the �deas
that were most pa�nful to h�m.

The ch�ldren d�d not suffer h�m to rema�n alone long. They followed
h�m, sk�pp�ng and danc�ng before h�m, and told h�m, that after to-
morrow and tomorrow and one day more, they were to rece�ve the�r
Chr�stmas g�ft from Charlotte; and they then recounted all the



wonders of wh�ch they had formed �deas �n the�r ch�ld �mag�nat�ons.
"Tomorrow and tomorrow," sa�d he, "and one day more!" And he
k�ssed them tenderly. He was go�ng; but the younger boy stopped
h�m, to wh�sper someth�ng �n h�s ear. He told h�m that h�s elder
brothers had wr�tten splend�d New-Year's w�shes so large! one for
papa, and another for Albert and Charlotte, and one for Werther; and
they were to be presented early �n the morn�ng, on New Year's Day.
Th�s qu�te overcame h�m. He made each of the ch�ldren a present,
mounted h�s horse, left h�s compl�ments for papa and mamma, and,
w�th tears �n h�s eyes, rode away from the place.

He returned home about f�ve o'clock, ordered h�s servant to keep
up h�s f�re, des�red h�m to pack h�s books and l�nen at the bottom of
the trunk, and to place h�s coats at the top. He then appears to have
made the follow�ng add�t�on to the letter addressed to Charlotte:

"You do not expect me. You th�nk I w�ll obey you, and not v�s�t you
aga�n t�ll Chr�stmas Eve. O Charlotte, today or never! On Chr�stmas
Eve you w�ll hold th�s paper �n your hand; you w�ll tremble, and
mo�sten �t w�th your tears. I w�ll—I must! Oh, how happy I feel to be
determ�ned!"

In the meant�me, Charlotte was �n a p�t�able state of m�nd. After
her last conversat�on w�th Werther, she found how pa�nful to herself �t
would be to decl�ne h�s v�s�ts, and knew how severely he would
suffer from the�r separat�on.

She had, �n conversat�on w�th Albert, ment�oned casually that
Werther would not return before Chr�stmas Eve; and soon afterward
Albert went on horseback to see a person �n the ne�ghbourhood, w�th
whom he had to transact some bus�ness wh�ch would deta�n h�m all
n�ght.

Charlotte was s�tt�ng alone. None of her fam�ly were near, and she
gave herself up to the reflect�ons that s�lently took possess�on of her
m�nd. She was for ever un�ted to a husband whose love and f�del�ty
she had proved, to whom she was heart�ly devoted, and who
seemed to be a spec�al g�ft from Heaven to ensure her happ�ness.
On the other hand, Werther had become dear to her. There was a
cord�al unan�m�ty of sent�ment between them from the very f�rst hour
of the�r acqua�ntance, and the�r long assoc�at�on and repeated



�nterv�ews had made an �ndel�ble �mpress�on upon her heart. She
had been accustomed to commun�cate to h�m every thought and
feel�ng wh�ch �nterested her, and h�s absence threatened to open a
vo�d �n her ex�stence wh�ch �t m�ght be �mposs�ble to f�ll. How heart�ly
she w�shed that she m�ght change h�m �nto her brother,—that she
could �nduce h�m to marry one of her own fr�ends, or could
reestabl�sh h�s �nt�macy w�th Albert.

She passed all her �nt�mate fr�ends �n rev�ew before her m�nd, but
found someth�ng object�onable �n each, and could dec�de upon none
to whom she would consent to g�ve h�m.

Am�d all these cons�derat�ons she felt deeply but �nd�st�nctly that
her own real but unexpressed w�sh was to reta�n h�m for herself, and
her pure and am�able heart felt from th�s thought a sense of
oppress�on wh�ch seemed to forb�d a prospect of happ�ness. She
was wretched: a dark cloud obscured her mental v�s�on.

It was now half-past s�x o'clock, and she heard Werther's step on
the sta�rs. She at once recogn�sed h�s vo�ce, as he �nqu�red �f she
were at home. Her heart beat aud�bly—we could almost say for the
f�rst t�me—at h�s arr�val. It was too late to deny herself; and, as he
entered, she excla�med, w�th a sort of �ll concealed confus�on, "You
have not kept your word!" "I prom�sed noth�ng," he answered. "But
you should have compl�ed, at least for my sake," she cont�nued. "I
�mplore you, for both our sakes."

She scarcely knew what she sa�d or d�d; and sent for some
fr�ends, who, by the�r presence, m�ght prevent her be�ng left alone
w�th Werther. He put down some books he had brought w�th h�m,
then made �nqu�r�es about some others, unt�l she began to hope that
her fr�ends m�ght arr�ve shortly, enterta�n�ng at the same t�me a
des�re that they m�ght stay away.

At one moment she felt anx�ous that the servant should rema�n �n
the adjo�n�ng room, then she changed her m�nd. Werther,
meanwh�le, walked �mpat�ently up and down. She went to the p�ano,
and determ�ned not to ret�re. She then collected her thoughts, and
sat down qu�etly at Werther's s�de, who had taken h�s usual place on
the sofa.



"Have you brought noth�ng to read?" she �nqu�red. He had noth�ng.
"There �n my drawer," she cont�nued, "you w�ll f�nd your own
translat�on of some of the songs of Oss�an. I have not yet read them,
as I have st�ll hoped to hear you rec�te them; but, for some t�me past,
I have not been able to accompl�sh such a w�sh." He sm�led, and
went for the manuscr�pt, wh�ch he took w�th a shudder. He sat down;
and, w�th eyes full of tears, he began to read.

