
[image: cover]


  
    
      [image: ]


    


    

  


  
    
      [image: ]


    


    

  


  
    


    
      Copyright


      FANFARLO


      by Charles Baudelaire


      First published in the Bulletin de la société des gens de lettres, January 1847, under the name Charles Defayis, his mother’s family name.


      Text from Claude Pichois, ed. oc1 553-580; notes: 1413-29.


      Translation © 2012 by Edward K. Kaplan


      © 2012 Melville House Publishing


      First Melville House Printing: July 2012


      Melville House Publishing


      145 Plymouth Street


      Brooklyn, NY 11201


      www.mhpbooks.com


      ISBN: 978-1-61219-110-2


      Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data: a catalog record is available from the Library of Congress

    

  


  
    CONTENTS


    Title Page


    Copyright


    Fanfarlo


    Illuminations

  


  
    
      Fanfarlo


      A Paradoxical Character


      Samuel Cramer, who authored some of his Romantic follies as Manuela de Monteverde, – in the good old days of Romanticism, – is the contradictory product of a pallid German and a brown Chilean woman. Add to that double origin a French education and literary refinement, and you will be less surprised, – if not satisfied and edified, – by the weird complexities of that character. – Samuel has a noble and pure brow, eyes that glow like drops of coffee, a nose that tantalizes and taunts, impudent and sensual lips, a square and tyrannical chin, a pretentiously Raphaëlesque hairstyle. – He is at once a great lazybones, pitifully ambitious, and famous for unhappiness; for his entire life he has had practically nothing but half-baked ideas. The sun of laziness, which ceaselessly glows within him, vaporizes him and gnaws away that half-genius that heaven bestowed upon him.


      Among those half-famous notables I have known in that horrifying Parisian existence, Samuel was, more than all the others, the man of failed works of beauty; – a fantastical and sickly creature, whose poetry shines forth much more in his person than in his works, and who, around one o’clock in the morning, between the dazzling of a coal fire and the clock’s tick-tock, always seemed to be the god of impotence, – a modern and hermaphrodite god, – so colossal an impotence, so enormous, reaching epic proportions!


      How to make you aware, and make you understand quite clearly that murky nature, colored with lively flashes, – both idle and enterprising, – prolific in difficult plans and in ludicrous miscarriages; – the sort of mind in which paradox takes the shape of naïveté, and whose imagination was as vast as absolute solitude and absolute indolence? – One of Samuel’s most natural failings was to deem himself the equal of those he could admire; after an impassioned reading of a beautiful book, his unwitting conclusion was: now that is beautiful enough for me to have written! – and, in only the space of a dash, from there to think: therefore, I wrote it.


      In today’s world, that sort of character is more widespread than we think; such beings teem on the streets, in public walkways, taverns, and all the refuges for strollers. They identify so well with the new pattern that they almost believe they invented it. – Here today they are painfully unraveling the mystical writings of Plotinus[1] or of Porphyrius[2]; tomorrow they will admire the fickle and French side of their character, expressed so well by Crébillon fils.[3] Yesterday they had casual conversations with Jérôme Cardin; now, here they are playing with Sterne or wallowing with Rabelais in all the gluttonies of hyperbole.[4] In fact they are so happy in each of their metamorphoses that they are not at all angry at those fine geniuses for being the first to win the esteem of posterity. – Naïve and respectable effrontery! Such was the unfortunate Samuel.


      By birth a very respectable man and, something of a scoundrel in order to pass the time, – by temperament an actor – he staged unsurpassable tragedies, or, more exactly, tragicomedies, for himself and behind closed doors. It must be acknowledged that he felt touched and titillated by cheerfulness, and that our man practiced how to roar with laughter. When some memory would make a teardrop well up in the corner of his eye, he would go to the mirror and watch himself weep. If some woman, in a fit of childish and brutal jealousy, scratched him with a sewing needle or a pocket knife, Samuel boasted to himself that he had survived a dagger attack, and when he owed some poor wretches 20,000 francs, he shouted joyously: “What a sad and miserable destiny to be a genius plagued by a million debts!”


