344 ONE OF OUR CONQUERORS,

Suddenly saying : < There, beside our friend in elorieal gauh: here g,
comes; judge i that is the girl for the foulest of eurs o worry, po ’m/nft ‘
where she's found,” Dartrey divected the eolonel's attention t.o Nesty me]r
M. Barmly turning oft' the pier and advancing. o

He salated.  She bowed. There was no contraction of hey eyelids; ang
her face was white. The mortal life appeared to be deadened in hexj eald
wide look; as when the storme-wind banks a leaden remoteness, leavipg
Llown space of sky, ©

The colonel said: < No, that’s not the girl a gentleman wonld offend.”

C“What man ! eried Dartrey.  “If we had a Society for the fyig) of
your gentleman f—but he has only to call himself gentleman to et grant
of licence: and your Society protects him, 1t won't punish, axldhit won't
let you. Bat you saw her: ask yowrscll—what man conld offenq that
wrl t

* Still, my friend, she ought to keep clenr of the Marsells,”

* When 1 meet him, T sball treat him as one out of the law,”

“ You lead on to an ullimate argament with the hangman,”

“We'll dare it, to waken the old country.  Old England will count none
but Worrells in time,  As for disereet, if you like l—the young lady might
bave been more diserect. She's a girl with a big beart, If wo \‘\'ureunll
everlastingly disereet |

Dartrey may have meant, that the econsequence of a prolonged conformity
wonld be the generation of stenches to shock to purgeing tempests the
tolerant heavens over such smooth stagnaney. Io had his ideas ahont
movement ; about the good of women, and the health of hig England, The
ft«-r}llfl,q of'tlhc Lopelessness of pleading Nesta's conduct, for the perfect justi-
fication of it to son or danghter of our impressing conventional world—even
toa f-rien-l, that fricud a true man, a really chivalrous man I—drove him
back in o silence upon his natoral brotherhood with souls that dare do.
I§ was a wonder, to think of Lig finding this kinship in a woman, In a
virl i‘——:uvul the world hr)lding that virgin spirit to be unclean or shadowed
lu’;(j:msc its rays were shed on foul places 2 He clasped the girl,  Her
stiitten clear face, the face of the second sigh after tortare, bent him in
devotion to her image. ’ v v

ri"ht,- claspmg alvul the worshipping waere independent of personal ardours:
qiuuuﬂy mitsed with semi-paternal recollections of the little < Live butterfly”
r:‘ the di\k}’s at Craye Farm and Creckbolt ; and he had hewrd of Dudley
A‘r(ﬁ'.'lfll'b},‘ = prebensions to her Land, Nesta's youthfuliess east donble age
o biva from the ehild's past.  He pictured the child; pictured the g,
}\jlt;hufj;’;‘hif'))]“‘(lifd\irlI(iI“u‘Jncs\ i»l".u::,;ht; ag in the desolute ‘f"i‘l,“ ]\mrld, \\;lmln?
1,;‘“»-.‘1,‘,1,;”,1;111““‘ ,.‘L,,].“l. '.1. \\Yumlm ljzafl um;xpf_w:u,w‘ﬂy, painfully, ahinost 7;3
. i v liserewed her to woman's mind,  And wbove sorrow-
ful, holy were these ¢y

They }“»]J Swayever Dartrey, and lost jt some sleps on; his demon
ft;l'upf?]"HY‘,!/;“J{." Lt sirjle ab Major Worrell, as the ennso of her dismayed
rpression. Ale was not th, b ppior for droppinge to his nalars: bub we
14‘4'/('1',4;& more eusily, all of s, when the stiain \\’lxi‘r'h litts as a fool or bwo
ol onr native love] je relused, / Creorar Mureormt.

o T]l/’ T B . . " 'V : - - ;o )
% e ]:v,] fot u/ !']u;, ]w//h»[/: (Zuw; P sndertide T ol @i J/v/l(l't?/'l’lj"«’"
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INSCRIPTIONS
FOR THE FOUR SIDES OF A PEDESTAL.

L

Marvowe, the father of the sons of song
Whose praise is Ingland’s crowning praise, above
All glories else that crown her, sweet and strong
As England, clothed with light and fire of love,
And girt with might of passion, thought, and trust,

Stands here in spirit, sleeps not here in dust.

I1.

Marlowe, a star too sovercign, too superb,
To fade when heaven took fire from Shakespeare’s light,
A soul that knew but song’s triumphal curh
And love’s triumphant bondage, holds of right
Iis pride of place, who first in place and time
Made Iinpland’s voice as J‘Jngl:nul’s Leavt sublime,

VOL, XLAX. N.8, Bow



THIE POET VERLAINTE.
I.

