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574 CORRESPONDENCE,

gool in. this practically sessilc'colonel nﬁles‘a\\'ay? Does he hel
instructions when the sun shines and subside when the weathep
Or do they use the telephone system, such as it 18, of this u
Or he is veally no good at all, and this metapliorical
him and these eyelists, just folly and no more ¢

A‘lj;mpux'of that great-coat question, Lt‘.»COVI. Y"m]f«,_»ln’ Iapses sti]] furthey
and describes an operation conducted by “battalions ” of eyelists, p
under the system he is defending, battalions of eyelists are iustw\}lnt“t"
impossible. My case was that this system 8Ives us no organised cd‘;
foree at all, but a miscellany of odd companies differing in unifong 1:)
equipment, under different miles-away Colonels, and practically iney »:;}.T,
of efficient co-operation. Now Lt.-Col. Balfour deseends upon m}* statelmcnt{
that these cyclists are inseparately linked to infantry battalions with, ey
ticular vigour. He deseribes that statement as g plam,” <1 have,” he s]ul\‘e
“hopelessly confused peace administration with war organisation,” and e
makes it clear that this national danger of a War Office, should war brcuk‘
upon us and a cyclist force be needed, proposes to draw the mep  fron
the various companies” of the battalions to which they belong—every company
in the battalion may be depleted—and to despateh these shreds an
patches of the British Army against a conceivably efficient enemy as q
cyclist force.  This scheme to commit manslanghter might be set workine
to-morrow. And here, at any rate, T will plead guilty to the charee of
“ignorance.”  Lt.-Col. Balfour rails against me. I did not know. [ dil
not guess the depths to which the War Office could sink. I jumped to the
conclusion that the cyclist company was at least o separate company,
because there are a hundred reasons why it should be so, and none why it
shall not.  But you see ! i

Finally, to show ‘““what results our early cfforts to train cyclists can
produce,” Lt.-Col. Balfour positively prints a letter in which the extreme
misery of a cyelist outpost cut off from its kit by that “carted baggage”
folly, is very vividly described, Although T knew him to be the autho
of this drill-book by the time I reached this passage, I could seareely
believe my eyes. But there the thing stands in his paper. And this little
tale of quite avoidable hardship is just one small example, a hand
specimen as it were, of the realities this drill-book may bring about.

By virtue of this harmless-looking little pink pamphlet, unless some
grievous outrage to Lt.-Col, Balfour's pride of authorship is speedily done,
I am convinced that men of my blood and elass will be brought to intoler-
able hardships, to shame and surrender, to uscless struggles, and wounds
and death,

lograp),
18 dyl] 2
thappy ang »
connection betweey

Faithfully yours,
H. G. WeLLs,

¥«* The Editor of this Review does not undertale to return any m[lnuscr‘l‘}]/[.\',)
nor in any case can he do so unless either stamps or @ stamped enveloe
be sent to cover the cost of postage. N
1t is advisable that articles sent to the Editor should be fypeavritten.
The sending of o proof is no guarantee of the acceplance of an wrticle.
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WILL GERMANY FAILY?

Wisr was the political meaning of the Kai‘ser"s visit we hmte now
upon authority. Replying to I)r.“Schaedlers mt?rpeﬂatxon 1n'the
Reichstag, Count Bilow assured his hearers thn{q it meant nothing.
If England chose to throw herself at Germ:‘my)s hez.ulﬁjunder an
entire delusion as it follows—in consequence o‘t the Kaiser’s personal
chivalry, it was, of course, not the'mterest of Germany to.relmllse her,
though he inferred, by every adroit tur.n of the. phrases in whxcl'{ ‘he
sxcels, that there was no positive necessity to reciprocate the emotions
we insist upon importing into business. Here he o:.'oked the strange
but unfailing accompaniment of the Chancellor’s speeches upon
Auglo-German relations — unfriendly laughter in the Reichstag.
What should we, or Gtermany, think if all our ref'erences to one of our
neighbours, in the House of Commons, were h.ahltually received \V}ﬂj
an equally uncomplimentary levity, and were m‘tended to pfm’okol ft‘}'
(ount Billow’s speeches ought not to be .re:n] in tl‘anslatxuns: whic {
cannot do justice to their peculiar vein of jocose irony wherg ]mghu1_~
is concerned. Their idiomatio colour is even less flattering to this
country than their acidulated neutrality in direct statement. BT?oly
earry more meaning to his German hearers than meets the I‘)l 51
mind, and what the Reichstag understands thox.n to c-xlmu.nd' azlt lm
merits of pursuing a profitable policy towards this L'-o-untry ma flﬁ ‘,
veiled spirit of benevolent contempt. The essex}flzll hnmou‘rl‘o nta
attitude is always an effective suggestion in t.he U‘erm:m Prm]mmet?]i
and nover fails, apparently, to draw the lightning \‘15”“61,{? ﬂ?t “L\
lughter. Pungent platitude is, no doubt, the ox‘xl:y‘ifnmN E “t)' A '
which statesmen, dealing with the irritable susceptibilities 0 f‘na 10?{;
dare indulge ; but it is possible that the German Clmncgl]gl’ s 1 &VOt‘ij
we, even of {his slight luxury, might be economised \:".1 F\ 5 e
Mv‘mmge. The attitude in which he most pleases the anti- n{\g\ :
gllery is far from irksome to him personally, but would be. 91({;;
Upon him, even if he disliked it, by the necessity ?f managing ‘(:1
andience, Mo us the facetious patronage of Count Bilow is a form
YOL. LXIX. N.8, R R




T2 OUR UNBUSINESSLIKE ADMIRALLY,

But there are many holes in the official armour that coulq easily b
repaired. There should be a greater communit ¥y of interest between
the Navy and those charged with its administration ; o willingness
to receive suggestions respectfully submitted ; a desire to gi\‘z th;
taxpayers every possible encouragement to take ap inferest. in the
Fleet, upon which their daily bread depends ; and a determination o
be practical, businesslike, and even enterprising in the interest of {he
greatest service in the world. None who are aware of the
volume of work which devolves on the officials at Whitel,
desire to indulge in mere carping criticism, but it should he impossible
for such typical errors as have heen mentioned to sully their record.
It may be that there is not much fault inherent in the system, if it
were not hampered with unnecessary ved tape, hindered in it
working, often carelessly controlled, and its safery valve serewed
down. Those who know most of the size of the Navy, and the
responsibilities that devolve upon the heads of the departments, do
not ask perfection, but there is a wide margin between perfection
and the present administration, and the spirit by which it is too
frequently animated. Tt cannot Le serlously argued that in any
large commercial house, whether it be concerned with ocean liners,
insurance, or shipbuilding, all of which activities ave analogous to the
work of the Admiralty, such blunders as can be laid at the door of
the naval authoritics would be tolerated. If those who hold the levers
of the machine would only let it hiave u fair chance of working at its
best and smoothly, it would probably be found that the mistakes and
Inequalities are mere excrescences.