      On the other hand, do not believe that he was unable to recognize genuine emotions, and that passion no more than brushed his epidermis. He would have sold his shirt for a man he hardly knew, and whom, just yesterday, he had established as his intimate friend after inspecting his brow and his hands. He brought to matters of mind and soul the idle contemplation of Germanic natures, – in matters of passion he brought his mother’s swift and fickle fervor, – and in practical life all the failings of French vanity. He would have fought a duel for an author or an artist who had been dead for two hundred years. Just as he had been fiercely devout, he was a passionate atheist. All at once he was every artist he had studied and every book he had read, and yet, despite that actor’s gift, he remained deeply original.


      He was still the sweet, capricious, lazy, fearsome, learned, ignorant, slovenly, and well-dressed Samuel Cramer, the Romantic Manuela de Monteverde. He adored a male friend as he would a woman, loved a woman like a pal. He possessed the logic of finer feelings and knew all the intricacies of all sly tricks, and yet he never succeeded at anything, because he believed too much in the impossible. – What’s astonishing about that? He was always in the process of conceiving it.


      Madame de Cosmelly


      One evening, Samuel had the idea to go out; the weather was pleasant and scented. – Following his natural taste for excess, he had equally violent and persistent habits of imprisonment and unruliness, and for a long time he had remained faithful to his abode. His mother’s laziness, the Creole indolence that flowed in his veins, prevented him from suffering from the mess of his room, his laundry, and his dirty and extremely snarled hair. So he combed his hair, washed, and in just a few minutes was able to take on the clothing and the composure of people for whom elegance is a daily thing; then he opened the window. – Hot, gilded daylight rushed into the dusty room. Samuel was astonished at how springtime had arrived so quickly in just a few days, and without giving any shouts of warning. Balmy air permeated with lovely aromas opened his nostrils, – some rising to his brain, filling it with reverie and desire, – some licentiously stirring his heart, stomach, and liver. – He resolutely snuffed out his two candles, one of which was still quivering on a volume of Swedenborg, and the other expiring on one of those shameful books beneficial only to minds possessed by an excessive taste for the truth.[5]


      From the summit of his solitude, cluttered with paperwork, paved with books, and populated with his dreams, Samuel often noticed, as he walked on a path in the Luxembourg Gardens, a shape and a face he had loved yesteryear in the provinces, – at the age when you are in love for its own sake. – Her features, although matured and fattened by some years of practical life, had the deep and decent grace of a respectable woman; from time to time there still glowed in the depths of her eyes the moist reveries of a girl. She would walk back and forth, usually escorted by a rather elegant maid, and whose face and bearing suggested that she was a confidant or a lady’s companion instead of a domestic servant. She seemed to seek out forsaken places, and she would sit sadly with a widow’s bearing, sometimes holding in her distracted hand a book she didn’t read.


      Samuel had known her in the vicinity of Lyons, young, quick-witted, playful, and thinner. By dint of watching her and thereby recognizing her, he had recovered one by one all the tiny memories associated with her in his imagination; he had recounted to himself, detail by detail, this whole young novel, which, since that time, had gotten lost in his life’s worries and in the labyrinth of his passions.


      That particular evening, he greeted her, but more carefully and with more attention. As he passed in front of her, he heard this fragment of dialogue behind him:


      – “Marietta, how do you like that young man?” [6]


      But it was spoken with such a casual tone of voice, that the most mischievous observer would have found nothing in it to hold against the lady.


      – “Well, Madame, I like him quite well. Does Madame know that he is Monsieur Samuel Cramer?”


      And with a harsher tone of voice: “Marietta, how do you know that?”


      * * *


      That is why the next day Samuel took great care to bring her handkerchief and her book, which he found on a bench, and which she had not lost, since she was nearby, watching the sparrows fighting over crumbs, or appearing to contemplate the vegetation’s inner processes. As often happens between two beings whose conspiring destinies have elevated their souls to an equal harmony, – starting the conversation rather brusquely, – nevertheless he was weirdly lucky enough to find a person inclined to listen and to answer him.


