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be real and earnest too. But no man can produce great things

who is not thoroughly sincere in dealing with himself, who

would not exchange the finest show for the poorest reality, who

does not so love his work that he is not only glad to give him-

self for it, but finds rather a gain than a sacrifice in the sur-

render. The sentimentalist does not think of what he does

so much as of what the world will think of what he does. He
translates should into would, looks upon the spheres of duty

and beauty as alien to each other, and can never learn how life

rounds itself to a noble completeness between these two opposite

but mutually sustaining poles of what we long for and what we
must.

Did Rousseau, then, lead a life of this quality? Perhaps,

when we consider the contrast which every man who looks

backward must feel between the life he planned and the life

which circumstance within him and without him has made for

him, we should rather ask. Was this the life he meant to lead ?

Perhaps, when we take into account his faculty of self-deception

— it may be no greater than our own—we should ask. Was this

the life he believed he led ? Have we any right to judge this

man after our blunt English fashion, and condemn him, as we
are wont to do, on the finding of a jury of average house-

holders ? Is French reality precisely our reality ? Could we
tolerate tragedy in rhymed alexandrines, instead of blank verse ?

The whole life of Rousseau is pitched on this heroic key, and
for the most trivial occasion he must be ready with the sublime

sentiments that are supposed to suit him rather than it. It is

one of the most curious features of the sentimental ailment,

that, while it shuns the contact of men, it courts publicity. In

proportion as solitude and communion with self lead the

sentimentalist to exaggerate the importance of his own person-

ality, he comes to think that the least event connected with it is

of consequence to his fellow-men. If he change his shirt, he

would have mankind aware of it. Victor Hugo, the greatest

living representative of the class, considers it necessary to let

the world know by letter from time to time his opinions on

every conceivable subject about which it is not asked nor is of