A mew Tirst Lord of the Admiralty is now controlling the
administration, and the Navy Tistimates and Mr. Arnold Forster's
speech in explanation of them give promise of better days. There
are signs of the practical business mind applying itself to the task
of perfecting the machinery which can make or mar the Fleet. Is
it too much to hope that Tarl Selborne will hend himself to the
task of reform und give the nation an administration that will work
efficiently and accurately without the public panies of the past, and
that the First Sea Lord will be permitted every year to set forth for
the assurance of those who pay for the Fleet his views on its strength,
and the adequacy of the provision being made for the maintenance
of that supremacy which is an epitome of our Imperial history, and
the only safeguard on which, in the first and last resort, we can
depend in the future P

immengse
all would

Excusrron.

FRENCH POETRY OI" TO-DAY!

Trar 1 am to-day the guest of your venem_ble Universi»ty is o
11'i;dleae I owe to the interest taken 1)}" you in the unceasing and
; v-b'ded life of Letters. TFamiliar with its growth in your own
mall)t . rou would fain mark its development among your neigh-
;‘)Z‘:ji;){’;}?l it is your custom to turn for information to the latest of
our c,ontemporary writers. It gives me great pleasure that yow
choice should have fallen upon me; yet greater 1’>leasure. that you
have allowed me to speak to you of those recent and daring ‘mam-!
festations of French poetry, to which T have c_levoted all.the effort of
my life. When Stéphane Mallarmé, from this very (~?xa11~, lLeld your
attention rivetted to his sybilline utterances, he elmrzled to be tl‘le
bearer of great tidings. Violent hands hfl(l. jbeen laid by oertm.u.
poots in France upon the hLoly ark of trmhhon? verse, z}nd this
crenmstance, simple as it was, filled the Master’s mind with sym-
thetic emotion.
Pthe“t’liil attempt to show you to-day how, why, and to what gxtcuﬁ
the laws of verse have been modified, and also what new modes of
composition have accompanied the new forms of prosody. i
I will speak to you, therefore, of the youngest of our poets; JHM
that you may the better realise the full scope of their \.vork, I wi
briefly review that of their forernnners. Some of these, like Lamar-
tine, Vigny, Baudelaire, Mallarmé, expandet} or tlll‘l.led over t‘heholtnrl
postical matter, the stock of thoughts and ideas which give bu"t 1 o~
postry ; others, such as Hugo and Verlaine, were concerned nt \011
with the outward shape of French verse, the gnrme]}t of syllables (fuaf
rhymes donned by poetical conceptions to strut in the gardens o
human memory. All contributed to make the contemporary trans-
formations first possible and then unavoidable. ,
During the last hundred years, French poetry has offected a ne.xt\‘
crystallisation of ideas, governed by liberty and truth even to 1;
lowest stratifications. The seventeenth and eighteenth -ce?nturles hatl
witnessed a very different crystallisation, based upon 1 gid ru.lef 1m'lt~
stiff formalism. By the genius of Racine this sx{ddenly &tmmi 1\
triumphant maturity. But after Racine, Créblll'on and IVo gmi
began to disintegrate it, the tragic poets of the Efnpu‘e br.oug 1t about
its decomposition, which is even now completed in the still-born pro-
ductions of & fow obscure schoolmasters.

) M.
(1) A lecture delivered at the Taylorian Institute, Oxford, March, 1901, by
Tmile Verhaeren,
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Already the puny poets of the eighteenth century had
of all life and activity. Dorat, G’cntil-l‘lernm*d, Chaul
better than mechanical thymsters. Of love, that greatest of Tumay
passions, they make a pretty knick-knack, o pretext fop insipiq
twaddle and childish poutings, a sort of bewigged ang bepowdereq
sprite, ever flitting from a sofu fo an aleove. Liyries give way to
artifice, and AL le Chevalier de Parny is not {le man to res}ore
them. Jean-Baptiste Rousscau and Lefranc de Pompignan holg fast
the full power of the great biblical conceptions in the claws of ¢
frigid stanzas; but if now and again they adequ
lamentatiors of the prophets, they are yet very o
nice clean bed of Job’s unsavoury dunghill!

Ducis, when he brings over Shakespeare to Trance, mutilates angd
muzzles him; Voltaire domestieatos Othello, that fierce king of the
desert; Ilorian and Andrieus spin out their trite and insipid fables
Derquin, with his pink and blue ribbons, fastens the hymeneal honds
between Estelle and Némorin. Trose, indeed, had shaken itself free;

it had given us Montesquieu, Jean-Jacques, Diderot, Beaumarchais.
But poetry became daily more antemice; it was painted in wiatry
hues. Originality of thought was superseded by commonplaco, beauty
of form was but a mechanical triel

d depriveq it
leu are lit]e

Lelr
ately voico fle
aveful to maky o

The crystallisation of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries had
thus exhausted its original activity.  DToets had sunk to the level of
mere imitators, ¢ arranging "’ the work of others ; starch and conven-
tionality had smothered every noble impulse, every artless extrava-
gance: the end was at hand.

Suddenly Lamartine appears, heralded by Isménard and Chene-
dollé.  He renews the matter, while Hugo, foreshadowed by Chénier,
revolutionises the forms of prosody. Thus the new crystallisation of
the nineteenth century set in, in the name of Iiberty and truth,
diversely interpreted, indeed, but always proclaimed in the manifestoes
of the suceessive schools.

The names of Lamartine and Hugo cast a halo upon Trench
literature at the beginning of our age. Like a god, the former raises
poetry from the grave by the boundless power of supreme inspiration.
He is himself the sole burden of his song, but together with himself
he celebrates the whole world; heis one of those men whose natm:e
is a very abstract of humanity, and who reveal it to us as they tell their
own tale. THis doubts and dreams, his loves, hopes and fits of melan-
choly, his memories and fond delusions, all helong to eternal man as
much as to himself. He reasons but little, he'combines still less, he
writes as he breathes. Ho is a prodigious creator, scarce heeding the
miracles he pexforms ; his sensations, sentiments and ideas appear .to
be simply the upstartings or subsidings of his soul. Before him
French poetry was g stranger to melancholy, to religious ecstasy, to
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- nate love, of which Nature herself is both a witness and co-
passiond )

Pargnm‘" hine seems to obey his call: metre, thyme and verse, He

hv?r)tuffolqtes the strictest rules; he eaves but little for spelling.
S‘)mehmeiﬂég eifﬂﬂ pains or application. Had he not led such a
i kno.\f\t ?1‘(,) n)irrht) have been termed a great voluptuary. The
nowe(,shoof his qp(iltﬂueity are never rusty. Ie remains a child to
spring o

f his death. i

th(}ﬁ;f, Oélinthe other hand, great as is the number of ideas he

i rer, is above all things a formal poet.  In his “C.ontempm-
Sklms”m}je’arrai@ns the whole train of his bold innovations. e
f“?:ans the oldovocmhulm‘y with the Phrygian lj(‘lpr’f’ ;‘ hel\lrds,i?ﬁ;t
10 the palace of the French language—a manner of roya ell.g
" 'lt s mob of plebeian words 5 he ¢ pulls down the Bastille of
ﬂ:l mouo.uvl.m.“ treads nnder foot the coils of periphrasis”; he ¢ taL:es
1_"]‘311“161 t)hqt oreat oveenhorn of an Alexandrine,” and sharpens him
LI; {)‘;?((Hsp‘lacfng thz cresura :.1t will, and ﬂllOWi.llgrt]}G Seuﬁ?.ﬁo 1;3::—{“
flow”’ into the next line (m{/r/m/wm('u/).. Mf)leoxel ; ; \1{‘ .!E(, ne
lie is the first to proclaim that theyo:d is endowed w 1tA11 a 11?11 Ed th';
e terms the word “a living entity.’ ‘ All modern schools, a >
latest more than auy, have acceptled this truth as an arm?mt. N