"Star of descend�ng n�ght! fa�r �s thy l�ght �n the west! thou l�ftest
thy unshorn head from thy cloud; thy steps are stately on thy h�ll.
What dost thou behold �n the pla�n? The stormy w�nds are la�d. The
murmur of the torrent comes from afar. Roar�ng waves cl�mb the
d�stant rock. The fl�es of even�ng are on the�r feeble w�ngs: the hum
of the�r course �s on the f�eld. What dost thou behold, fa�r l�ght? But
thou dost sm�le and depart. The waves come w�th joy around thee:
they bathe thy lovely ha�r. Farewell, thou s�lent beam! Let the l�ght of
Oss�an's soul ar�se!

"And �t does ar�se �n �ts strength! I behold my departed fr�ends.
The�r gather�ng �s on Lora, as �n the days of other years. F�ngal
comes l�ke a watery column of m�st! h�s heroes are around: and see
the bards of song, gray-ha�red Ull�n! stately Ryno! Alp�n w�th the
tuneful vo�ce: the soft compla�nt of M�nona! How are ye changed, my
fr�ends, s�nce the days of Selma's feast! when we contended, l�ke
gales of spr�ng as they fly along the h�ll, and bend by turns the feebly
wh�stl�ng grass.

"M�nona came forth �n her beauty, w�th downcast look and tearful
eye. Her ha�r was fly�ng slowly w�th the blast that rushed unfrequent
from the h�ll. The souls of the heroes were sad when she ra�sed the
tuneful vo�ce. Oft had they seen the grave of Salgar, the dark
dwell�ng of wh�te-bosomed Colma. Colma left alone on the h�ll w�th
all her vo�ce of song! Salgar prom�sed to come! but the n�ght
descended around. Hear the vo�ce of Colma, when she sat alone on
the h�ll!

"Colma. It �s n�ght: I am alone, forlorn on the h�ll of storms. The
w�nd �s heard on the mounta�n. The torrent �s howl�ng down the rock.
No hut rece�ves me from the ra�n: forlorn on the h�ll of w�nds!



"R�se moon! from beh�nd thy clouds. Stars of the n�ght, ar�se! Lead
me, some l�ght, to the place where my love rests from the chase
alone! H�s bow near h�m unstrung, h�s dogs pant�ng around h�m! But
here I must s�t alone by the rock of the mossy stream. The stream
and the w�nd roar aloud. I hear not the vo�ce of my love! Why delays
my Salgar; why the ch�ef of the h�ll h�s prom�se? Here �s the rock and
here the tree! here �s the roar�ng stream! Thou d�dst prom�se w�th
n�ght to be here. Ah! wh�ther �s my Salgar gone? W�th thee I would
fly from my father, w�th thee from my brother of pr�de. Our race have
long been foes: we are not foes, O Salgar!

"Cease a l�ttle wh�le, O w�nd! stream, be thou s�lent awh�le! let my
vo�ce be heard around! let my wanderer hear me! Salgar! �t �s Colma
who calls. Here �s the tree and the rock. Salgar, my love, I am here!
Why delayest thou thy com�ng? Lo! the calm moon comes forth. The
flood �s br�ght �n the vale. The rocks are gray on the steep. I see h�m
not on the brow. H�s dogs come not before h�m w�th t�d�ngs of h�s
near approach. Here I must s�t alone!

"Who l�e on the heath bes�de me? Are they my love and my
brother? Speak to me, O my fr�ends! To Colma they g�ve no reply.
Speak to me: I am alone! My soul �s tormented w�th fears. Ah, they
are dead! The�r swords are red from the f�ght. O my brother! my
brother! why hast thou sla�n my Salgar! Why, O Salgar, hast thou
sla�n my brother! Dear were ye both to me! what shall I say �n your
pra�se? Thou wert fa�r on the h�ll among thousands! he was terr�ble
�n f�ght! Speak to me! hear my vo�ce! hear me, sons of my love! They
are s�lent! s�lent for ever! Cold, cold, are the�r breasts of clay! Oh,
from the rock on the h�ll, from the top of the w�ndy steep, speak, ye
ghosts of the dead! Speak, I w�ll not be afra�d! Wh�ther are ye gone
to rest? In what cave of the h�ll shall I f�nd the departed? No feeble
vo�ce �s on the gale: no answer half drowned �n the storm!

"I s�t �n my gr�ef: I wa�t for morn�ng �n my tears! Rear the tomb, ye
fr�ends of the dead. Close �t not t�ll Colma come. My l�fe fl�es away
l�ke a dream. Why should I stay beh�nd? Here shall I rest w�th my
fr�ends, by the stream of the sound�ng rock. When n�ght comes on
the h�ll when the loud w�nds ar�se my ghost shall stand �n the blast,
and mourn the death of my fr�ends. The hunter shall hear from h�s



booth; he shall fear, but love my vo�ce! For sweet shall my vo�ce be
for my fr�ends: pleasant were her fr�ends to Colma.