\me I called on to declare in a word what T think the Levyes
of Verlaine, I should reply—it is to be found in his pt‘CUli‘l(') “;“‘ Hw’
!fi'flff' You bave invented a new shudder,” wrote Yl"ict:)xl- H“H .
Baudelaire.  What Verlaine has invented, is a new shade of \sz() !

In' the attempt to define in is full distinetness and unj ueness t)
partl?ular., mournful, world-w 2ary, world-wounded Hn'il(il wl 'S; ' ‘?
F’he Verlaine Zeit-motic, recourse must be had to necati '“CI N
is not \'\*isl‘fully cold and pure like the melancholy <>I;D‘I):\\ei‘o L
not raging and wailing by turns like the avery sorrow of \[‘Dm
not fl.clil'x(»l'ntol_v and calmly desperate like t}'leaplessimiﬂn of } “\5’“»
de Lisle; not quivering continnally at the precise M’)oint bJ‘i(?m
learsbﬂf]d smiles like the pathos of ][Ci;le, and not (3071;\‘i:«‘f0i‘1ﬂ\‘ 1():”1"161(;[f
flg(:vllltlrlgliliif the world-horror of Leopardi. Somothi'nrr lc;s, rn:tid-’-“l
it is tlﬁl:{n even the least material of these. . . Sm)mofhbinkaixny:vlf(‘lcld-
?ﬂ’)ly talmt ‘und slight, like the lilipution wreath of \%pmﬁ' t:]f:t
)m‘ght rise from hot tears shed silently one by onc in secret: %r»m«;
thing throbbing in a sort of reproachiful ciulnbness. of ‘1;1’10‘20 1
dulness and deadness of pain, like some vory frail and sm'l]i (‘!‘("lf:ll‘:‘
(:ruah‘cd bleeding to the ground by u bio and brutui ft‘»r‘co or bleinl;
that it cannot rightly understand, . . 7 ‘ 7 ’

In the Jgrdin des Plantes at Paris, in u fine grassy enclosure, Is a
group of tiny animals, the smallest uuteln>I)csnlc11:;;x'11 The\"\\'lii
vome, about the size of so many cuts, close bohimi 111'01’1* low wire
gru{uxg-, and stand and doubtfully gaze up ut you with ennl‘nl“ﬂ;
lijuid ey os. And such is the elfeet of their littleness, their t‘imornVus‘
ness, 11.1.011":1]111«:>st absurd delicacy —so small, so u‘h‘]ic’utc those little
If(llo hoofs, those little tender Linibs, those fracile f‘;\vn-o(;luurcti
sides, that little humid twitching muzzle; so .'»jn;xrll ‘und A\'u( 50
1:;1111]\], tllf(mu,dmmly perceplive and ,\,(msiti\')c 50 ian;ulY; so litle,

Ll alive ¢ uiverme wi ak
minute atoms and ;bx.‘(:ks of 50111‘1'(-11{, l)iii;lv‘u):t[ i)t‘{tor 1'1{1»1“"‘“"”‘_ ’\”:'\l
vast illUUII]]’)I'(']\(t]]Si])iIl’f\'* that 11;3? ]murtm]:i ]Ut,,‘“{m’Juunz«\lulr)o]»{
tpon those miniatuye living thines, wi ilb 'JILHI Mi'll" e f)lt ate
il‘:l»ﬂty of their body und tle Hi‘\ o )?; “,“ »1 ].1. 1 Llllf(.l, lu'n'uﬂx‘u:‘ ¥

Symbols or sugesti N h{,l : 1.&11 ‘,,11)1Amvtc ,:13‘11055 of thm’t ()ftﬁ'
cies, be fliscuvx:r(ilhiu anin; l i ],IL.“,m} Sevary HSP(M' Iy 088 lmj
s I gty o ‘At u‘canon. And T think those antelopes

soul rave enough among men, and yeb (00
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A somewhat similar combination of hopeless powerless-

ith the most unbounded capaeity to suffer (““As-tu
anisés pour le malheur ?”” Flaubert