By the mere assemblage. of its syllables, Q}utg %ﬁr 1 rz\ e
meaning or future applicutliotn, the wordt hoolig Rgln\xjm:]? ;,tm gl‘;ﬁthes

les of its component letters a mystery , A
:11111]‘(% ihe sentence, : Every syll}tble beclomes aliitoclznzfqnﬁix;s&n.of :_I:lxi;e;
is a minor and a major key. TLine anc verse become a. of verhe!

stration. They are animated by a life of their own, W
fxf?kgl‘t;?‘t\iioti the li\?es of the thoughts. apd scntunent:j., :?1:1;?11())?6:“
them with new vigour. Sometimes, mn:le.e.d, the‘ n{exs LL“I. };iCh L
sentence suggests an outline or a mass of l)g]{t oixs \rt el,“m‘1 e
prints itself upon the whole, so that a?l t..lmt 18 S’Lt,l? t(r o 3 ) ,’e A
before man has embodied his thought in it, assumc-f {)t ,w a}g s
reads, the ear that listems, the tongue that articulates, pec
tistic significance. . ‘
B T]tx;‘e ;:re words as dead and dull as the tomb, others tn:a sl:;x({;i:ﬁ

speedy as arrows, words that are in. themselves.pageﬁ;iiem; ! heu}) .

cades, words bare and unpretending, words» Jsd m bf 011’1\’ el

weights. Tines that are made up of such words b(‘). n(c: mm; oo

objects, but make you see and hear then. They unnt A

our senses as well as to our minds. They causo th]fm- ?to n,Ota e

himself lives, with a body and a soul. I wonldhas1 }C(;,lmeu e

mysterious power of words in two .pussages I have setl,
from ITugo, the second from Verlaine. T

In the former observe the restful effect produce{ s
monotonous repetition of certain long and sonorous Words.
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to hear the utterances of a hypnotiser, given out in slow modulationg
Not a word that jars, not a violent motion. The lines extend ev,

one by the side of the other, like bodies laid out on couches
tombs.

enly
or in

“Taix a omlre ! Dormer, dormer, dormez, dormey,
Etres. groupes confus lentement tra sformis,
Dormez les champs, dormez les flenrs, dormez les tombes !
Taits, murs, seuils des maisons, pierres des catacombes,
Feuilles an fond des bois, plumes au fond des nids,
Dormer, dormez, brins C'herbe et dormiez infings |
Calmez-vous, forits, chines, ¢

ihle, frine, veuse,
mee sur la grande hovrenr religieuse,

Sur I’Océan qui lutte et qui ronge son mors,

Et sur Fapaisement insondable des morts !

Paix & Lobgeurité muette et redoutée,

Paix au doute effrayant, & Pimmense ombre athice,

A tol, nature, cercle et centre, dme ef miliey,
Fourmillement de tout, solitude de Trien |

O wéuérations aux brumenses haleines,

Reposez-vous ! pas noirs qui marchez dans les plaives.
Dormez, vous qui sai

Doulewrs ! douleurs ! donleuys ! fermez vos yeux sacrés L, L

unez, dormez vous qui pleures,

And just as the slow, appeasing measnres of this 1
the funereal impression of long-drawn-out w
the following téte galante, by YV,

ament illustrate
ords, so you will note in
erlaine, the lively and, if T may he
allowed the expression, the roguish airs and graces of the ph}ase.
The words trip along with a merry lilt,  The quick, sprightly
measure is adapted to the sense.  Yon can see and hear the whole
scene before you have grasped its meaning. It is like a shadow on a
screen, quick to come, and quick to go.

“ Léandre, le sot
Pierrot qui d'un saut
De puce
Franchit le bui
Cassandre, sous ¢

“ Do, mi, sol, wi, la!
Tout ce monde va,
Rit et chante,

Et danse devant
Une belle enfant
Méehante,

Capuce,

“ Arlequin aussi,

! < Dont les yeux pervers
Cet aigrefin s

Cowme les yeux verts

Fantasqne, | Des chaties
Aux costuines fous, Gardent ses appas
Ses yeux luisants sous Bt disent ¢ A bas

Son masque, !

Les pattes.!””

Yes, in such poems words live indeed, as Hugo asserts. They have

.
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former like the pealing of bells or the booming of guns about
. ful cities of the dead. - ‘
e Mo artine, Hugo is influenced by the spirit of lhis age.

s LMII: 18 J,dec na subject for poems, and sometimes for
Ev.ery DOZ?\'yatiou, He introduces into his dramas the grotesque,
ity W'L lLtnof the classical school. There is in his eyes no hard
= buglal?fltl' ction between fair and foul. The artist’s own interpre-
m\(? fast] s lggion bis power, alone determine the domain of the
mhont,' nsr;rt cla;ims the entire province of Nature—a truly wide
i:g)fmlzcg.niﬁcent programume, doiug' uwayvfrur evef with the narrow
and despotic limitations ]nth«;-%’(o ilSSL.gllOd to poet‘r).. it

As fondly enamowred of irnt‘ermfy as Lm.naltmo was 19{: )eﬁ)e}t,
Hugo asserts himself as a socm.l, ?nd at tlines a socm}tmy ltirleflm.
Traternity, as he contemplates 1t,.1s often but avn en‘JtIE 3 (1 5 ]
Nothing is more distasteful to him than to l}me]shl i an‘(.l\\‘alt
forced upon his notice. Whenever he }neets “'Lthltle§e 1? 1a1f§
thers. He does not perceive that strife Rll(l.SOll(lflTlf)', far 1{)1111
being antagonistic in their esserce, are both msepanﬂ)l(? \ 11*01}1" : (,ui
great human struggle. It is 1mpossx.ble, save among beings (ﬁ{m cl
of reason, to comceive any act which is not al once selfish f}ll(t
altruistic.  All manner of co-operation has, after all, but oue objec
— st.

;?anrggftine and Hugo were both optimist»ix T‘hey extended tot the
right, in the direction of light, the bmmdan.es of t‘he. lul{d of fletl.et
Vigny removed its landmarks to 1}1@ lFft, in .the (h?'ecim?‘l 0 .mlrt
ness. Like his hero on Mount Sinai, he stands 1(.)1‘t,h a mighty
recluse” in his « ivory tower.”” Iis book, Les Destinées, 1s replef}e
with the cold despair, the solemn bitterness, {l.m precise and ]N%ljztl
conceptions of pessimism. A strietly philosophical poet 1s born into
the world. . o

Towering high above Leopardi, that frail and sm‘rolwful Lhe‘ll’fl(‘f.l,'
Vigny, makes of the irremediable nothingness of th.mgs -{he \el:st
groundwork of his pride. Ile probes and explores 1t. to its l?wib
depths ; he listens unmoved to the call of the deep. His mind is the
mind of a stoic. It confessedly hopes for nothing, though still,
through inborn pride, fulfilling its appointed task.