"Such was thy song, M�nona, softly blush�ng daughter of Torman.
Our tears descended for Colma, and our souls were sad! Ull�n came
w�th h�s harp; he gave the song of Alp�n. The vo�ce of Alp�n was
pleasant, the soul of Ryno was a beam of f�re! But they had rested �n
the narrow house: the�r vo�ce had ceased �n Selma! Ull�n had
returned one day from the chase before the heroes fell. He heard
the�r str�fe on the h�ll: the�r song was soft, but sad! They mourned the
fall of Morar, f�rst of mortal men! H�s soul was l�ke the soul of F�ngal:
h�s sword l�ke the sword of Oscar. But he fell, and h�s father
mourned: h�s s�ster's eyes were full of tears. M�nona's eyes were full
of tears, the s�ster of car-borne Morar. She ret�red from the song of
Ull�n, l�ke the moon �n the west, when she foresees the shower, and
h�des her fa�r head �n a cloud. I touched the harp w�th Ull�n: the song
of morn�ng rose!

"Ryno. The w�nd and the ra�n are past, calm �s the noon of day.
The clouds are d�v�ded �n heaven. Over the green h�lls fl�es the
�nconstant sun. Red through the stony vale comes down the stream
of the h�ll. Sweet are thy murmurs, O stream! but more sweet �s the
vo�ce I hear. It �s the vo�ce of Alp�n, the son of song, mourn�ng for the
dead! Bent �s h�s head of age: red h�s tearful eye. Alp�n, thou son of
song, why alone on the s�lent h�ll? why compla�nest thou, as a blast
�n the wood as a wave on the lonely shore?

"Alp�n. My tears, O Ryno! are for the dead my vo�ce for those that
have passed away. Tall thou art on the h�ll; fa�r among the sons of
the vale. But thou shalt fall l�ke Morar: the mourner shall s�t on thy
tomb. The h�lls shall know thee no more: thy bow shall l�e �n thy hall
unstrung!

"Thou wert sw�ft, O Morar! as a roe on the desert: terr�ble as a
meteor of f�re. Thy wrath was as the storm. Thy sword �n battle as
l�ghtn�ng �n the f�eld. Thy vo�ce was as a stream after ra�n, l�ke
thunder on d�stant h�lls. Many fell by thy arm: they were consumed �n
the flames of thy wrath. But when thou d�dst return from war, how
peaceful was thy brow. Thy face was l�ke the sun after ra�n: l�ke the



moon �n the s�lence of n�ght: calm as the breast of the lake when the
loud w�nd �s la�d.

"Narrow �s thy dwell�ng now! dark the place of th�ne abode! W�th
three steps I compass thy grave, O thou who wast so great before!
Four stones, w�th the�r heads of moss, are the only memor�al of thee.
A tree w�th scarce a leaf, long grass wh�ch wh�stles �n the w�nd, mark
to the hunter's eye the grave of the m�ghty Morar. Morar! thou art low
�ndeed. Thou hast no mother to mourn thee, no ma�d w�th her tears
of love. Dead �s she that brought thee forth. Fallen �s the daughter of
Morglan.

"Who on h�s staff �s th�s? Who �s th�s whose head �s wh�te w�th
age, whose eyes are red w�th tears, who quakes at every step? It �s
thy father, O Morar! the father of no son but thee. He heard of thy
fame �n war, he heard of foes d�spersed. He heard of Morar's
renown, why d�d he not hear of h�s wound? Weep, thou father of
Morar! Weep, but thy son heareth thee not. Deep �s the sleep of the
dead, low the�r p�llow of dust. No more shall he hear thy vo�ce, no
more awake at thy call. When shall �t be morn �n the grave, to b�d the
slumberer awake? Farewell, thou bravest of men! thou conqueror �n
the f�eld! but the f�eld shall see thee no more, nor the dark wood be
l�ghtened w�th the splendour of thy steel. Thou has left no son. The
song shall preserve thy name. Future t�mes shall hear of thee they
shall hear of the fallen Morar!

"The gr�ef of all arose, but most the burst�ng s�gh of Arm�n. He
remembers the death of h�s son, who fell �n the days of h�s youth.
Carmor was near the hero, the ch�ef of the echo�ng Galmal. Why
burst the s�gh of Arm�n? he sa�d. Is there a cause to mourn? The
song comes w�th �ts mus�c to melt and please the soul. It �s l�ke soft
m�st that, r�s�ng from a lake, pours on the s�lent vale; the green
flowers are f�lled w�th dew, but the sun returns �n h�s strength, and
the m�st �s gone. Why art thou sad, O Arm�n, ch�ef of sea-surrounded
Gorma?

"Sad I am! nor small �s my cause of woe! Carmor, thou hast lost no
son; thou hast lost no daughter of beauty. Colgar the val�ant l�ves,
and Ann�ra, fa�rest ma�d. The boughs of thy house ascend, O
Carmor! but Arm�n �s the last of h�s race. Dark �s thy bed, O Daura!



deep thy sleep �n the tomb! When shalt thou wake w�th thy songs?
w�th all thy vo�ce of mus�c?

"Ar�se, w�nds of autumn, ar�se: blow along the heath. Streams of
the mounta�ns, roar; roar, tempests �n the groves of my oaks! Walk
through broken clouds, O moon! show thy pale face at �ntervals;
br�ng to my m�nd the n�ght when all my ch�ldren fell, when Ar�ndal the
m�ghty fell—when Daura the lovely fa�led. Daura, my daughter, thou
wert fa�r, fa�r as the moon on Fura, wh�te as the dr�ven snow, sweet
as the breath�ng gale. Ar�ndal, thy bow was strong, thy spear was
sw�ft on the f�eld, thy look was l�ke m�st on the wave, thy sh�eld a red
cloud �n a storm! Armar, renowned �n war, came and sought Daura's
love. He was not long refused: fa�r was the hope of the�r fr�ends.