{requent.
ness to resist W
réfléchi combien mous sommes organ oz 12
wrote to George Sand) is reflected in Verlaine’s verse,
«Tp ciel est, par-dessus lo toit,
Si bleu, si calme!
Un arbre, par-dessus lo toit,
Balance sa paline.
«Lia cloche dans lo ciel qu’on voit
Doucement tinte ;
TUn oisean sur I'arbre qu’on voit
Chante sa plainte.
«Mon Dieu, mon Dieu, la vie est ld,
Simple et tranquille ;
Clette paisible rumeur-la
Vient de la ville.
< Quns-tu fait, o tol que voila,
Pleurant sans cesse ;
Dis, qu'as-tu fait, tol que voila,
De ta jeunesse 77
To my perhaps excessive sensibility, therc is about that little picce,
with the melting silvery softness and sweetness of ifs opening and the
broken suddenness and sternness of the closing apostrophe to the
sinner by his soul, a sort of breath, as it were, of haggard horror.
Intensity, so profound as to be almost quiescent; despair too great
for words, and best expressed by the choking abruptness of a sob.
In these lines, too, that follow, what mouwrnfulness of brooding, and
what strange Imaginative effect :—
““Je ne sais pourquol
& L amer
D'une aile inguidte et folle vole sur la mer.
Tout ce qui w’est chor
D'une aile d’effrol
Mon amour le couve au ras des flots.  Pourquoi, pourquoi >

The above stanza for mere workmanship is very striking. The extra-
ordinary prolongation of the Alexandrine: « Iune aile inquitte ot
?ollo vole sur la mer,” which suggests the protracted sonorons unfurl-
g of the wave upon the beach or the heavy tardy winging of the
gull against the wind, is effected, technically speaking, by the use
of the two lengthened “a” sounds in * aile ” and ** iliqui&i’o,” and
of the “0” sound in the thyming “folle” and “vole.””  IMere it
may be noted that Verlaine makes somewhat frequent, and always
most felicitons use of casually recurrent rhymes within the verse.
Ansjthe\' characteristic of Verlaine’s manner is his employment
"f‘lm‘glll:lr nine-foot, eleven-foot, and thirteen-foot metres, ;o\-i\"ing
:‘L:lllltsthzfl};g[lxtn;w, Huiﬂity, and‘ s.u["tness 1}()t to ‘bo obtained
'y A'k;\:, 1 1(,1»tx , Yersailles-park tl'nn}lcss ('&t SL}Ch tm:m.??. as the

xandrine for example. In this as fn divers similar par-
)

E LY



396 THE POET VERLAINE.

ticulars, Verlaine’s art, by reason of its varied originaliiy and
. . AR
ingenuity, would well repay a greater amount of study than th,
limits of this paper will allow.
Among Verlaine’s “picces de tristesse” the {ollowing is perlaps
the best known :—
* Les sanglots longs
Des violons
De I'automne
Blessent mon coour
D'une langueur
Monotone.

“Tout suffocant
Lt bléme quand
Sonne heure,
Je me souviens
Des jours anciens
I3t jo pleure,

It je m'en vais
Au vent manvais
(Qui m’emporte
De ¢i, de 13,
Pareil 4 la

Feuille morte,”

Who, walking in some silent wood in late November, has not
been conscious, if for an instant only, of the scent, faint yet sharp
and fresh although so eloquent of decay, that breathes from matted
heaps of fallen leaves at the foot of the denuded trees P Some such
Irugrnnce seems to hang upon the quaintness of those lines, with
their tremulous indecision of design so justly and subtly corre-
sponding to the undefined sadness of the emotion.

In days comparatively distant Verlaine occasionally could indulge
Wit.hout/ admixture of acerbity or grief in the deiicuto, araceful
lyric strain constituting one of the chief notes of 1is genius, Tor
sweetness, simpleness, and freshness, the little piece that follows is
like the thrush’s silver tril] :—

““La lune blanche
Lauit duns les bois;
De chaque branche
Purt une voix
Dans la raméo . . .

O bien aimée !

“Llétang refléte
—Profond mirojr—
La silhouette
Du saule noir
Ot le vout pleure .

Riévons, cest Iheure.
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«Un vaste et tendre
Apaisement
Semble descendre
Du firmament
Quo Pastre irise . . .

(Pest 'heure exquise.”

How lovely, too, is just this snateh :—

¢« Avant que tu no t'en ailles,
Pale étoile du matin,
Mille cailles
C'hantent, chantent dans le thym.”

Tut this early brightness of his song was soon to .l)c Jost in ‘the
Wack bitterness expressed from one of the most tragic and terrible
—morally speaking—of all poetic lives.

II.