 Gémir, pleurer, prier est ¢galement liche,
Fais tnergiquement ta longue et lowrde tache
Dans la voie ot le sort a voulu t'appeler; N
Puis apris, comme moi, soufire et meurs, sans parler.

And in another passage :-—

a magnetic influence even upon the minds of those who are not
conversant with the Trench language. They are understood—the

“Le vrai Dieu, le Dieu fort est le Dien dos idées.”
latter like the twanging of a guitar or the clatter of castanets—

Imprisoned in this hard and fast circle, in this frigid conception
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life, his mind cannot, however, entirely shut out tle restless gpq
noisy world about it. DBut it is especially attracted by its sadaer
and more chastened aspects. It will bend over the more brygy
forms of human activity, over the storm-{ossed lives of seamen, {hq
bustle of great liners, and the tempests of iron and smoke of {]
monstrous railway-engines.

More even than De Vigny, Charles Baudelaire, the author of
Fleurs du Mal, presents to our view the pomp and ecircumstance of
labour. Harbours, worksheds, and factories blot out the horizoy of
his broadest poems with their masts and Smoky mists. Tt was
thought that the Muses were too frail to breathe such heavy atmo-
sphere.  On the contrary, they get used to it, and their langs remaiy
as strong as ever.  Not that these tall, feverish apparitions are the
special characteristic of the ayt of Baudelaire. Tis scope is rather
spiritual and moral. Ife evokes and studies great vices, violent
passions, just as the art of Lamartine extolled the master virtues,
He judges them in the name of order, wielding the sword of the
archangel, a thyrsis of crossed thunderbolts, He explores the depths
of human depravity. Ile follows the drunkard, the murderer, the
courtezan, the backslider, in the winding streets of great cities ; he
pities, he condemns, he scourges them.  He fingers the cavities and
protuberances of the great safanic mask with which civilisation
covers the hoary face of humanity ; Le projeets upon it such a food
of light as would have appalled great Balzac himself. Strange sensa-
tions, subtle investigations, new and thrilling terrors. If he does
not alter the form of verse, hie at least points {he way to a new
modality of lyrical composition,

He calls attention to the latent analogies which prolong the ideal
ramifications of a thought, as an echo repeats and prolongs the voice.
ITe ascribes to the symbol its natural powers of evoeation ; ho shows
the interpenetration of the different senses, their action and reaction
the one upon the other, their blood relutionship.  Ilenceforward,
Tunctions hitherto restricted to the senses of touch and sight can
legitimately be attributed to the sense of hearing.

A well-known sonnet of hLis expounds in its fourteen lines these
valuable innovations. Tt is calleq ¢ Jorrespondances.”’

10

“La nature est un temple ol de vivanty piliera
Laissent parfois sortir de eonfuses paroles,
L’homme y passe & travers des foréts de symboles
Qui I'observent avee des regards familiers,

< 1 . ¥

* Comme de longs éelios qui e loin se confondent
Dans une téncéhrense et profonde unité
Vaste comme la nui et comme la clarté,
Les parfumns, les couleurs ct les song se répondent.

-1
[l
=3
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t Jles parfums frais comme des chairs donfants,
113 < th n T
e le hanthais, verts camme les praivies,

X conne X ! .
ot pug, riches et triomphants,

Ft dautres corrom
vexpansion des choses infinies,
¢ Avant expansion ¢ fin .
A(})m:nv l"nln\»rc, Je muse, le benjoin et Vencens, .
(\(11 chantent les transports de Pesprit et des sens.
\\ N
Clorrespondancs entmriates a theory of ideas; ;\011-
P ‘ . P { corticated the
¢ Poetigue o theory of form. Ingo had deruoxh.«,nt«,t 1
il 31\ fhis he concentrated his cffort; Verlaine takes
HO1 g ' i
s it of verse, more especially measures of seven
ol » ? ] e
bl'l o infuses into them a new charm, an unexpected
het V t‘of symmetry delights him, theirlack of balance
idity. Thew wan N K ) . simolicity pervades
e hat from their hieaviness, A new hlnll)llCl.t) 1 11
o) i‘ vith fre The lines become light and, as
i SAEDT T - .. S Parnassians
o iotilv The Romanticists were painters, the ]a;;nq'ﬂ{
o volatile. > X . | emands the inter-
b Verlaine dubs himself a musicaan. 1ie dmpmd .
: s ‘ . 3 5 "
bCUIPtOIF £ the arts as Baudelaire demanded the interpenetr
enetration o arts v ] 4
Pf the senses. The one thecry leads to the other. ‘ '
i iy fhe quatrains we find condensed the new
Tn the following quatra

Baundelaire’s

alexandrine ;
in hand the whole
ornine syllables.

shoyouth

reform of

dy— o
i “ e la musique avant toute chose

Bt pour cela, prefeve Vlnpair .
Plus vague et plus soluble dans an
Saus vien en lud qui pose ow gul pose.

<) fant anssi que ta n'ailles pnmt: ‘
Choisir tes mots sans quelque meprise @

Tien de plus cher que fachanson grise
On YIndécis an Précis se joint.

« (Pest des beaux yeux derritre des }'n{x]cs,
(Pest Yo grand jour tremblant llt‘. ’11)}(11,
(Pest, par wn ciel tl’;\\\f(wxxnlle ‘..mm.«h,

Le blen fouilli des claires ctoiles !

“ Prends 1’ ¢loquence, et tmds—lnni le cou!
T feras bien, en train d'éne
De rendre un peu la Rime a ie
Si Pon v’y veille, elle iva jusqu ot

O qui dira les torts de la Ril}\(’, ‘!‘ )
Quel enfant sourd on quel néyre fou
Nous a forgd ce bijou dun sow
Qui sonne creux et faux sous la lime !

“De la musique encor et tunjnura,‘.
Que ton vers soit la chose .unvnlw‘ i
Qw’on sent qui fuit d'une ime en a ﬁ(. ¢
Vers d’autres cieux it d'antres amours.
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< 1
Que ton vers soit la Lonne aventure
il N ) .
Eparse au veat erispe qu matiy
Qui va fleurant la meyqle ot le t}

J 1y I —
Et tout le reste est lggor =

"

ature,

RI] me, as y i i 8
yme, ¢ ol 4 Pug
y i1 see, 18 b()ldh 1ImMpPugr ~(.I.

) Qainte .
ville looked upon it as the sole ] oo te-Douve and Dup.

armony of IFrench verse.
“ Rime, qui donne o
Aunx chansoyg,

Rime, unique harmonie
Du vers, qui,

urs sons

OIS, qut, sans tes accents
Frémissants
Seradt muet an gipje.”

