No one can write a man’s life but himself. The character of his inner being, his real life,
is known only to himself, but in writing it he disguises it. Under the name of his life he
makes an apology. He shows himself as he wishes to be seen, but not at all as he is. The
sincerest persons are truthful at most in what they say, but they lie by their silences.
Things of which they say nothing so change what they pretended to confess that in
uttering only a part of the truth they say nothing. A man may show himself with his
faults but he is certain to give himself none but amiable ones, and there is no man who

has not odious ones. He may paint his likeness but it is a profile.
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