... What causes for Verlaine’s sadness, for Verlaine’s perplexity,
complexity, perversion ? To a sympathetic comprehcnsi.on
they are apparent clearly emonugh. The so usual domestic mus-
understandings—the material difficulties of existence, hard to all,
but to one constituted like this, how much more distracting, more
degrading, more destructive : is it strange if Paul Verlaine, poor
in purse, sad in soul, and grieving for a ““loved and lost Lenore”
(if not materially lost, yet lost in the spirit, which was worse);
strange, if he “sought surcease of sorrow” and the semblance
ot least of sympathy intellectual and artistic among those
Bohemian tavern coferies which have long played so great, so
exorbitant a part in Parisian life? Ie sought sympathy, and
he found—what was inevituble: coarsencss, baseness, envy, malice,
and all the other qualities presented by humanity in conglomera-
ton, Through weeks, and months, and years, he sat and listened
to the clacking of the poisonous tongues, and to the crackling
of the thorns under the pot; and “assisted” daily, nightly, at
the vile constant dragging downward of all things not naturally
l“‘ooted in the mud, ¢ Rooted in the mud” is a term that might
lftnully have been appropriately applied to himself. Contamination,
@ case like his, was certain,  And the effects on him of such
contamination were bound to be especially disastrous. By his onvn
admission in hia verse, he sank low. lower even, if conceivable,
than any of his “ Bohemian "’ accomplices.

tis a striking psychological fuet, on which nll thinkers must
have pondered, that extremes of bad in natures of a certain exquisite
type should lie so close beside extremes of good. The worst iniquity
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1s often, as Baudelaire’s verse for instance Toreibly gy,

) . . Sy SURDests
nothing more than the logical action in the last resort of an (\?Ot o
Ly 8 ToTe - el . ozt of XCessive
ideality deprived of all exterior aliment and thrown bacl: violen{]
upon itsell.  Verlaine profoundly touches this point in u lipe ‘\
his allegorical poem entitled—all too stgnificantly— ooy 1 .

I A o - oy e o i 2 <LH0res,
In a paluce blazing with sillk and gold, at Keba
sound of Mohaminedan melodies strange and strident, a hyyq f
. o A % Iy ¥ 8, = . ¥ ) r 5 . g
juvenile Satans ** font liticre aux sept pechés de leurs ¢ing sens,”
The demons (demons, remember, ave anpels desie vain]
he ¢ — (Llf,lllollb, 1(1111(‘,1111)(‘(‘, are angels degraded) desire vainly
0 break away from the Evil to which they ave attached, but whiel at
heart av abhor 5. S i L .

i 1‘ (.]n_\ abhoj,. And one, youngest and brightest of them g
despairingly exclaims ‘

tane In Asia, to ],

 Nous avons tous trop soullint, anges ot hommes
. = e
D ec canlit entre e Pive ot le Wi !>

{ Yes, (;\‘ir,'{mnly, a soul is like « blade. The more purely, finely
lempered, the more in danger of losine its odoe. What less Verlaine.
li]{(‘l(.‘_\:is{A.‘ll(:c———\\‘lml to ;wflkle';ttelzf;;t%)%, “ih d“;t “ hl[l‘*“ ’\ . Ian‘w-

. 3 appearances, less Verluine-like
character—thon that of Nathaniel Ilawthorne * Yot see how
thovoughly, in his tale Z%e Artist of" the Deautiiul, the 4\1;1L*1'ic'11:
psh\'c]m?ogist comprehends and how capitally cxlu.'r:‘ ’r\ this 11-‘111}1 (.\n:
saddening 1[ rightly considered, and last C‘ru\\"ning cruelty mm;ng
the ]x;‘u‘dshu‘m attaching to genins’s earthly lot: « 170 [7“];! Artist]
abandoned himsell to hubits from which it ;111;;*11{. have been supp'usc(f
that ﬂle. mere delicacy of his organisation wonld have uvuiled to
secure him.  DBut, when the ethereul portion of a man of genius is
obscured, the earthly part wssumes an influenco (he - wneon-
tmlllsxblp, because the character is now thrown off the balance fo
which l'x:uvidoncc had so nicely adjusted it ; and which, in coarser
natures, is adjusted by some other method.” Paul Verlaine, like
()W’en I_Iarlan(l in that story, “abandoned himself to habits from
w.hlch 1t might have been supposed,” &, Also like Lrancois Villon,
lus prototype four hundred years ago. In Verlaines ,Iil‘v, us in
‘\.'xllon’s, the same complication is presented of o
liness with the most lamentable ignominy of ¢
“conduct,” in refe ! .

sential moral love-

wmstanee,  To say

rence to such bruised reeds swirline in the brook or
dead leaves whirling in the wind as are the Villonos and Verlaines,
one feels would not be just.