(Juseph Delorine),

Verlaine on the contrary evolves harmonv £y i
from the soft succession of 1its svhm‘] 1\011} e L
measure, from the willowy suppl e o
blank verse, he is CODf(}IJf“’WI‘t]l
slave, was yet a serva

s, from (he ever-varying
B e 3 °
;bll}t@as of the whole. ITe admits
atliterati : A
el ‘ t]OH: 1lugo, though not
el ; quality of rhyme called “yicl."
A b]l é)on the consonants as well as the vowel ’I
o, e : rowel-soun
) . e exqusite, yyht]

G » Subtle, artless songster of {]
S SRS ‘oles 3 7 N

and meret - Laroles and the Fetes Glalantes scorns sbmh uncout]
nereiric: ‘ . ‘ ) dy
B i rllr%ous ormament.  He goes on careless of the gaudy
el 1 0of rhyme, free from artifice or complexit ‘II i3 th Sl
s gl ‘ exity.  He is the simple

. ) : o eyes the star, not the pompous Magian Ki ; ;
eavy metallic stanzas are enclosed ; ‘] t }‘b il
e foa c 0 caskets heavy and metallie
ourney towards 3 1 % briktness

5 Journey towards the star, if 1,4t dazzling in its b
at least brings him in the end to a o 66 g
! y 5 ¢ o oy I 5 o

s sisciris & genuflexion of unsurpassed depth

All these ref
. © reéf;rms,l from H“g’() to Verlaine, hore after all upon side
but they Zieared!efl ed to nmdlhc{}ti(ms rather than transformations ;
deepor ‘ﬂud/n‘xore ’t)f: way, by their slow hut ceaseless advance, for a
later modern sehoo) orough reform.  This was accomplished by the
Never were so e :;"Ililftcrs of blank Verse, symbolists and decadents

ere many different names o . Lo -

what matter the labels, {] nt Bames given to artistic groups. Dut
of these fonovat N hae, ey “'f“ all be carried away when the work
o ; ors has melted into the general ;

heir action was o collact: ¢ general growth of literature.
new mode of huma Ci'n"e one, as if poetry already shared in the
effort of one man le;ll'&C WIttl‘:z’7 e R upon tho single

» eading others, but uy, ;

! . bon the co-oper

such agents al] working towards a C()mli)(,n end o fReeE G

I will , :
Maet::]ing(um;{a f‘cw nar.nes:.R'unb;mﬁ’ Laforgue, Kahn, Moréas,
Retté, an’cis ;izz;s Vﬁle‘(ﬁlﬁin; fSttmrt Merril, André Gide,
i EIBkamp, oo 15" enry Lﬂfﬂllle, Charles Van Lerberghe,

ontuinas, Albert Mockel, Henri Ghéon. Lach
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rent from the rest—some with an individuality the more clearly
ding as their talent expands and asserts itself, they
uiding in the direction of a wider freedom of form
thiul synthesis of matter, that crystallisation begun
he nineteenth eentury, and of which their own work

difte
defined accor
all concur in g
and a more tru
at the dawn of t
is the ultimate consequence.
The present school of erities explain and justify in the name of
logic, the convalsion that has shaken prosody to its very depths,
Granted that they have reason on their side, they yet lave not
sufficient reason.

They ask : Why prohibit a hiatus at the meeting of two words and
Allow it in the body of nword? Why prescribe i/ y « (a verb) and
tolerate Ltlion (a substantive) ?  Why insist upon the rhyme being
fall, solemn and “yich,” in elevated subjects, when such rhyme
almost invariably leads to a punning jingle? Why talk of cesurs
\when our language contains words of seven or eight syllables?  Why
permit the enjambement and reject with scorn lines of thirteen and
tourteen feet 7 And any but a purblind critie arrives at the conclu-
sion that the poets of to-day are doing rational work.

Granted, but in matters of art, strict logic is not a decisive argu-
ment; poetry wells up like a boiling spring from the depths of human
nature, and like love and fancy it refuses to obey the mandates of
pure reason.  Whether or not the labour of poets is logical is quite
a secondary matter, The truth is this: from its earliest beginnings,
Trench verse has been based upon measure; to-day it is sought to
found it upon rhythm. It is not the want of logic of the older
prosody that is impugned ; it is the principle on which it rested.

Rhythm, measure! Assuredly every measure is possessed with
thythm, every rhythm with measure. The distinction between these
two almost identical terms is nevertheless a notable one.  The form
of the older I'rench poetry, based upon measure, appears like a mould,
preordained and sharply defined, into which a whale train of thought
is compressed, without ever widening, restricting or doing away
with & single division. The form is pre-existent ; it therefore deter-
mines the length, progress and subdivision of the lyrical movements.

Rhythm may alse be termed a form, but a flexible form of infinite
variety, literally embodying the thought, for what is it but that
thought which, in finding expression, fashions out its own mould?

There is not pre-existenco but co-existence between the thought and

%ts materialisation. The modern poets reject measure, the super-

imposed form, and adopt rhythm, the direct form. The sentiments

evolved in o poem thus appear in all their original spontaneity.
But, it may be asked, not without a pardonable diffidence, is it then
possible to scize in so subtle and direct a manner every thought that
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springs into existence ?  For the real poet this presents ne &
Alone he possesses the secret gift, at the very instant g thoug]
birth in his brain, of at once conceiving it as g living ¢
its inherent static or dynamic action. Now this action ig rhythm
itself. The true poet cannot, therefore, Lut be a perfect master of
rhythm. All great masters were so. In spite of the gui(ling~sh‘ilxgs
and shackles of conventional, sterile and useless metro, Racine, Lafop-
taine, Lamartine, Hugo, Baudelaire, Verlaine cannot Iyt obey the
movement of the idea. TRemember the lamentations of Phédre ang
her lassitude; the conclusion of the fable Z¢ (Ve ol o Roseay ;
Lsolemend in the Aéditutions ; the Djines in the Oricntales
the Fewrs du Mal; Langucur in Jadis ot Naguere,

A poem therefore appears as the notation of movements of {}0
mind, and no longer as a development conforming to such
a rule of prosody. A canvas to work upon is no longer needed; the
knots of the work are themselves its c¢hiain and woof. Cunalisation
is superseded, the river is left to Lollow out its own bed.  Such o
theory may conceivably frighten second-rate poets.  Granted.
all is either easy or impossible.

The earliest poets were free singers ; they evolved from themselves
the form of their emotions. They preceded all manner of critic
or laying down of laws. It is to them, to their source
light, that we should return. If e examine how it came about that
in those far-off times rhythm was made subservient to measure, the
domination of the latter can ouly appear as that of an usurper.

Tt was the pedagogues who brought it about. When certain ancient
rhapsodists, either by habit or sterility, congealed their songs into set
forms, the seribes stepped in and decreed that poets yet unborn should
be subjected to this restriction, thus withering up the futwe in the
name of the past. The art of the Poet is sponfaneous and intensive,
that of the critic rational and restrictive; there can be no agrecment
between them, there must be war to the knife. The eritic has domes-
ticated the lofty plant of pristine and savage beauty ; he has {rimmed,
pruned, stunted and dwarfed it. e Lag grown it in conservatories,
cultivated it in nurseries. IIe has exhibited it neat, symmetrical

and glossy. Now it was meant to live in the open, affronting wind
and rain, storms, mists, and sunshine; it would lave thriven in the
rieh virgin soil, it would hay
into the vast lap of Nature,
the far end of the horizon.

