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The following translation of Beethoven’s Heiligenstadt Testament was featured in the program 
book of 2018 PyeongChang Music Festival in Korea.  

For my brothers Carl and [Johann] Beethoven.  

Oh you people, who think or say I am hostile, stubborn or misanthropic, how greatly do 
you wrong me; you do not know the real reason behind why I seem that way to you; ever 
since childhood, my heart and soul were filled with gentle feelings of good will; I was 
even predisposed to perform great deeds, but imagine how since six years ago a terrible 
circumstance has befallen me, aggravated by unreasonable doctors; betrayed every year 
by the false hope of improvement, I was finally compelled to accept the chronic nature of 
my illness (the cure of which could maybe take years or even never come); born with a 
fiery, lively temperament and inclined toward the diversions of society, I had to isolate 
myself from early on, to live alone; I also wanted at times to get past all this, but alas, how 
taken aback I was by the doubly tragic experience of my bad hearing, and still it was not 
possible for me to tell others, speak louder, scream, for I am deaf; oh, how could I 
possibly have revealed the weakness of a faculty which should be a whole lot better in me 
than in anyone else, the faculty, which I once possessed in perfection, which only a few or 
no one in my field have ever had—oh I can’t do it, so I’m sorry if you see me recoiling, 
even though I would actually love to be among you guys; my misfortune pains me even 
further in that I am bound to be misunderstood; relaxation among people in society, 
sophisticated conversations and lively discussions are not allowed for me; I can only allow 
myself in society to the extent only absolute necessity demands it, I have to live like an 
exile; if I go near a group of people, an enormous fear overcomes me that I may be in 
danger of exposing my condition—It was like this for the past six months, which I spent in 
the countryside; I was urged by my sensible doctor to care for my hearing as much as 
possible, the suggestion which was almost in line with my current inclination, although, 
lured by the occurrences in society, I let myself be tempted by them, but what a 
humiliation, when someone who stood next to me heard a flute from afar, and I could 
hear nothing; or someone heard a shepherd sing, and I could again hear nothing; such 
happenings almost drove me to despair, more of such things, and I would have ended my 
own life—only one thing, art, held me back, it seemed impossible to leave this world, 
until I brought forth everything lying dormant within me; and so I endured this wretched 
life—truly wretched; with such a vulnerable body that can bring me from the best 
condition to the worst by a sudden change; patience, I say, is what I must choose to be 
my guide, and I have it; I hope my determination will endure it, until it pleases the 
implacable Parcae to break the thread; perhaps it’ll get better, perhaps not, I am 
prepared—in my 28th year, I am already forced to become a philosopher; it’s not easy, 
and for an artist, harder than for anyone else—God, you see through me; you know that in 
me lies love of mankind and good will—people, when you read this some day, consider 
that you have done me injustice, and that an unlucky one comforts himself by trying to 
find someone who finds himself in a similar circumstance, who, against all odds nature 
throws at him, still has done everything in his power in order to be regarded as one of the  
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worthier artists and people—you my brothers Carl and [Johann], as soon as I am dead, 
and if Professor Schmid is still alive, ask him in my name to describe my ailment, and 
please attach this letter to my patient history, so that after my death I can be at least 
reconciled with the world a little—at the same time, I hereby declare you as heirs to my 
small fortune (if one can call it that), please talk amongst yourselves and divide it 
accordingly, trust and help each other; what you have put me through, you already know, 
it’s already long forgotten and forgiven; I especially thank you, Carl, for your loyal 
devotion recently; my wish is that you live a life free of worries, unlike mine; teach your 
children virtue, which is the only thing that will make them happy, not money; I speak 
from my own experience; it was the thing that lifted me up in miserable times; thanks to it 
and to my art, I did not end my life in suicide—be well and love each other—I thank all of 
my friends, especially Prince Lichnowski and Professor Schmid—I would like the 
instruments from Prince Lichnowski be kept by one of you, but don’t let it be the cause of 
conflict between you two, and as soon as they can serve you better in another way, sell 
them; how happy I would be, if I could be of any use to you from the grave—so would it 
happen—with joy I hasten towards death—if it comes before I have had the opportunity 
to let my artistic capacity to ripen, it will come to me too soon despite my harsh destiny, 
and I would wish for it to come later—even then I would be satisfied; wouldn’t it free me 
from my endless, suffering state? —Come, when you shall, I will meet you with courage—
take care and don’t forget me entirely when I’m dead; I have earned this from you, for 
during my life I thought of both of you often and ways to make you happy—be it— 

Ludwig van Beethoven 
Heiglnstadt, 
October 6th, 1802
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