      “Madame, could I be fortunate enough to remain housed in a corner of your memory? Have I changed so much that you cannot recognize me as a childhood friend, with whom you condescended to play hide-and-seek and skip school?”


      – “A woman,” – the lady answered with a half-smile, – “does not have the right to recognize people so easily; that is why I thank you, Monsieur, for first offering me the opportunity to bring me back to those lovely and cheerful memories. – And then. . . each year of life contains so many events and thoughts. . . and it really seems to me that many years ago. . . ?”


      – “Years,” – replied Samuel, – “which for me have been sometimes quite slow, or quite ready to fly away, but all of them cruel in various ways!”


      – “And poetry?. . .” said the lady with smiling eyes.


      – “Always, Madame!” Samuel answered, laughing, – “But what are you reading there?”


      – “A novel by Walter Scott.”[7]


      – “Now that explains your frequent interruptions. – Oh! what a boring writer! – A dusty unearther of chronicles! – a tedious heap of bric-a-brac descriptions, – a pile of old things and cast-offs of all sorts: suits of armor, kitchen ware, furniture, Gothic inns and melodrama castles, where some mechanical mannequins walk around, clothed in jerkins and multicolored doublets; well-known types, which in ten years would no longer interest an eighteen-year-old plagiarist; impossible ladies of the castle and lovers perfectly irrelevant to today, – no truthfulness of the heart, no philosophy of feelings! How different from our good French novelists, where passion and analysis always prevail over the material description of objects! – Does it matter if the lady of the castle wears a ruff or petticoats, or crinolines by Oudinot, provided that she sobs or betrays appropriately?[8] Does the lover intrigue you more if he carries a dagger in his vest instead of calling cards, and does a despot dressed in black terrify you less poetically than a tyrant clad in buffalo leather and iron?”


      Samuel, as can be seen, was entering the category of absorbing people, – unbearable and impassioned men, whose trade is to ruin conversations, and for whom any opportunity lends itself, even knowledge improvised next to a tree or on a street, – even if it is not that of a rag-picker, – to developing obstinately their ideas. – Among traveling salesmen, wandering industrialists, galvanizers of business partnerships, and absorbing poets the only difference is the one between an advertisement and a sermon; vices among the latter are completely unselfish.


      Now the lady simply replied:


      – “My dear Monsieur Cramer, I am merely the public, suffice it to say that my soul is innocent. So for me pleasure is the easiest thing in the world to find. – But let’s talk about you; – I would consider myself happy if you judge me worthy of reading some of your productions.”


      – “But Madame, how is it that. . . ?” – replied the astonished poet’s huge vanity.


      – “The manager of my lending library says that he doesn’t know you.”


      And she smiled sweetly as if to dull the effect of this passing tease.


      “Madame,” Samuel said sententiously, “in the nineteenth century the true public is women; your approval will make me greater than twenty academies.”


      – “Well, Monsieur, I count on your promise.”


      – “Marietta, be sure to take your parasol and scarf; someone might be losing patience at home. You know that Monsieur returns early.”


      She gave him a graciously shortened good-bye, which contained nothing that would be considered compromising, and whose familiarity did not exclude dignity.


      Samuel was not surprised to find a former love of his youth enslaved in conjugal obligations. In the universal history of feelings, it has proven its necessity. Her name was Madame de Cosmelly, and she lived on one of the most aristocratic streets of the Faubourg Saint-Germain.[9]


      The next day he found her, with her head tilted in a gracious and almost affected manner toward the blossoms of a flowerbed, and he gave her his volume The Ospreys, a collection of sonnets, like those everyone has written and everyone has read, at the age when our judgment was so short and our hair so long.