The story of the primitive poets is 5 salutary lesson to us.  From
the moment the eritics appear

Micult ¥.
1t takeg
utity wit,

> Leshos in

and such

In art

ism
of youth and

e shot up and spread, dropping its seed
to be blown away further and further to

sanew literary caste is formed, grounded
upon irony und contradiction. |f only they were confent to exercise
a certain supervision, if tleir labour were restricted to making
observations anq experiments. A Taine instruets but does not
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3 The rest appraise, prouounce, condemn. Thcy 1410 not
dOSm“tlse;1 that a poet is nothing if not a creator, that is a giver of
understan is with dead matter, with former life now stark and

life. tjlmf tilfplv bind and confine it in the narrow coffin of their
cold, tha

i ents. sold emancipation was impossible ;
judgm teentl tury every bold emancipa
: eenth century J

Tn the seven

sveteenth, thanks to the liberating efforts of Lamartine,

. net ALy g ) g erors o
s fhe IEH delaire, Verlaine, rebellion rears its head and deliverance

: I 1 1herty ¢ o

Sk 1&3 MO("lern prosody has thus achieved liberty; mOdLr.n
e h'ﬂ trammelled truth. At the time it set (?ut for this
e e d supreme. From the Parnassian group a
t. realism reigned suy - Farmassian group
) had become severed, chief of whom was Francois Coppée.
: off to meet the novelists in the by-ways of minute
» .
« Le Petit Epicier de Uontrovge” was the

inspir
conques
few poets
He had wandered
i rvation.
direct observation ‘ ‘ | .

ﬂﬂd} 1 of that fireside poefry which he mude 50 p(}pu](m o

mo'(l‘f Parnassians were archwologists, historians and ;‘(ilen 151 :
i e svelled in the Past. ey also

coti jeots sacted them, they revelled e
Sxotic subjects attrac AR Ay
%onnht 'Lftjr truth, but after truth as it is to be found in boolj . mlyl
: Pved old civilisations and old legends, as taught by e:“&c?x a '

d atic : ‘ e
i ce. They thus reflected one of the great conquests ot‘ 1&&1' : to'»,
by : 1 i g certe inities
:l seience of rwins. They unconsciously displayed u,rtfuni .

Lo s . : H it e
with the Naturalists whom they combated. DBoth belloulbethe > the
documentary school, the one exploring ages 1t]1‘1]t axe'tl.cgdo ,1,(1011(, o
o Living < : i 3 said elong

ivi stave Tlaubert might be L to

the living age, and Gus : ; it e sad | "l

ither chor(fino' as he wrote Hérodias ov I Edu nhunl Afstn/mlu.z ale wl

o o i ‘holly experimen

\is love of precise, clear, and wholly :
It was to this love of precise, e e el
truth, to this truth to material fact, that the bmldm‘g )1}1{ (zhc) et

h‘uth) was opposed by the mew school.  They adlmll oy x:,m

‘ i i . r K g Seho [ :

triamphantly proclaimed in philosophy by llxtaut 'dtmm; 1; ; & e
Truth cannot be found in material ob]fa(,t%, it e Ao

infinity in the sensible universe, the categ

Though reflected to infinity i e L G
owr understanding—subjective forms-—may perceive, ot
penetrate it. The world is but a conjunction of appearances
it is ; mode of

initi i iterary creed, of this new
The initiator of this new htoxmy} cre ’ e o like the
composition, was Stéphane Mallarmé. Hl; I‘i“'the underlying
i i -oils oreat Isis—t
luminous semi-transparent voils of some gr ich every part of the
! i These veils, upon which every p: R
thought of cach poem. ) e but he ateriori-
1 M o 1fa wra n, ¢ )
goddess’s body imprints its warmth and motio til e orist be songht
1 L " . at >
sation of her beauty, and it is through them L Theyr amplifed
The P sians  showed, described and related. Y
18 Parnassians  showed, s e ol aad
[ ro Romanticls

to & moderate extent. They were Romanti

forma] . .

: : s, Picking out from

§ . s evokes, Picking ¢
Stéphane Mallarmé does not design, he ey (_JI\L. N m]::hmy N
an les of DBawdelaive those relating to analog
nong the theories of Baudelai
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relation, he assembles and displays them in suceessive gradations ; },
evolves from them sufficient light to at lust reveal the object,
Further, as this process ereates round each single t]
of different aspeets, and as each of these may have its own peculiar,
if superficial, significance, it results that the meaning of the poem is
doubled or trebled. There is the shell and the lernel : the husk and
the fruit. The tower no longer stands out rude and sharply defined
in the Dlinding light of noon; it looms forth slowly from out the
misty atmosphere, dimly felt before it is seen. And when at last it
stands revealed, it rises with the more solemn majesty.

To realise the beauty of a poem by Mallarmé is a conquest of o
mind. You are rebutted, you pevsevere, you go astray.  When you
reach the goal, you can never forget.  All who have listened to his
wondrous teaching, have imbibed something of his doetrine. All, in
varying degrees, have felt the seduction of his discourse.  The influ.
ence of his new method of Iyrieal composition is felt in ]
o’ mants, by Gustave Kahn: in the Lréthuse, by Ienry de Réguier;
in the Cuntilénes, by Mordas; in the Chevauchée, by Viele-Griffin,
No doubt symbolism always existed in literature, and it was not
left to any of us moderns to discover it. But Stéphane Mallarmé
marked it with a new aud distinetive seal. Others used symbols
uneonsciously ; he did so methodically, with the full knowledge of

what he was doing. The most laboured and perfect models are
enchased in his poems.

ought a succession

10 Chansons

< Onelle soie anx baumes du temps
On la chimire s’extinne
Vaut la torve et massive nue
Que, hors de ton miroir, tu tends !
** Les trous des drapeausx mdéditants
S'exaltent dans notre avenue ;
Moi, j'ui ta chevelure nue
Pour enfuir mes yeux contents.
“ Non ! Ia bouche ne sera sive
De rien gofiter & sa morsure
Sl ne fait, ton princier amant
“ Dans la considérable touffe
Expirer, comme nn diamant
Le cri des gloives qu'il étouffe.””
At the first glance these fourteen lines seem to contain nothing
explicit.  There is no preparation, nothing to guide or enlighten
you; all is vague and abrupt.  Gradually we are made aware that
it is the voice of a hero addressing o woman whose body sheds 2
radiance surpassing that of old and richly gleaming silks. Her

beauty is soft as & summer cloud, the surroundings primeweval and,
as it were, immemorial.
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A conflict arises between glory and desire.