3 as Py erlaine’s, it has within the lits of the
present gencration attracted and detained genius, not his alone
Men, with whom in {imes ¥ ’
imbibing chopes of Munjo
the lot to be quite certain
have come since to be the

not so very long past the poct has sl
b boer, and hardly money enough among
of “settling” at the end of the evening,
rulers of France :—

THE POET VERLAINE. .

»

1 - s !

« Vous voici rois de France 1A votre thgl !
(Rois & plusieurs d'une I'rance postiche) . . .
. Other men, of

w Verlaine has apostrophised them in lus ve ;
frequenters, are now the editors of great le:uhng
again, authors of books the world has read,
es the world has rushed to see. Never has
French society, in these respects, been more 13;L1z;1ci=‘1}1 tha?n during
the pash twenty or thirty years. But whu‘t hus‘mumly nnpmﬁagl
the poet of Sagesse and Amour in co;mectum ‘mffh ﬂ_I.OSG. parven
associates  of his youth 1is, the vanity an.d 1115111(':‘31'1{'3' of most
”successful » art, the backstairs and dirty-dish-washing ‘louthson'm-
pess of most < successful”’ politics, the vile venality and tunc-scrnu:
of most journali&m of the ““influential ”” type . . . The course of
events, public and private, the development of othor-s’ ohur:acto - and
bis own, and the general spectacle of the civilization ” circuman-
Hent—these, the divers factors of a painful and perhaps insoluble
world-problem, have each and all had their effect of misumhmp): on
Verlaine. Man delights not him, nor woman (the beerhouse variety
of the species) neither :—
¢ Ces femmes ! Dis les gaz, et horreur identique

Du mal partout, du laid toujours sur tes chemins ;

Tt dis ' Amour et dis encor la Politigue
Avec du sang déshonor¢ d'enere 4 leurs mains

is ho
the erst beerhouse
“organs.” Others,

or painters of pictur

)

Another instance of the deepness of his “political 7 scorn :—that
which most interests him in relation with the phenomenon named
Louise Michel, is the lady’s high Christian ideal of justice, on the
mehand, as contrasted with, on the other, the peculiar character-
istics of the persons said and supposed to *“ govern.”  The Ballude
en Phonneur de Louise Michel ” has a fine stirving ring. It thus
eoncludes :—

“(Gouvernernents de maltalent,
Mégathérinm ou baccile,
Soldat brut, robin insolent,
Ou quelque compromis fragile,
(réant de boue aux pieds d’argile—
Tout cola son courroux chrétien
I2éeraso d'un mépris agile,
Liouise Michel est trés bien,

Tinvol.

Citoyenno! Votre évangile
On meurt pour! (fest 'honneur! Eh bien,
Loin des Taxil et dos Basila
Louise Michel est trés bien.”

111

Ity ot 12 o ; . . =

wl i the art, literature, politics und society of France since 1870

Tia ; . B 0 8
e has found but little to appease his nature’s iuner cravings

V
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for fitness ethic and wsthetic, neither have the exterior aspeots of
Paris itself brought unquestioning delight to his mind or eve i—

*“La tgrands ville.” Un tas criard de pierres blanches
Ot rage le soleil comme en pays conguis.,
Tous les vices ont leur taniére, los exquis
Lt les hideux, dans ce désert de pierres blanches.”

Such are the thoughts, distasteful, with which the “décor” of outwqr
Paris inspires him. The theme, however, is not always treated by
Verlaine in this moralising vein. White streets, gay parks, bustling
suburban fdtes, busy faubourgs, banal bawlicue, the varied Parisian
scenery familiar in Coppde’s verse, De Nittis’s and Béraud’s paint-
ings, Forain’s sketches and aquarelles: there is much of this in Ver.
laine, done with a smartuess, brightness, vividness of touch quite
delightful. Instantaneous photographs, only artistic; like this, of
a corner at a fair ;:—
““Le tréteau qu'un orchestra emphabhique secoue

Grinee sous les grands pieds du waigre baladin,

Qui harangue, non sans finesse et sans dédain,

Les baduuds pidtinant devant Lui dans 1a bone,

And now this effes de fauboury :—

¢ Lo bruit des cabarets, la fange du trottoir
Les platanes déchus s'effeuillant dans I'air noir,
L'omuibus, suragan de ferrailles et de boues,
Qui grince, mal : ontre ses quatro roues,
L3t roule ses yeux verts et vonuges lentoment,
Les ouvriers allant an club, tout en Iumant
Leur brale-gueule au nez des agents de police,
Toits qui dégouttent, murs suintants, pavé qui glisse,
Bitune détoned, ruisseaux comblunt Vegout,
Voild ma route—daves le puradis au Lout,”

In passing let me note how readily, for all his intense Parisianism,
modernism, illlpI‘L’SSiOllibm, Verluine turns to allegory, that simplest,
vet profoundest, of poetic moral effects.  ITe is naturally ullegorical,
like Baudelaire, ITawthorne, Poe.