      Samuel was quite curious to know if his Ospreys had charmed the soul of this melancholy beauty, and if the shrieks of those ugly birds had given her a favorable impression; but a few days later, she told him with appalling candor and honesty:


      “Monsieur, I am only a woman, and, consequently, my judgment does not count for much; but I find that the sorrows and love affairs of gentlemen authors hardly resemble the sorrows and love affairs of other men. You address amorous remarks, probably quite elegant and quite exquisitely well chosen, to ladies whom I respect enough to believe that sometimes they might be terrified. You celebrate the beauty of mothers in a style that might deprive you of their daughters’ approval. You inform the world that you are wild about the feet or hands of Madame So-and-So, who, let’s assume for the sake of her honor, spends less time reading you than knitting socks and mittens for the feet or hands of her children. By a most unusual contrast, and whose mysterious cause I still don’t know, you save your most mystical incense for weird creatures who read still less than the ladies, and you swoon platonically at lowlife Sultanas, who must, I think, at the sight of a poet’s fragile person, stare widely as cattle awakened amidst a conflagration. Moreover, I don’t know why you so cherish funereal subjects and anatomical descriptions. When we are young and like you, possessing a fine talent and all the conditions necessary for happiness, I think it much more natural to celebrate the good health and joys of a respectable man, than to practice cursing, and chatting with Ospreys.”


      Here is what he answered:


      – “Madame, pity me, or rather pity yourself, for I have many brothers of my kind; it is hatred of everyone and of ourselves that has led us toward these lies. It is from despair at not being able to be noble and beautiful by natural means that we have so weirdly painted our faces. We have exerted so much effort trying to make our hearts more sophisticated, we have so misused the microscope in order to study hideous growths and shameful warts that cover them, and which we magnify at will, that it is impossible for us to speak the language of other people. They live in order to live, and we, alas! we live in order to learn. Therein lies the whole mystery. Age changes only our voice and obliterates only our hair and our teeth; we have altered nature’s tone, we have extirpated one by one the virgin modesties that grew like bristles deep down in our hearts as respectable men. We have psychologized like madmen, which increases their madness by striving to understand it. The passing years have weakened only our limbs, we have distorted our passions. A curse, three curses on crippled fathers who created us with rickets and made us feel unwelcome, we are predestined to engender only the stillborn!”


      – “Once again your Ospreys!” she said; “Look, give me your arm and let’s admire these unfortunate flowers that springtime makes so happy!”


      Instead of admiring the flowers, Samuel Cramer, inspired to oratorical eloquence, began to put into prose and declaim some bad stanzas in his earliest manner. The lady let him go on.


      – “What a difference, and how little remains of the same man, except for memory! Yet memory is but a new kind of suffering. What fine weather in which morning never roused our exhausted or sluggish knees from the weariness of dreams, in which our bright eyes rejoiced with all nature, in which our soul does not rationalize but lives and takes pleasure; in which our sighs gently flow noiselessly and without pride! How many times, in the leisures of imagination, have I recovered one of those beautiful autumn evenings in which young souls progress like trees that grow several cubits when struck by lightning.


      “It is then that I see, I feel, I understand; the moon awakens large butterflies; the hot wind opens the beautiful night-flowers; the water of large pools becomes still. – Let your mind hear the abrupt waltzes of that mysterious piano. The storm’s aromas enter the windows; it is the moment when gardens are filled with pink and white dresses not afraid of getting wet. Obliging bushes catch onto flowing skirts, brown hair and blond curls whirl around entangled. – Do you still remember, Madame, the huge haystacks, that we could knock down so quickly, and the old nursemaid who ran after you so slowly, and the bell, in the large dining room, so ready to call you back under your aunt’s watchful eye?”


      Madame de Cosmelly interrupted Samuel with a sigh, wanting to say something, probably a request for him to stop, but he had already resumed his speech.