"Erath, son of Odgal, rep�ned: h�s brother had been sla�n by Armar.
He came d�sgu�sed l�ke a son of the sea: fa�r was h�s cl�ff on the
wave, wh�te h�s locks of age, calm h�s ser�ous brow. Fa�rest of
women, he sa�d, lovely daughter of Arm�n! a rock not d�stant �n the
sea bears a tree on �ts s�de; red sh�nes the fru�t afar. There Armar
wa�ts for Daura. I come to carry h�s love! she went she called on
Armar. Nought answered, but the son of the rock. Armar, my love,
my love! why tormentest thou me w�th fear? Hear, son of Arnart,
hear! �t �s Daura who calleth thee. Erath, the tra�tor, fled laugh�ng to
the land. She l�fted up her vo�ce—she called for her brother and her
father. Ar�ndal! Arm�n! none to rel�eve you, Daura.

"Her vo�ce came over the sea. Ar�ndal, my son, descended from
the h�ll, rough �n the spo�ls of the chase. H�s arrows rattled by h�s
s�de; h�s bow was �n h�s hand, f�ve dark-gray dogs attended h�s
steps. He saw f�erce Erath on the shore; he se�zed and bound h�m to
an oak. Th�ck w�nd the thongs of the h�de around h�s l�mbs; he loads
the w�nds w�th h�s groans. Ar�ndal ascends the deep �n h�s boat to
br�ng Daura to land. Armar came �n h�s wrath, and let fly the gray-
feathered shaft. It sung, �t sunk �n thy heart, O Ar�ndal, my son! for
Erath the tra�tor thou d�est. The oar �s stopped at once: he panted on
the rock, and exp�red. What �s thy gr�ef, O Daura, when round thy
feet �s poured thy brother's blood. The boat �s broken �n twa�n. Armar
plunges �nto the sea to rescue h�s Daura, or d�e. Sudden a blast from
a h�ll came over the waves; he sank, and he rose no more.



"Alone, on the sea-beat rock, my daughter was heard to compla�n;
frequent and loud were her cr�es. What could her father do? All n�ght
I stood on the shore: I saw her by the fa�nt beam of the moon. All
n�ght I heard her cr�es. Loud was the w�nd; the ra�n beat hard on the
h�ll. Before morn�ng appeared, her vo�ce was weak; �t d�ed away l�ke
the even�ng breeze among the grass of the rocks. Spent w�th gr�ef,
she exp�red, and left thee, Arm�n, alone. Gone �s my strength �n war,
fallen my pr�de among women. When the storms aloft ar�se, when
the north l�fts the wave on h�gh, I s�t by the sound�ng shore, and look
on the fatal rock.

"Often by the sett�ng moon I see the ghosts of my ch�ldren; half
v�ewless they walk �n mournful conference together."

A torrent of tears wh�ch streamed from Charlotte's eyes and gave
rel�ef to her burst�ng heart, stopped Werther's rec�tat�on. He threw
down the book, se�zed her hand, and wept b�tterly. Charlotte leaned
upon her hand, and bur�ed her face �n her handkerch�ef: the ag�tat�on
of both was excess�ve. They felt that the�r own fate was p�ctured �n
the m�sfortunes of Oss�an's heroes, they felt th�s together, and the�r
tears redoubled. Werther supported h�s forehead on Charlotte's arm:
she trembled, she w�shed to be gone; but sorrow and sympathy lay
l�ke a leaden we�ght upon her soul. She recovered herself shortly,
and begged Werther, w�th broken sobs, to leave her, �mplored h�m
w�th the utmost earnestness to comply w�th her request. He
trembled; h�s heart was ready to burst: then, tak�ng up the book
aga�n, he recommenced read�ng, �n a vo�ce broken by sobs.

"Why dost thou waken me, O spr�ng? Thy vo�ce woos me,
excla�m�ng, I refresh thee w�th heavenly dews; but the t�me of my
decay �s approach�ng, the storm �s n�gh that shall wh�ther my leaves.
Tomorrow the traveller shall come, he shall come, who beheld me �n
beauty: h�s eye shall seek me �n the f�eld around, but he shall not
f�nd me."

The whole force of these words fell upon the unfortunate Werther.
Full of despa�r, he threw h�mself at Charlotte's feet, se�zed her
hands, and pressed them to h�s eyes and to h�s forehead. An
apprehens�on of h�s fatal project now struck her for the f�rst t�me. Her
senses were bew�ldered: she held h�s hands, pressed them to her