“ Tes trous des drapeaux méditants
Sexaltent dans notro avenne ;
Mot, jai ta chevelure nue
Pour enfuir mes yeux contents,”

A subtle anulogy is suggested between ﬂ"le standards “ﬂowing

‘ { Bellona ” and the « fleecy tegument’ .of woman, bm.mer of
1()bkso'l‘his blots out those, and * the mouth,” which is desire, can
1)(:‘13 be ¢ certain ”’ of fast'iug the A;(’ull j()y‘of its‘ bumiulg kisﬁt.i if Il‘:
stifies the cries of glory in f,he‘mv‘tmmmon‘(r)l‘ sensimr ]mssfml:.\ 1
is the old tale—of IHercules, of ’lln;*seu‘s, ol Tannhiuser, o c ;1:11;1
man laying down his strength at lthe feet of woman. It '1? MI;:
through all ages, not merely described, but called up a very living
1)!(;1:;120{;;901111:11' merit of this art, which few critics mn.lc»rs[and, n tu
aim atb the very essence—whether thoughts or fcclnlngsf—to }llllac
them to their highest and most uni\'«:zrs:xl power, to b:}nmh fmx.n he«?i
all that might determine them in point of spuce or lume. It lm'l);l.i
to them smﬁething of the anvnymous x'hm‘actel" of soleml'\ 4131»1}‘ .1}\1
inseriptions.  You can imagine tllje sonuets of Mallau}nlv’ C}ﬁl;\i,{(
upon stelas, standing by the roadside along thg great trll.l..\llflltfo 1]‘11 :‘
of human thought. They provoke ('1'.10, lingering wayfarer to w Tm‘_i
and searching meditation; they are built up of learn.ed s\\:nthe?,‘; {.1.11\‘
pure conceptions ; and the images “1f‘§: suggest are mﬂ“‘lt? : 0:1\(
poetry is the language of figures, of stiiking and well-applied analogies,
Lis, before all others, may serve us an e'xamp'lo. ' -

And yet there is none but will pereeive with what pitfalls this 41 ,
in spitcv of its undeniable nd\';mtagos{ is SXII‘l:Olm(l(),d_ AJI d:,}).m(}i
upon the skill; T had almost said the witcheraft, of‘ the ?n.dmn, u:) ;
the veils in which he shrouds his visions ave not of poirieut tt‘f\'tlll“(»sll‘
they are too flimsy or too opaque, if, for fear of being up\'x()llb, ul,
remains obseure and impenetrable, the charm does not operate, ant
those wlho expected a miracle ery shame upon the false pmphet,,l y

Such, then, was the upheaval of form and matter bmughtv ajo‘ ;
by the recent schools of Fronch poetry. It had becn, as (I‘ imjc; de1« :
Prepared at great length. Tt hiad Dbecome Inevitable. The lxlexii
drine, broken, shattered, and crumbled by Hugo, would nfi. ~tUl?D:h
have been recognised as a measure by its creators u{f the bL} etlnw
and seventeenth century. It was now but a vain and illusive s xfu on(;
I'would adduce two examples illustrating the deep changes ugnlul gﬁo)ql
by the form (thythm aund rhyme) as well as the matta?rc? 11]-?(?11;1‘7-
composition, in which the sense is projected beyond the literal siguift
cation of the words,

VOL. LXIX. N.s, 3p
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“LE VENT.

** Sur Ia bruyire longue infiniment
Voiei le vent cornant Novemlre,
Sur la bruyire infiniment
Voiel le vent
Qui se dichire et se démembre
En soufiles lourds, battant les bourg
Voici le vent,

Le vent sanvage de Novembre,

¢ Aux puits des fermes,
Les seaux de fer et les poulics
Grincent ;
Aux citernes des fermes
Les seaux et les poulics
Grineent et crient

Toute la mort, dans Jeurs mélancolieg,

“ Le vent rafle, Ie long de Ieau,
Les fenilles mortes des bouleaux,
Le vent sauvage de Novembre H
Le vent mord dans les branches
Des nids Qoiseanx ;

Le vent rape du fer

Et peigne, au loin, les avalanches,
Rageusement, du vieil hiver,
Rageusement, le vent,

Le vent sauvage de Novembre,

‘¢ Dans les étalles lamentables
Les lucarnes rapidedes
. Ballottent leurs loques falottes
De vitres et de papier.
Le vent sauvage de Novembre |—
Sur sa butte de gazon bistre

Do T

De bas en haut, i travers ajpe
De haut en bag, coups Coely;

L 1 Conps Aelgiyy,
Le moulin neip fauehe, Sinistre
Le moulin noiy fauehe 1o vent y
Le vent, '
Le vent suuvage de Novemlyo,

“ Les vieny chaumes, 3 cropetong,
Auh’m v de leurs clochers (I'églig;
Sont ¢hranlés sur Jeyys Ditons ;
Les vieux chanmes et leurs ml\tems
Claquent au vey ks )
Au vent sauvage de Noveubre,
Les croix du cimetiie Clroit,
Les bras des morts ffue sont ces erojy,

Tombent comme vy grand vol ‘

Rabattu noir, contre le sol,

“ Le vent sauvage de Novemlne,
Le vent,
Liavez-vous rencontrd, le vent,
Auw carrefonr des Lrois cents routes,
Criant de Iroid, soufllant Qabian, ‘
Lravez-vons rencontrd, le vent,
Celui des peurs et des déroutes ;
L’avez-vous vu cette nuit-la,
Quand il jeta In lune & has,
Lt que, wen pouvant plus,
Tous les villages vermonlus
Criaient comme des bites,
Sous la tempéte 1

“ Surla bruytre infiniment
Voiei le vent hurlant,
Voici le vent cornant Novembre””

“LE Passevr D'Eav.

““Le passeur d’ean, les mains aux
rames,
A coutre-flot depuis longternps,
Luottait, un  rosean vert entre los
dents.

¢ Mais celle, iélas ! qui le hélait
Au dela des vagues, l4-Das,
Toujours plus loin, par an deli des
vagues,
Parmi les brumes reculajt,

‘¢ Les fenétres, avee leurs yeux,
Et le cadran des tours, sur Je rivage,
Le regardaient peiner et s'acharner,
En un ploiement de torse en deux

Bt de museles sauvages.
Une rame soudain cassa
Que le conrant chassa
A vagues lourdes versla mer,
¢ Celle li-bas qui le hélait,
Dans les brumes et dans le venh
semblait
Tordre plus follement les bras,
Vers eelui qui wapprochait pas,

“ Le passeur d'eau, avee la rame sur-

vivante,
Se prit 3 travailler si fort o
Que toul son corps craqua d eﬂc\'f(\“{
Bt que son ey treibla de ity
et d'épouvante.
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Ses vieux reg
Voyvaient les loins illumings

s Dol i venait toujours la voix
Tamentable, sous les cieux froids.

Dun coup  brusque, le gouvernail

Bt le courant ch
(e haillon morne, vers 1a mer.

|
< La rame dernicre ¢

Que le courant chassa

Comme une paille, vers la mer,

« Tpes fenctres sur le rivage
Comme des yeux grands et figvreus,
1t le cadran des tours, ces veuves
Y &
N el
« Proites, de mille en mille, au bord
des fleuves,
Tixaient, obstincment,
S ) P
Cet homme fou, en son entéternent
A prolonger son fol vo)
o Celle Li-bas qui le hélaie
i Jaik
Dans les brumes, hurlait, hurlait,
La tote eittayamment tendue
Vers 'inconnu de 'étendue.