      – “What is most grievous,” he said, “is that all loves always end badly, so much the worse if more divine and more winged at their beginning. There is no dream, whatever its ideal, that we recover without a gluttonous plump baby hanging on her breast; there is no refuge, no cottage so delightful and so hidden, that the pickaxe does not come to knock it down. Still, that destruction is entirely material; but there is another kind that is more ruthless and more secretive, that attacks invisible things. Imagine that the moment you entrust yourself to the being of your choice, and you tell him: let’s fly away together and seek heaven’s depths! – a relentless and serious voice at your ear tells you that our passions lie, and that myopia is what makes faces beautiful, and our ignorance beautifies souls, and that a day will come when the idol, to a more clear-sighted eye, remains nothing more than an object, not of hatred, but one of contempt and astonishment!”


      – “Please stop, Monsieur!” said Madame de Cosmelly.


      She was obviously moved; Samuel noticed that he had put a sword to an old wound, and he cruelly pressed on.


      “Madame,” he said, “the beneficial suffering that comes from memories has its charms, and sometimes relief can be found in the intoxication of pain. – At this gloomy warning, all loyal souls would cry out: ‘Lord, take me away with my dream, unbroken and pure: I want to give my passion back to nature in all its virginity, and wear somewhere else my unwilted wreath.’ – Moreover, the results of disillusionment are horrifying. – Sickly children of moribund love are woeful debauchery and hideous impotence: debauchery of the mind, impotence of the heart, which means that the former lives only through curiosity, and the latter dies of weariness each day.


      “We are all more or less like a traveler who has passed through a very large country, and who each evening watches, on a flat horizon, the setting sun, which long ago wonderfully used to gild the road’s charms. With resignation he sits on dirty hills covered with unknown rubbish, and tells the odors of heather, that in vain do they rise to the empty heavens; to rare and unhappy seeds, that in vain do they germinate in the parched earth; to birds who believe their marriages are blessed by someone, that they are wrong to build nests in a land buffeted by cold and violent winds. The traveler sadly continues his journey toward a desert he knows to be similar to the one just crossed, guided by a pale phantom we call Reason, who illumines the aridity of his path with a pale lantern, and who, to slake the recurrent thirst of passion that seizes him from time to time, pours him the poison of ennui.”


      Suddenly, hearing a deep sigh and a poorly stifled sob, he turned to Madame de Cosmelly; she was crying profusely and no longer had the strength to hide her tears.


      He observed her silently for some time, with the most compassionate and unctuous look he could manage; this brutal and hypocritical actor was proud of those beautiful tears; he considered them to be his work and his literary property. He misjudged the intimate meaning of that distress, just as Madame de Cosmelly, drowned in her candid grief, misjudged the intention of his look. It was a remarkable game of misunderstandings, following which Samuel Cramer gave her a final double handshake, which she accepted with tender confidence.


      “Madame,” continued Samuel, after a few moments of silence, – the classical silence of emotion, – “true wisdom consists less in cursing than in hoping. Without the purely divine gift of hope, how can we cross that hideous desert of ennui I have just described to you? The phantom that escorts us is truly a phantom of reason: we can get rid of it by sprinkling it with holy water from the first theological virtue.[10] An easygoing philosophy is able to find consolations in apparently the most unworthy objects. Just as virtue is worth more than innocence, and there is more merit in planting in a desert than gathering pollen heedlessly in a fruitful orchard, so it is truly worthy of a superior soul to purify itself and to purify its neighbors through direct contact. Just as there is no unforgivable betrayal, so there is no failing for which we cannot be absolved, no disregard we cannot compensate; there is a science of loving one’s neighbor and finding him pleasant, just as there is a science of good living. The more a mind is sensitive, the more it discovers original beauties; the more a soul is tender and open to divine hope, the more it finds reasons to love others, as stained as they may be; such is the work of charity, and we have seen more than one woman traveler, grieved and lost in the arid deserts of disillusionment, recapture her faith, and love more strongly what she had lost, with more rationality, now that she possesses the science of managing her passion and that of her beloved.”


      Madame de Cosmelly’s face brightened bit by bit; her sorrow glowed with hope like an overcast sun, and Samuel had scarcely finished his speech when she asked vigorously and with the naïve fervor of a child:


      – “Is it true, Monsieur, that this is possible, and are there branches for people in despair that are so easy to grasp?”