bosom; and, lean�ng toward h�m w�th emot�ons of the tenderest p�ty,
her warm cheek touched h�s. They lost s�ght of everyth�ng. The world
d�sappeared from the�r eyes. He clasped her �n h�s arms, stra�ned
her to h�s bosom, and covered her trembl�ng l�ps w�th pass�onate
k�sses. "Werther!" she cr�ed w�th a fa�nt vo�ce, turn�ng herself away;
"Werther!" and, w�th a feeble hand, she pushed h�m from her. At
length, w�th the f�rm vo�ce of v�rtue, she excla�med, "Werther!" He
res�sted not, but, tear�ng h�mself from her arms, fell on h�s knees
before her. Charlotte rose, and, w�th d�sordered gr�ef, �n m�ngled
tones of love and resentment, she excla�med, "It �s the last t�me,
Werther! You shall never see me any more!" Then, cast�ng one last,
tender look upon her unfortunate lover, she rushed �nto the adjo�n�ng
room, and locked the door. Werther held out h�s arms, but d�d not
dare to deta�n her. He cont�nued on the ground, w�th h�s head rest�ng
on the sofa, for half an hour, t�ll he heard a no�se wh�ch brought h�m
to h�s senses. The servant entered. He then walked up and down the
room; and, when he was aga�n left alone, he went to Charlotte's
door, and, �n a low vo�ce, sa�d, "Charlotte, Charlotte! but one word
more, one last ad�eu!" She returned no answer. He stopped, and
l�stened and entreated; but all was s�lent. At length he tore h�mself
from the place, cry�ng, "Ad�eu, Charlotte, ad�eu for ever!"

Werther ran to the gate of the town. The guards, who knew h�m,
let h�m pass �n s�lence. The n�ght was dark and stormy,—�t ra�ned
and snowed. He reached h�s own door about eleven. H�s servant,
although see�ng h�m enter the house w�thout h�s hat, d�d not venture
to say anyth�ng; and; as he undressed h�s master, he found that h�s
clothes were wet. H�s hat was afterward found on the po�nt of a rock
overhang�ng the valley; and �t �s �nconce�vable how he could have
cl�mbed to the summ�t on such a dark, tempestuous n�ght w�thout
los�ng h�s l�fe.

He ret�red to bed, and slept to a late hour. The next morn�ng h�s
servant, upon be�ng called to br�ng h�s coffee, found h�m wr�t�ng. He
was add�ng, to Charlotte, what we here annex.

"For the last, last t�me I open these eyes. Alas! they w�ll behold the
sun no more. It �s covered by a th�ck, �mpenetrable cloud. Yes,
Nature! put on mourn�ng: your ch�ld, your fr�end, your lover, draws



near h�s end! Th�s thought, Charlotte, �s w�thout parallel; and yet �t
seems l�ke a myster�ous dream when I repeat—th�s �s my last day!
The last! Charlotte, no word can adequately express th�s thought.
The last! To-day I stand erect �n all my strength to-morrow, cold and
stark, I shall l�e extended upon the ground. To d�e! what �s death?
We do but dream �n our d�scourse upon �t. I have seen many human
be�ngs d�e; but, so stra�tened �s our feeble nature, we have no clear
concept�on of the beg�nn�ng or the end of our ex�stence. At th�s
moment I am my own—or rather I am th�ne, th�ne, my adored! and
the next we are parted, severed—perhaps for ever! No, Charlotte,
no! How can I, how can you, be ann�h�lated? We ex�st. What �s
ann�h�lat�on? A mere word, an unmean�ng sound that f�xes no
�mpress�on on the m�nd. Dead, Charlotte! la�d �n the cold earth, �n the
dark and narrow grave! I had a fr�end once who was everyth�ng to
me �n early youth. She d�ed. I followed her hearse; I stood by her
grave when the coff�n was lowered; and when I heard the creak�ng of
the cords as they were loosened and drawn up, when the f�rst
shovelful of earth was thrown �n, and the coff�n returned a hollow
sound, wh�ch grew fa�nter and fa�nter t�ll all was completely covered
over, I threw myself on the ground; my heart was sm�tten, gr�eved,
shattered, rent—but I ne�ther knew what had happened, nor what
was to happen to me. Death! the grave! I understand not the words.
—Forg�ve, oh, forg�ve me! Yesterday—ah, that day should have
been the last of my l�fe! Thou angel! for the f�rst t�me �n my ex�stence,
I felt rapture glow w�th�n my �nmost soul. She loves, she loves me!
St�ll burns upon my l�ps the sacred f�re they rece�ved from th�ne. New
torrents of del�ght overwhelm my soul. Forg�ve me, oh, forg�ve!

"I knew that I was dear to you; I saw �t �n your f�rst entranc�ng look,
knew �t by the f�rst pressure of your hand; but when I was absent
from you, when I saw Albert at your s�de, my doubts and fears
returned.

"Do you remember the flowers you sent me, when, at that crowded
assembly, you could ne�ther speak nor extend your hand to me? Half
the n�ght I was on my knees before those flowers, and I regarded
them as the pledges of your love; but those �mpress�ons grew fa�nter,
and were at length effaced.



"Everyth�ng passes away; but a whole etern�ty could not ext�ngu�sh
the l�v�ng flame wh�ch was yesterday k�ndled by your l�ps, and wh�ch
now burns w�th�n me. She loves me! These arms have enc�rcled her
wa�st, these l�ps have trembled upon hers. She �s m�ne! Yes,
Charlotte, you are m�ne for ever!

"And what do they mean by say�ng Albert �s your husband? He
may be so for th�s world; and �n th�s world �t �s a s�n to love you, to
w�sh to tear you from h�s embrace. Yes, �t �s a cr�me; and I suffer the
pun�shment, but I have enjoyed the full del�ght of my s�n. I have
�nhaled a balm that has rev�ved my soul. From th�s hour you are
m�ne; yes, Charlotte, you are m�ne! I go before you. I go to my
Father and to your Father. I w�ll pour out my sorrows before h�m, and
he w�ll g�ve me comfort t�ll you arr�ve. Then w�ll I fly to meet you. I w�ll
cla�m you, and rema�n your eternal embrace, �n the presence of the
Alm�ghty.