© Le passeur d'eau, les bras tombant:,
Saffaissa worne. sur son bane,
Les reins vompus de vains efforts,
Un choe beurta sa Dbarque, & la
dérive,
Il regarda derviére lui, la rive :
I n'avait pas quitté le bord.

 Les fenélves et les eadrans,
Avee des yeux béals et grands
Constaterent sa ruine d'arden,
Mais le tennce et vieux passeur
Clarda tout de méme, pour Dieu sait

“Le passenr deaw, comme quelqu’an
dairain
Plant¢ dans Ja tempete hlime, )
Avee unigue rame entre ses mains,
Battait les flots, mordait les flots yuand, -
quand meme. Lie rosean vert, entre ses dents.

Romanticism was saturated with spiritualism i.t made excessive
use of the name of God. To some, the term embodied the belief ‘1Ll
guiding light. For others it was merely a handy rhyme. XTlm Rea‘hstf,
Naturalists, and Parnassians were positivists. Auguite Comte, Lrlttrw,
Spencer, extended their influence over tl}e novels of B'Iaubert and /,oht
the poems of Sully Prudhomme and Leconte de Lls]e,_ tl%e latter (‘)‘
whom colours his serene unbelief with a tinge of pessimism. This
penetration of art by philosophy is to be found throughlout the
history of mankind. When philosophy alters, art folloy s its ?eafl.
Now for the last twenty years French thought has _again })f}c?me
idealistic. It has turmed its back upon disappointing Positivism.
The whole younger generation protest, not .ugnin§t the suprenlmoy
of sciencs, but against the narrow materialistic bias that has jsfli
forced upon it. Thus the ideal craving that has beeo‘me mani u}
in speculation lends its valuable help to literature, and gives it o sure
foundation. o N

And now that you are acquainted with the origin, the hListory, ﬂ?k
life of the latest school of French literature, now th:%t. I ha\'e‘ ,Dm.l-ti—

voured to acquaint you with its tendencies and 1eg1t1§1mte. ;VVMO,U{ 3,
oo it be that I have somewhat exaggorated its daring, its rex;\h n:
tionary attitude ? T am inclined to think 50, \\:hon, after expmym() ;:Jtc
its theories, I stop to consider the rosults. Afth all, the no\\k 1‘}(\,;
have not Dhroken with tradition as completely as it lms‘bceu E:Sb(‘/l u].
Can it be that it is not given, oven to the most determmod‘o;‘ n~][(—m:‘ .
will not say to destroy, but to modify at all deeply the work ob ok
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time? Or was it that, bold as they were, they were still lacking in
lyrical fervour ?

Poets, therefore, have not abolished tradition, They have done
it no violence. They have merely expanded it, by the Introduction
of new principles of composition and versification.

In the first place, they allow all the old styles and all the laws of
metre to subsist by the side of the new forms. In their books the
symbel wields no despotic sway. They have studied folldore and
conveyed into their songs some of the transparent simplicity of its
artlesslaments.  Old legends still have power to attract them. They
proscribe nothing : they merely select.

The adepts of free verse seldom allow their rhythmic flights to
exceed measures of thirteen, fourteen, and fifteen syllables, such as
are found (exceptionally, it is true) in all classical anthologies. A gain,
when they introduce lines of unequal length, they do but follow the
good example of Jean de Tafontaine. Their new thythmical prin-
ciples transgress no fundamental law. Their rhyme, now “ rich,”
oW ““ poor,” sometimes depending on alliteration alone, traces back
its descent through the long train of literary ages, to the Chansons
de Gestes. Their stanzas are related o the lawsses of the old poens,
where uninterrupted snceessions of masculine or feminine rhymes
crowd together in sets. Al the new fermentation is born and takes
place within the walls of tradition ; it is contained within the am-
phora, which it neither bursts nor even rifts, But it violently revives
the fragrance of the vapid liquor.

Nor will this transformation of French poetry be the last ; it must
of necessity be followed by further transformations. Already are
born the “ Romane” and the “ Naturiste” schools. The former,
alas, has strayed into the blind alley of imitation; but the second
innovates in its turn, and claims to he inspired by Liberty and truth,
just as much as its forerunners, It proclaims the names of St.
Georges de Bouhélier, Maurice Leblond, Albert Fleury, Eugéne
Montfort. Itaims at taking part in social action. Tt becomes militant.

Its growth should be viewed with hope. It has the priceless
advantage of being the newost manifestation of life. That it should
make an onslaught against its immediate predecessors is perfectly
natural.  Art can only profit by such eonflicts, which oblige it to
change, that is to live. Time reduces overything to its proper pro-
portions.  And the poets of free verse and of the symbol have nothing
to fear from time. They have laboured hard and earnestly, some,
indeed, with brilliancy and genius, for the glory of immortal letters.

Eatre VeruanreN.

Translated by C. Heywood,

THE POINT OF VIEW.

A SENTIMENTAL INTERLUDE.
I.

A the Star to the Moth -— . .
Sﬂ; -I t; of the Unattainable, the Unrealised. That W}llCh. is

O(:l(; 1“'011 we criticise; and when Criticiem is born, Love dies.
secur ‘

vo loves the Unknown. ' )
I‘O‘I‘T]i?izswhy the Moth loves the Star, the Thinker loves his Ideal,

the Hero loves the Forlorn Hope, the Man loves the Woman. Not
a woman, but Woman,
# * * ¥
@elene had never kissed Endymion nor Endymion S}elene. L&]'i
- ’ l N v -
. o , e was sleeping, but when he awoke, 1
athed him in ler beams when he was s ing, but : i
E\i;;}ellios—r&pollo, the God of Art—looking at him, Emd not 'b&elif.
Apollo—the God of Art—is always the phantasm of a renht{, ihe
iuzitation of a trath. The dream is a fact; the sun-glare 1s the
symbol, the Maya, the Illusion.
, ’ *® * % *

i i ‘e 1 ns e her. This was
She had never kissed him save in dreams, nor I

i e ? it not
the secrel of her mastery. What is the history of L()\e£ Ij ot
§ bl i i slier chapters ' i
always joy, eagerness, anticipation, in the earlier ahlz‘p e \r,l e

) .+ discovered
ouly comes in the later—the unutterable pain of the discovered,
explored, the familiar.
* * * 1
: ras transfigured
But one day, she kissed him. TFor a moment, hef\\flmltr}m? nﬁgt =
1 , 1s wings taled him.
into the seventh heaven. And then lis wings tu
knew now. The dream was over.
Love is of the Unrealised, the Unexperienced.
To know is to cease to love.

*

To love is to hope.

II.

Suid the Moth to the Star i 1 stead

Love is not of the bleak uplands. It helongs to t»he }mm(fis thf;
It is the warmth of encircling arms, the touch of tend’ert 15‘11111 ,sitie
glanee of appealing eyes. If T may not draw 1?'\’ 10\1(—) 10'\- x{:here:
and know that she irradiates my home, then T must seek her,