-« - This flat, sordid puysage de bantiony —

“Vers Saint-Denis, e'est béte et sale la campagne.
C'est pourtant 14 qu’un Jour jemmenai ma compagne.
Nous étions de mauvaise humeur ot querellions.

Un plat soleil @6t tartinait Se8 rayons

Sur la plaine séchéo ainsi nquiune rotie,

Cétuit pas trop apres Ie Sidgo : uno partie

Des <M gisuit & terre encor,

D'autres so relovaient comume on hisse un decor,

Lt des obus tout nenfs encastrés anx pilastros

Portaieut Corit antour: ¢ Sonvenir des Diésastres."”

3

ns Ao Campugne
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IV,

0f Verlaine’s sense for love in the abstract, n{eall‘irfg, in thfe ’cm%-
crete, woman—and as everyone knox‘m who qud critic know\:a' un})f-
thin‘; '(is the nature and degree of his scuse for ‘10\.'(3 that give the
truesct,measul'e of the poet—1I shall only sy thn.t. it is most derh;:.ti’
most exquisite at once and most unlmppll_v.qtlcstlonmg {trf(l 1“0\(? .(‘,(t.
The core of animalism in even tho'femmme nuture is zlpp‘u.(,u:
odiously to Verlaine’s sense. Vigny’s line, so shocking in its ferocious
physiologism of denunciation :—

4 Y,a femme, enfunt malade et dowze fois impur, o . 7

that line, that hideous line, haunts his imagination am} taints, with
both the fact and the allegory it involves, all the loveliness, all the
super-delicacy of his passion for—

JESEYS
“L'or des cheveux, 'azur des yeux, la fleur des chairs,

The cruel faculty of the analyst is Verlaine’s : the painfully piercing
glanee, painful alike to him and to his victim, that gazes half-
involuntarily upon the nudeness of the poor flawed stigmatised
clay :—

“Tu m’as, ces pales jours ’automne blane, fait mal,
A eanse dedes yewa o flewrit Voimal. "

Never, to Verlaine, is woman so divine as when her animal
nature sinks into latency, quiescence, and may, for one moment,
be lost to his perception -

‘“Beauté des femmes, leur faiblesse et ces mains pales
Qui fout souvent lo bien ot peuvent tout le mal,
Bt ces yeux, o plus ricw e veste dand mal
Que juste assez pour dire * ussez’ aux fureurs males. . .

{53
Verlaine conld write, and, doubtless, often thinlk :—

Yoo . . . . . . heure sainte
O jion, QWimporte A votre extase, Amour ¢t Chair > "'—

but in moments when, true to the essentin]l Platonism of his nature,

be rises into purer regions than those haunted by a Mendds or

Baudel(ul‘o, what e thinks, and writes, is the following :—

“Va, I'étreinto Jalouse et e spusme olbsessenr
Ne valent pas un long baiser, méme qui mente. . .

I

'_HIS disgust at the brutality of material love well expresses itself in
aline of his sonnet “ Dandysme " :—

TR I . PN
1"=llln‘es gens que les gens | Mourir pour Célimene,
Epouser Angélique ou venir do nuit chey
Agnes ot lu byiger, "



402 THE POET VERLAINE,

Curn:xlit_\' {never, by the way, more ruthless, more sheer, than when
completely and most *“ respectably ” legal: 2, Filon, the Frege)
critie, expressed acutely an undeniable truth when he wrote of o,
sensualité légale, cette chose essentiellement anglaise ), arnality,
perose, Verlaine abhors.  To him it scems a loathsome thing, the
shimy slug upon the plant :—

¢“Tel un pur, un sublime amour,
Qu'eat Ctroint la lucure infdme, | |

But if carnality pure and simple repels him, depravity in its more
refined forms exercises a quite morbid attraction for his spirit. Tuke
as proof his Fétes Galantes. Redolent it is, of all possible loveliness of
sin; all maginable grace, charm, force, terror, diabolism, delight, of
the thoroughly corrupt. A tiny wreath, woven with delicate, dolicimm
art, of the ravest, subtlest, swectest flowers of passional aberrance and
uuheulth,insinuuting~su strongly !~—ou the sense the lunguor,turpnr,
from which fhere may be no awaking. The fullest cssence is herein,
of that dangerous aighteenth-century compound of seusuality the
most determined, refinement the most delightful, intelligence the
most vivid, elegance the most extreme, Twenty little pieces, as cun-
ningly coquettish, suggestive as scientifically, of all by which de-
pravity may be, has been, rendered stronger than love and than
death, as one fancies the bewitching patches were that showed
Llack upon the pulp-whiteness of the Dubarry’s nude skin,  Twenty
little picces of verse, steeped to the lips in the Trench dis-
huddiéne siccle’s perfumed and gilded putrescence.  Yef, by u touch
here and there, as of un orgun note now and again among the “pleas-