"I do not dream, I do not rave. Draw�ng nearer to the grave my
percept�ons become clearer. We shall ex�st; we shall see each other
aga�n; we shall behold your mother; I shall behold her, and expose to
her my �nmost heart. Your mother—your �mage!"

About eleven o'clock Werther asked h�s servant �f Albert had
returned. He answered, "Yes;" for he had seen h�m pass on
horseback: upon wh�ch Werther sent h�m the follow�ng note,
unsealed:

"Be so good as to lend me your p�stols for a journey. Ad�eu."
Charlotte had slept l�ttle dur�ng the past n�ght. All her

apprehens�ons were real�sed �n a way that she could ne�ther foresee
nor avo�d. Her blood was bo�l�ng �n her ve�ns, and a thousand pa�nful
sensat�ons rent her pure heart. Was �t the ardour of Werther's
pass�onate embraces that she felt w�th�n her bosom? Was �t anger at
h�s dar�ng? Was �t the sad compar�son of her present cond�t�on w�th
former days of �nnocence, tranqu�ll�ty, and self-conf�dence? How
could she approach her husband, and confess a scene wh�ch she
had no reason to conceal, and wh�ch she yet felt, nevertheless,
unw�ll�ng to avow? They had preserved so long a s�lence toward
each other and should she be the f�rst to break �t by so unexpected a
d�scovery? She feared that the mere statement of Werther's v�s�t



would trouble h�m, and h�s d�stress would be he�ghtened by her
perfect candour. She w�shed that he could see her �n her true l�ght,
and judge her w�thout prejud�ce; but was she anx�ous that he should
read her �nmost soul? On the other hand, could she dece�ve a be�ng
to whom all her thoughts had ever been exposed as clearly as
crystal, and from whom no sent�ment had ever been concealed?
These reflect�ons made her anx�ous and thoughtful. Her m�nd st�ll
dwelt on Werther, who was now lost to her, but whom she could not
br�ng herself to res�gn, and for whom she knew noth�ng was left but
despa�r �f she should be lost to h�m for ever.

A recollect�on of that myster�ous estrangement wh�ch had lately
subs�sted between herself and Albert, and wh�ch she could never
thoroughly understand, was now beyond measure pa�nful to her.
Even the prudent and the good have before now hes�tated to expla�n
the�r mutual d�fferences, and have dwelt �n s�lence upon the�r
�mag�nary gr�evances, unt�l c�rcumstances have become so
entangled, that �n that cr�t�cal juncture, when a calm explanat�on
would have saved all part�es, an understand�ng was �mposs�ble. And
thus �f domest�c conf�dence had been earl�er establ�shed between
them, �f love and k�nd forbearance had mutually an�mated and
expanded the�r hearts, �t m�ght not, perhaps, even yet have been too
late to save our fr�end.

But we must not forget one remarkable c�rcumstance. We may
observe from the character of Werther's correspondence, that he
had never affected to conceal h�s anx�ous des�re to qu�t th�s world.
He had often d�scussed the subject w�th Albert; and, between the
latter and Charlotte, �t had not unfrequently formed a top�c of
conversat�on. Albert was so opposed to the very �dea of such an
act�on, that, w�th a degree of �rr�tat�on unusual �n h�m, he had more
than once g�ven Werther to understand that he doubted the
ser�ousness of h�s threats, and not only turned them �nto r�d�cule, but
caused Charlotte to share h�s feel�ngs of �ncredul�ty. Her heart was
thus tranqu�ll�sed when she felt d�sposed to v�ew the melancholy
subject �n a ser�ous po�nt of v�ew, though she never commun�cated to
her husband the apprehens�ons she somet�mes exper�enced.



Albert, upon h�s return, was rece�ved by Charlotte w�th �ll-
concealed embarrassment. He was h�mself out of humour; h�s
bus�ness was unf�n�shed; and he had just d�scovered that the
ne�ghbour�ng off�c�al w�th whom he had to deal, was an obst�nate and
narrow-m�nded personage. Many th�ngs had occurred to �rr�tate h�m.

He �nqu�red whether anyth�ng had happened dur�ng h�s absence,
and Charlotte hast�ly answered that Werther had been there on the
even�ng prev�ously. He then �nqu�red for h�s letters, and was
answered that several packages had been left �n h�s study. He
thereon ret�red, leav�ng Charlotte alone.

The presence of the be�ng she loved and honoured produced a
new �mpress�on on her heart. The recollect�on of h�s generos�ty,
k�ndness, and affect�on had calmed her ag�tat�on: a secret �mpulse
prompted her to follow h�m; she took her work and went to h�s study,
as was often her custom. He was bus�ly employed open�ng and
read�ng h�s letters. It seemed as �f the contents of some were
d�sagreeable. She asked some quest�ons: he gave short answers,
and sat down to wr�te.

Several hours passed �n th�s manner, and Charlotte's feel�ngs
became more and more melancholy. She felt the extreme d�ff�culty of
expla�n�ng to her husband, under any c�rcumstances, the we�ght that
lay upon her heart; and her depress�on became every moment
greater, �n proport�on as she endeavoured to h�de her gr�ef, and to
conceal her tears.



