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"My thoughts are a troubled sea that tire and weigh me down.  So much instability, never any rest... And then all those dreams of the heart, those needs for affection that nothing ever satisfies….And the anguish, the moments of disgust and boredom with life… I am alone, alone in the world, in a bitter isolation of the soul.  And what does it all really matter?  These friends that love me and yet don't know me, who shake me by the hand without worrying at all about my heart…When I am with them, I feel that I am more alone than ever."    (1835. Notes Intimes. No. 151/01)
After the death of her mother in 1832, Marie Eugenie stayed in Paris with a friend of her family, in a situation that was very frivolous and worldly.  She had plenty of trials:  loneliness, anxious wondering about finding any sense to her life -- sufferings that expressed themselves in the romantic language of her time.

The experience of Marie Eugenie is close to that of many today's young people – she who knew the financial failure of her father, the separation of her parents, the death of her mother.  But wounds can become openings, just as the furrows of a cultivated fields open up to welcome the seed and so allow it to germinate.