ing” of flutes wnd Tutes, is made (o bo felt the poel’s own oceasional
intexior thrill at the thought of the essentinl horror underlying
this < gallantry 7 and these * féres.”  Top example, the two {ypieal
voung lovers, in theiv satins and their ruflles, and their courtly high-
heeled shoes, escorting through the decorous old park two glittering
belles, all smiles, all furbelows, all freshness, .. The youths eye the
duintiness of the ladies’ attire, und note furtively the provoking, dis-
tracting, half-display, half-concealment of u score of seeret charms.
Taeh little incident of the seene and hour—the leuty contact of an
overhanging bough, the hwm of some presumptuous inseet—pro-
vides o pretext for rapprochements which  the young men scem 0
dread, while the belles more Loldly desire :—

*Larfois vussi le dard d'un insecto Juloux
Inguiétait le col des belles sous los branches,
Lt ’était des tolairs sonduins do nuques blunches,
Bt corégal comblait nos jeunes yeux de fous.

Lo soir tombait, un soir Guivoque d'antomno :
Les belles, 80 peseddund 7O rcuses d uos hras,
Divent alors des nts si spicicie, tuot bas,

Que uelre dme depuds ce (e ips romble ¢f §" o
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how admirably is Verlaine’s own attitude of soul there ex-
[\ o . e AT S 7T A~.-
o 1 as, whilst succumbing to the “specious W ords, low-whi
d, as, whilst suc

PNSS{», of all which is most delicate umong the lusts of the flesh, he
pered < that Td strange thrill of doubt and terror and amaze,

vet fecl )
the throbbing of the breast of t

% -
olued irrecoverably to the twig !
o

he bird, when it finds its foot

., Tardée ob peinte comme au temps des bergerics,

Tréle parni les neeuds énormes de l'u‘b;ms,

Elle passe, sous les ramuves assombries, B
Dans U'alléo ot verdit ln mousse (]03 vieux banes
Avec wmillo facons ot millo afliteries -

Qu'on garde d'ordinaire aux pun‘mah(-iclu:,m.gvs,

Sa longuo robe & queuo est bleue, et Péventail

Qu'elle froisse en ses doigts Jluot?‘ aux larges bagues
alo en des sujets Grotiques, 81 vagues )

Qu'elle sourit, tout cu révant & waint détail.
~Blonde en somme, e nez mignon avee la bouche
Incarnadine, erasse, et diving d'orgueil
Tneonscient.—D'ailleurs plus fine que la moucho

Gui ravive éelat un pen niais de Pail.”

Bhat precious little sonnet, a Wutleaw relowche d leau-forte, eom-
prises the whole eightecenth-century Frenchwoman, most cjthcw‘nt
of stallking-horses behind which the Devil has gone huntlll‘g for
souls, Comment upon the art of the thing would be uscless. No one
suseeptible of pereeiving its dwinty pimpant grace has need l]mt\
the same should be expounded, whilst to others, what amount of
explanation could convey the entive effect ?

See how, in a further piece, the poet curiously, keenly, but not
unkindly, stands contemplating Colombine—Ilittle licad, no heart,
appetite, perhaps, but no real passion, and ina word, all small, sure,
shrewd, cold, hard, sc/f-lore—as she leads her pack of dunglers a
merry dance :—

“Lidandre 1o sot,
Lierrot qui d'un saut
De piee
Franchit le buisson,
Cassaudre sous son
Capuce,
Avlequin aussi, . . L7
T . : ;
Touched to seriousness for one moment, the moralist mquires of the
mute fatefulness of the stars ;—

“Tatidique cours des astres
Ol dis-mol vers quels
Mornes ou eruels

Diésastres

¢ Lhmplacablo enfant
Lreste et roleyant

§jupes,
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T.a rose au chapeau,
Conduit son troupeau
Do dupes? ™

Yet even Colombine—even this typical coquette—is not without
the faintest shadow of a flutter, sometimes, in the place where might
be situated her heart :—

“ Colombinoe réve, surprise,
Do sentiv un cceur dans la brise
It d'ontendro en son eaur des voix.”

