MAY 30.

The charming manner with which he described her form and person, which, without possessing the graces of youth, won and attached him to her, is inexpressible, and must be left to the imagination.  I have never in my life witnessed or fancied or conceived the possibility of

such intense devotion, such ardent affections, united with so much

purity.  Do not blame me if I say that the recollection of this

innocence and truth is deeply impressed upon my very soul; that

this picture of fidelity and tenderness haunts me everywhere; and

that my own heart, as though enkindled by the flame, glows and

burns within me.

I mean now to try and see her as soon as I can: or perhaps, on

second thoughts, I had better not; it is better I should behold

her through the eyes of her lover.  To my sight, perhaps, she would

not appear as she now stands before me; and why should I destroy

so sweet a picture?

JULY 1.

"You call ill humour a crime," he remarked, "but I think you use too strong a term."  "Not at all," I replied, "if that deserves the name which is so pernicious to ourselves and our neighbours.  Is it not enough that we want the power to make one another happy, must we deprive each other of the pleasure which we can all make for urselves? Show me the man who has the courage to hide his ill-humour, who bears the whole burden himself, without disturbing the peace of those around him.  No: ill-humour arises from an inward consciousness of our own want of merit, from a discontent which ever accompanies that envy which foolish vanity engenders.  We see people happy, whom we have not made so, and cannot endure the sight."  Charlotte looked at me with a smile; she observed the emotion with which I spoke: and a tear in the eyes of Frederica stimulated me to proceed. 

"Woe unto those," I said, "who use their power over a human heart

to destroy the simple pleasures it would naturally enjoy!  All the

favours, all the attentions, in the world cannot compensate for

the loss of that happiness which a cruel tyranny has destroyed."

My heart was full as I spoke.  A recollection of many things which

had happened pressed upon my mind, and filled my eyes with tears.

"We should daily repeat to ourselves," I exclaimed, "that we should

not interfere with our friends, unless to leave them in possession

of their own joys, and increase their happiness by sharing it with

them!  But when their souls are tormented by a violent passion,

or their hearts rent with grief, is it in your power to afford

them the slightest consolation?

JULY 13.

No, I am not deceived.  In her dark eyes I read a genuine interest

in me and in my fortunes.  Yes, I feel it; and I may believe my

own heart which tells me -- dare I say it? -- dare I pronounce

the divine words? -- that she loves me!

That she loves me!  How the idea exalts me in my own eyes!  And,

as you can understand my feelings, I may say to you, how I honour

myself since she loves me!

Is this presumption, or is it a consciousness of the truth?  I do

not know a man able to supplant me in the heart of Charlotte; and

yet when she speaks of her betrothed with so much warmth and

affection, I feel like the soldier who has been stripped of his

honours and titles, and deprived of his sword.

July 18.

Wilhelm, what is the world to our hearts without love?  What is

a magic-lantern without light?  You have but to kindle the flame

within, and the brightest figures shine on the white wall; and,

if love only show us fleeting shadows, we are yet happy, when,

like mere children, we behold them, and are transported with the

splendid phantoms.  I have not been able to see Charlotte to-day.

I was prevented by company from which I could not disengage myself.

What was to be done?  I sent my servant to her house, that I might

at least see somebody to-day who had been near her.  Oh, the

impatience with which I waited for his return!  the joy with which

I welcomed him!  I should certainly have caught him in my arms,

and kissed him, if I had not been ashamed.

JULY 26.

I have often determined not to see her so frequently.  But who

could keep such a resolution?  Every day I am exposed to the

temptation, and promise faithfully that to-morrow I will really

stay away: but, when tomorrow comes, I find some irresistible

reason for seeing her; and, before I can account for it, I am with

her again.