      – “Most certainty, Madame.”


      – “Oh! then you would make me the happiest of women, if you would deign to teach me your methods.”


      – “Nothing easier,” he replied brutally.


      In the midst of that sentimental banter, trust had arrived and actually joined the hands of these two players; so much so that, after some hesitation and some prudishness which Samuel took as a good omen, Madame de Cosmelly in turn confided in him and began thus:


      – “I understand, Monsieur, everything that a soul can suffer as a result of that loneliness, and how a heartfelt ambition such as yours must be devoured so quickly in its solitude; but your sorrows, which are yours alone, as far as I can untangle from your pompous words, come from weird needs that remain unsatisfied and almost impossible to satisfy. It is true that you suffer; but it could be that your greatness lies in your sorrow and that it is as necessary for you as happiness is for other people. – Now, will you deign to listen and sympathize with griefs easier to understand, – a sorrow of the provinces? I expect from you, Monsieur Cramer, from you, the scholar, the clever man, some advice and perhaps the rescue of a friend.


      “You understand that when you knew me, I was a good little girl, a little dreamy already like you, but shy and quite obedient; I observed myself in the mirror less than you, and I always hesitated to eat or put into my pockets the peaches and grapes you would daringly steal for me from our neighbors’ orchard. I never experienced pleasure as truly enjoyable and complete unless it was allowed, and I much preferred to kiss a good-looking boy like you in front of my old aunt rather than in the middle of fields. Only later did I develop the flirtatiousness and the concern for my appearance that every marriageable girl must have.


      “When I learned more or less how to sing sentimental ballads at the piano, I was dressed with greater refinement, I was forced to stand straight; I was made to do exercises, and I was forbidden to ruin my hands by planting flowers or raising birds. I was allowed to read things other than Berquin, and I was taken in formal attire to the local theater to see bad operas.[11] When Monsieur de Cosmelly came to the castle, right then I felt a lively friendship for him; besides, comparing his youth with my aunt’s rather scolding old age, he seemed to be noble and honest, and he treated me with the most respectful gallantry. Then people brought up his finest features: an arm broken in a duel for a rather cowardly friend who had entrusted him with his sister’s honor, enormous sums of money lent to impoverished old classmates; and what else? He treated everyone with a commanding air that was both affable and irresistible, which subdued me as well. How did he live before his castle existence with us? Had he known pleasures other than taking me hunting or singing virtuous ballads on my bad piano? Had he had mistresses? I knew nothing of all that, and it didn’t occur to me to find out. I began to love him with all the gullibility of a young woman who didn’t have time to make comparisons, and I married him, – which gave my aunt the greatest pleasure.


      “After I became his wife in the eyes of religion and then in the eyes of the law, I loved him even more. – I probably loved him much too much. – Was I wrong, was I right? Who could know? That love made me happy, I was wrong not to know that it might be troubled. – Did I know him well enough before marrying him? Probably not; but it seems that one cannot accuse a respectable girl who wants to get married of making a careless choice, more than a fallen woman for taking a despicable lover. The one and the other, – how unfortunate we are! – are equally ignorant. Those unfortunate victims, which we call marriageable girls, lack a shameful education, by that I mean a knowledge of men’s vices. I would want each one of those pitiful little girls, before being subjected to the conjugal bond, to hear in a secret place, and without being seen, two men chatting amongst themselves about life matters, and especially about women. After that first and fearsome ordeal, they could give themselves over to the horrible vagaries of marriage with less danger, knowing the strong and the weak points of their future tyrants.”


      Samuel did not quite know what that charming victim was getting at; but he was beginning to notice that for a disillusioned woman she was speaking much too much about her husband.


      After pausing for a few minutes, as if afraid to approach that fateful place, she continued thus:


      “One day, Monsieur de Cosmelly decided to return to Paris; according to him, I had to shine in my daylight and have surroundings worthy of my qualities. ‘A beautiful and educated woman,’ he said, ‘deserves Paris.’ She must know how to pose in society and let a few beams of her light fall on her husband. – A noble-minded woman with common sense knows that the only renown she can expect here-below is the renown she shares with her travel companion, that she serves her husband’s strengths, and above all gains respect only insofar as she makes him respected.