V.

-+« And so with Paul Verlaine, the fatal process went on. . . |
From temptation to excess, excess fo satiety, satiety to disgust; all,
all in love, all love and every kind of love, is hollow utterly,
utterly false :—

’ ¢ Toutes les amours de la terro

Laissent au ceour du délétere
Lt do N'uifveusement amer ;
Traternclles ot conjugales,
Paternelles et filiales,

Civiques et nationalos,

Lus charnelles, los iléales,
Toutes ont la cuepas et le ver. .

From disgust finally to remorse :—
“Jlaurais db passer dans Fodenr of 1o frais
D Parbre et du froit sans m'acter jomais ;
Lo clel m'a puni . . . Juurais di, Jraurais da P

Till at last the poet turns him away from the vanities of carthly
passion, and secks g refuge in the pity, and the pardon, aud the
tenderness ineffable, that some declure and perhaps helieve and feel
to be existent within the depths of a Leaven, to others a blank
and void.

‘oo I faut wétre pas dupe en co farceur de monde
O le bonhcur n’a rien Qexquis eb d'alléchunt,
Sl n'y frétille un peu do pervers of Qimmonde,
Et pour nétre pas dupe il faut otre wéchant,”
Yes, but:—

“Bion de n'étre pas dupn dans o monde d’une heure.
Mais pour ne 1'ctro pas durant Péternité,
e qilil funt d tout Pricgud régue ot qui demeure,
O w’est pas la mdchinceld, est Lo bouts.”

Indeed, throughout the thickest of his impiety Verlaine had
not been without some lutent sense of orace :—

CMais sans doute, et moi J'inelinerais fort A le croive,
Dans quelque coin bien discret of sir do eo cuur mcme
lllm'u?t gardé commeo qui dirait la ménoire
Davoir été ces petits enfants que Jésus aime, . .7
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av came, when under circumstances of great disgrace,
an(’f t'he dﬂ)l ;c\ n’ir Le scems actually to have been penetrated with
ﬂmlc,fl(m’{m(tliut\ll;as;oth all understanding” (as indeed, anyone not
e Ij&i?ioesessirm it must confess that it does). But such is the
f:;;?;; c)rmllpioxity zf the artist nature, that to it tln finest, 11101?10,?'1;,
pichest emotions, as well as, pel.‘chance, the flul’lxest and worst,
nn‘l:st b always themes, for emotional ﬂnd. artlstw: treat,n.lcnt and
expression, rather than direct, ubsolu.to, genuine sLentxmcuts in them-
celves. The artist has but one genuine sentiment, and t',hut is: A.rt.
A doubt therefore subsists us to the completencss of this con\*eﬁrsmu
of Verlaine's.  And such doubt becomes, to & mind possess:od of any
cnitical acumen, an almost certainty when one finds Ve.rhmlc clmm-l
ing the right to produce * Parallélement,” us he calls it, by way of
title to one of his more recent volumes, verse devoted to emotions of
religion on the onc hand, and emotions of the senses on the ot»‘hor:
a striking instance of the wish poetically to serve those two irre-
concilable masters, God and the World. Thus art, plainly, is
stronger in Verlaine’s breast than faith.

He has lived for his art alone, and by reason of his art he must
die; because, full of art, he is void of many things else. Void of
broad general humanity, void of the deeper world-wisdom, void of
the eloquence most penetrating and profound that coming from the
heart goes to the heart not of the time merely but of all time, and
speaks, a lofty Voice, along the ages.

No great poet, no world-poet, is Paul Verlaine. DBut the exqui-
site, delightful, diseased, lacerated poet of a morbid élite. In the
main, however, a touching figure, with the intensity of his emotion,
clevation of his impulse, and fatal weakness of his will. Poor
knight-errant, bruised and broken, with that headpiece of “singing
gold,” that flaming Nessus's “ tunic ” of grief and sin, and the red

31100(1 from his breast raining down upon the “azure ground” of his
Ulusions ;— )

‘ J'étais né pour plaire & toute ime un peu ficre.
JPétais, jo suis né pour plaire aux nobles dmes,
Lour les consoler un peu d’un monde impur,
Cimier Cor chantenr et tundque de flanones,
Moi, le hevalior qui salgne sur azur !
Yes, Poor wanderi
Vooful ang yigeq]
'gnoble, anq g p

4g, worsted Knight, wandering and worsted and
¥ downcast, but not, when all is said and done, not
ainstricken, and so pitiable !

Evwaro Deninpe.



