
 

 

 

Rousseau in Staffordshire 

 

I think him one of the worst of men – a rascal (Johnson said). 

I would sooner sign a sentence for his transportation 

Than that of any felon.  Yes, 

I should like to have him work in the plantations. 

And Johnson hadn’t seen Rousseau wearing Armenian dress. 

 

Rousseau moved into Wootton Hall, an isolated house. 

Pasture. Rabbit warrens. Sheep. 

The most beautiful land in the world, said Rousseau. 

The local people had a rhyme, it seemed: 

Wootton under Wever, where God comes never. 

 

Thérèse for company. His “gouvernante” (so Hume declared). 

One day (Rousseau was living in the past) 

I hid near the well where the girls of a house 

drew water. I offered the girls a sight 

that was laughable rather than seductive. 

 

He played the harpsichord. Walked his dog, Sultan. Sat under 

the oaks. 

Longed for Mme. De Warens. 

That sweetest intimacy. “Little one” was my name, 

hers “Mamma”. One day I made her spit out a morsel –  

I seized it and gobbled it up. 

 

Thérèse quarrelled with the kitchen women. Rousseau sat 

under his oaks. 

Sempstresses, chambermaids, shop girls 

hardly tempted me. Every man has his taste, 

and I have mine. On this point Horace and I 

are of different persuasions. 
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Rousseau met Lady Andover, Lady Cowper, the Duchess of 

Portland, 

And Mary Dewes and her flock of lambs. 

He thought of nightingales, grasses, flowers - a loveliness 

unknown 

In the melancholy land where he lived now. 

His letters, he insisted, were opened, his food adulterated, 

money pilfered. 

 

Once near Lausanne (he remembered), penniless, famished, 

he dined and slept at an inn 

and breakfasted next morning. Couldn’t pay. 

The good-natured innkeeper shrugged it off. 

How worthy was that honest man’s humanity! 

 

He is a curiosity, an English lady wrote his works 

extremely ingenious, as I am told, but 

under the guise and pomp of virtue 

 his sentiments are unorthodox and wrong. 

The devil, concluded Rousseau, is welcome 

to Wootton under Wever. 
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