      – “That was probably the easiest and most reliable way to gain obedience almost joyously; to know that my efforts and my obedience would, quite certainly, embellish me in his eyes, I didn’t need much to make me resolve to approach that terrifying Paris, which I instinctively feared, and whose black and dazzling phantom lurking at the horizon of my dreams gripped my pitiful fiancée’s heart. – Such was the true goal of our trip, as I understood it. A husband’s vanity lies at the heart of the virtue of a woman in love. Perhaps he was lying to himself with a sort of good faith, and deceiving his conscience without noticing it much.


      – “In Paris, we had certain days reserved for close friends who in the end bored Monsieur de Cosmelly, just as he became bored with his wife. Perhaps he got a bit sick of her, because she was too loving; she revealed her whole heart. He got sick of his friends for the opposite reason: they had nothing to give him but the monotonous pleasures of conversations devoid of passion. From then on, his activities went in other directions. After friends came the horses and gambling. Society’s buzzing, the sight of those who remained without limits and who endlessly recounted their memories of a crazy and continuously active youth, tore him from his hearth and from long conversations. As for him, who never had occupations other than his heart, he had occupations. Rich and without a profession, he could create lots of busying and frivolous activities that completely filled his time; – conjugal questions: – Where are you going? What time will we see each other? Come back quickly, – I had to stifle those questions in the depths of my bosom; since the life of the English, – that death of the heart, – the life of clubs and circles, absorbed him completely.


      – “At first I was shocked by his excessive concern for his personal appearance and the dandyism he assumed; it was obviously not done for me. I tried to do as he did, be more than beautiful, that is, flirtatious, flirtatious for him, as he was for society; in the past, I offered everything, I gave everything; from then on I tried to have others beg me for it.


      I wanted to reignite the embers of my extinguished happiness, by shaking them and stirring them up, but apparently I am quite inept at trickery and quite awkward in vice; he did not deign to notice it. – My aunt, cruel like all old and envious women, who are reduced to admiring a play when in the past they were the actresses, and to contemplating the pleasures denied to them, took great care to inform me, through the self-seeking meddling of a cousin of Monsieur de Cosmelly, that he had fallen in love with a very fashionable theater girl. I arranged to get escorted to all the shows, and at the sight of any woman a bit beautiful that I saw on stage, I dreaded to admire her as my rival.


      “I finally learned, through the charity of the same cousin, that she was Fanfarlo, a dancer as stupid as she was beautiful. – You probably know her, since you are an author. – I am not very vain nor that proud of my face; but, I swear to you, Monsieur Cramer, that many times, at night, around three or four in the morning, wearied of waiting for my husband, eyes red with tears and insomnia, after long and beseeching prayers for his return to marital fidelity, I asked God, asked my conscience, asked my mirror, if I was as beautiful as that wretched Fanfarlo. My mirror and my conscience answered me: Yes. God forbade me to boast about it, but not to draw from it a legitimate victory. So why, among two equal beauties, do men often prefer the flower that everyone has inhaled to the one who always resisted those passers-by in the darkest paths of the conjugal garden? So why should women overly generous with their bodies, a treasure to which only one Sultan should have the key, possess more admirers than others, unfortunate martyrs of one love? What is the magical charm with which vice hallows certain creatures? What is the awkward and repulsive appearance virtue gives to others? So answer, you, by whose station in society know all of life’s feelings and their various purposes!”