The arr�val of Werther's servant occas�oned her the greatest
embarrassment. He gave Albert a note, wh�ch the latter coldly
handed to h�s w�fe, say�ng, at the same t�me, "G�ve h�m the p�stols. I
w�sh h�m a pleasant journey," he added, turn�ng to the servant.
These words fell upon Charlotte l�ke a thunderstroke: she rose from
her seat half-fa�nt�ng, and unconsc�ous of what she d�d. She walked
mechan�cally toward the wall, took down the p�stols w�th a trembl�ng
hand, slowly w�ped the dust from them, and would have delayed
longer, had not Albert hastened her movements by an �mpat�ent look.
She then del�vered the fatal weapons to the servant, w�thout be�ng
able to utter a word. As soon as he had departed, she folded up her
work, and ret�red at once to her room, her heart overcome w�th the
most fearful forebod�ngs. She ant�c�pated some dreadful calam�ty.
She was at one moment on the po�nt of go�ng to her husband,
throw�ng herself at h�s feet, and acqua�nt�ng h�m w�th all that had
happened on the prev�ous even�ng, that she m�ght acknowledge her
fault, and expla�n her apprehens�ons; then she saw that such a step
would be useless, as she would certa�nly be unable to �nduce Albert
to v�s�t Werther. D�nner was served; and a k�nd fr�end whom she had
persuaded to rema�n ass�sted to susta�n the conversat�on, wh�ch was
carr�ed on by a sort of compuls�on, t�ll the events of the morn�ng were
forgotten.

When the servant brought the p�stols to Werther, the latter
rece�ved them w�th transports of del�ght upon hear�ng that Charlotte
had g�ven them to h�m w�th her own hand. He ate some bread, drank
some w�ne, sent h�s servant to d�nner, and then sat down to wr�te as
follows:

"They have been �n your hands you w�ped the dust from them. I
k�ss them a thousand t�mes—you have touched them. Yes, Heaven
favours my des�gn, and you, Charlotte, prov�de me w�th the fatal
�nstruments. It was my des�re to rece�ve my death from your hands,
and my w�sh �s grat�f�ed. I have made �nqu�r�es of my servant. You
trembled when you gave h�m the p�stols, but you bade me no ad�eu.
Wretched, wretched that I am—not one farewell! How could you shut
your heart aga�nst me �n that hour wh�ch makes you m�ne for ever?



Charlotte, ages cannot efface the �mpress�on—I feel you cannot hate
the man who so pass�onately loves you!"

After d�nner he called h�s servant, des�red h�m to f�n�sh the pack�ng
up, destroyed many papers, and then went out to pay some tr�fl�ng
debts. He soon returned home, then went out aga�n, notw�thstand�ng
the ra�n, walked for some t�me �n the count's garden, and afterward
proceeded farther �nto the country. Toward even�ng he came back
once more, and resumed h�s wr�t�ng.

"W�lhelm, I have for the last t�me beheld the mounta�ns, the
forests, and the sky. Farewell! And you, my dearest mother, forg�ve
me! Console her, W�lhelm. God bless you! I have settled all my
affa�rs! Farewell! We shall meet aga�n, and be happ�er than ever."

"I have requ�ted you badly, Albert; but you w�ll forg�ve me. I have
d�sturbed the peace of your home. I have sowed d�strust between
you. Farewell! I w�ll end all th�s wretchedness. And oh, that my death
may render you happy! Albert, Albert! make that angel happy, and
the bless�ng of Heaven be upon you!"

He spent the rest of the even�ng �n arrang�ng h�s papers: he tore
and burned a great many; others he sealed up, and d�rected to
W�lhelm. They conta�ned some detached thoughts and max�ms,
some of wh�ch I have perused. At ten o'clock he ordered h�s f�re to
be made up, and a bottle of w�ne to be brought to h�m. He then
d�sm�ssed h�s servant, whose room, as well as the apartments of the
rest of the fam�ly, was s�tuated �n another part of the house. The
servant lay down w�thout undress�ng, that he m�ght be the sooner
ready for h�s journey �n the morn�ng, h�s master hav�ng �nformed h�m
that the post-horses would be at the door before s�x o'clock.

"Past eleven o'clock! All �s s�lent around me, and my soul �s calm. I
thank thee, O God, that thou bestowest strength and courage upon
me �n these last moments! I approach the w�ndow, my dearest of
fr�ends; and through the clouds, wh�ch are at th�s moment dr�ven
rap�dly along by the �mpetuous w�nds, I behold the stars wh�ch
�llum�ne the eternal heavens. No, you w�ll not fall, celest�al bod�es:
the hand of the Alm�ghty supports both you and me! I have looked
for the last t�me upon the constellat�on of the Greater Bear: �t �s my
favour�te star; for when I bade you farewell at n�ght, Charlotte, and



turned my steps from your door, �t always shone upon me. W�th what
rapture have I at t�mes beheld �t! How often have I �mplored �t w�th
upl�fted hands to w�tness my fel�c�ty! and even st�ll—But what object
�s there, Charlotte, wh�ch fa�ls to summon up your �mage before me?
Do you not surround me on all s�des? and have I not, l�ke a ch�ld,
treasured up every tr�fle wh�ch you have consecrated by your touch?

"Your prof�le, wh�ch was so dear to me, I return to you; and I pray
you to preserve �t. Thousands of k�sses have I �mpr�nted upon �t, and
a thousand t�mes has �t gladdened my heart on depart�ng from and
return�ng to my home.

"I have �mplored your father to protect my rema�ns. At the corner of
the churchyard, look�ng toward the f�elds, there are two l�me-trees—
there I w�sh to l�e. Your father can, and doubtless w�ll, do th�s much
for h�s fr�end. Implore �t of h�m. But perhaps p�ous Chr�st�ans w�ll not
choose that the�r bod�es should be bur�ed near the corpse of a poor,
unhappy wretch l�ke me. Then let me be la�d �n some remote valley,
or near the h�ghway, where the pr�est and Lev�te may bless
themselves as they pass by my tomb, wh�lst the Samar�tan w�ll shed
a tear for my fate.

"See, Charlotte, I do not shudder to take the cold and fatal cup,
from wh�ch I shall dr�nk the draught of death. Your hand presents �t to
me, and I do not tremble. All, all �s now concluded: the w�shes and
the hopes of my ex�stence are fulf�lled. W�th cold, unfl�nch�ng hand I
knock at the brazen portals of Death. Oh, that I had enjoyed the bl�ss
of dy�ng for you! how gladly would I have sacr�f�ced myself for you;
Charlotte! And could I but restore peace and joy to your bosom, w�th
what resolut�on, w�th what joy, would I not meet my fate! But �t �s the
lot of only a chosen few to shed the�r blood for the�r fr�ends, and by
the�r death to augment, a thousand t�mes, the happ�ness of those by
whom they are beloved.

"I w�sh, Charlotte, to be bur�ed �n the dress I wear at present: �t has
been rendered sacred by your touch. I have begged th�s favour of
your father. My sp�r�t soars above my sepulchre. I do not w�sh my
pockets to be searched. The knot of p�nk r�bbon wh�ch you wore on
your bosom the f�rst t�me I saw you, surrounded by the ch�ldren—Oh,
k�ss them a thousand t�mes for me, and tell them the fate of the�r



unhappy fr�end! I th�nk I see them play�ng around me. The dear
ch�ldren! How warmly have I been attached to you, Charlotte! S�nce
the f�rst hour I saw you, how �mposs�ble have I found �t to leave you.
Th�s r�bbon must be bur�ed w�th me: �t was a present from you on my
b�rthday. How confused �t all appears! L�ttle d�d I then th�nk that I
should journey th�s road. But peace! I pray you, peace!

"They are loaded—the clock str�kes twelve. I say amen. Charlotte,
Charlotte! farewell, farewell!"

A ne�ghbour saw the flash, and heard the report of the p�stol; but,
as everyth�ng rema�ned qu�et, he thought no more of �t.

In the morn�ng, at s�x o'clock, the servant went �nto Werther's room
w�th a candle. He found h�s master stretched upon the floor,
welter�ng �n h�s blood, and the p�stols at h�s s�de. He called, he took
h�m �n h�s arms, but rece�ved no answer. L�fe was not yet qu�te
ext�nct. The servant ran for a surgeon, and then went to fetch Albert.
Charlotte heard the r�ng�ng of the bell: a cold shudder se�zed her.
She wakened her husband, and they both rose. The servant, bathed
�n tears faltered forth the dreadful news. Charlotte fell senseless at
Albert's feet.

When the surgeon came to the unfortunate Werther, he was st�ll
ly�ng on the floor; and h�s pulse beat, but h�s l�mbs were cold. The
bullet, enter�ng the forehead, over the r�ght eye, had penetrated the
skull. A ve�n was opened �n h�s r�ght arm: the blood came, and he
st�ll cont�nued to breathe.

From the blood wh�ch flowed from the cha�r, �t could be �nferred
that he had comm�tted the rash act s�tt�ng at h�s bureau, and that he
afterward fell upon the floor. He was found ly�ng on h�s back near the
w�ndow. He was �n full-dress costume.

The house, the ne�ghbourhood, and the whole town were
�mmed�ately �n commot�on. Albert arr�ved. They had la�d Werther on
the bed: h�s head was bound up, and the paleness of death was
upon h�s face. H�s l�mbs were mot�onless; but he st�ll breathed, at
one t�me strongly, then weaker—h�s death was momently expected.

He had drunk only one glass of the w�ne. "Em�l�a Galott�" lay open
upon h�s bureau.



I shall say noth�ng of Albert's d�stress, or of Charlotte's gr�ef.
The old steward hastened to the house �mmed�ately upon hear�ng

the news: he embraced h�s dy�ng fr�end am�d a flood of tears. H�s
eldest boys soon followed h�m on foot. In speechless sorrow they
threw themselves on the�r knees by the beds�de, and k�ssed h�s
hands and face. The eldest, who was h�s favour�te, hung over h�m t�ll
he exp�red; and even then he was removed by force. At twelve
o'clock Werther breathed h�s last. The presence of the steward, and
the precaut�ons he had adopted, prevented a d�sturbance; and that
n�ght, at the hour of eleven, he caused the body to be �nterred �n the
place wh�ch Werther had selected for h�mself.

The steward and h�s sons followed the corpse to the grave. Albert
was unable to accompany them. Charlotte's l�fe was despa�red of.
The body was carr�ed by labourers. No pr�est attended.
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