      Samuel had no time to answer, because she continued fervently:


      – “Monsieur de Cosmelly has very serious things on his conscience, if the loss of a young and maidenly soul interests the God who created her for the happiness of another. If Monsieur de Cosmelly died this very evening, he would have to beg for a great many pardons; for, through his own fault, he has taught his wife horrible feelings: hatred, distrust of the object of her love, and a thirst for vengeance. – Oh! Monsieur, I endure very painful nights, very anxious insomnias; I pray, I curse, I blaspheme. The priest tells me that I have to bear my cross with resignation; but delusional love and shattered faith cannot submit to resignation. My confessor is not a woman, and I love my husband, I love him, Monsieur, with all the passion and all the pain of a mistress who has been beaten and trampled upon. There is nothing I have not tried. Instead of dark and simple fashions that seemed to please him in the past, I wore wild and sumptuous dresses like theater women. As for me, the chaste spouse he sought out deep within some poor castle, I paraded around him in a little girl’s dress; I acted witty and playful when my heart felt dead. I sequined my despair with sparkling smiles. Alas! he saw none of that. I put on rouge, Monsieur. I put on rouge! – You see, it’s a trivial story, the story of all unhappy women, – a novel of the provinces!”


      While she was sobbing, Samuel looked like Tartuffe seized by Orgon, the husband unexpectedly leaping from his hiding place, like the virtuous sobs leaping from that lady’s heart, and coming to strangle our poet’s tottering hypocrisy.[12]


      The complete surrender, the freedom and confidence of Madame de Cosmelly, had prodigiously emboldened him, – without astonishing him. Samuel Cramer, who often astonished society, was hardly astonished. His life seemed to put into practice and demonstrate the truth of Diderot’s saying: “Disbelief is sometimes a fool’s vice, and credulity the failing of a clever man. The clever man sees far into immense possibilities. The fool scarcely sees anything as possible apart from what exists. Perhaps that is what makes one pusillanimous and the other reckless.”[13] That explains everything.


      A few scrupulous readers and lovers of plausible truth will probably find many failings in that story, in which, however, my sole task was to change names and highlight the details; they will ask: How could Samuel Cramer, a tasteless poet with bad morals, approach a woman like Madame de Cosmelly? So swiftly pour out to her, concerning a Walter Scott novel, a flood of banal Romantic poetry? And how could Madame de Cosmelly, the discreet and virtuous spouse, pour out to him just as swiftly, without reticence or distrust, the secret of her sorrows? To which I reply that Madame de Cosmelly was a simple beautiful soul, and that Samuel was as bold as butterflies, locusts, and poets; he threw himself into every flame and entered through all the windows. Diderot’s saying explains why she was so submissive and he so brusque and shameless. It also explains all the blunders Samuel had committed in his life, blunders that even a fool would not have committed. The pusillanimous part of the public will hardly understand the character Samuel, who was essentially gullible and imaginative, to the extent that as a poet he believed in his public, – as a man, in his own passions.


      From then on, he realized that this woman was stronger, more arduous than she appeared to be, and that her forthright piety must not be challenged directly. He again paraded before her his Romantic jargon. Ashamed of being stupid, he tried to be a rake; he spoke with her a bit longer, in a seminarian’s vernacular, about wounds to heal or to cauterize by opening new bloody wounds that were painless for the most part. Anyone who has tried to possess a respectable woman who hardly cares, without the absolutist pressure of Valmont and Lovelace, knows that each of them, with laughable and exaggerated awkwardness, says while displaying his heart: Take my teddy-bear; – so that will spare me the trouble of explaining to you how stupid Samuel was.[14]


      – Madame de Cosmelly, that affable Elmira with the clear and prudent glance of virtue, immediately saw the advantage she could gain from this neophyte scoundrel, for the sake of her happiness and her husband’s honor.* So she paid him in the same currency; she let him squeeze her hands; they spoke of friendship and Platonic things. She murmured the word vengeance; she said that, in the painful crises of a woman’s life, one would willingly give her an avenger who could easily win over the remainder of the heart that the traitor was willing to leave behind, and other such nonsense and dramatic banter. In short, she flirted for a good purpose, and our young rake, who was simpler than a scholar, promised to tear Fanfarlo away from Monsieur de Cosmelly, and rid him of the courtesan, – hoping to find in the respectable woman’s arms compensation for the commendable deed. – Only poets are innocent enough to invent such monstrosities.


      Fanfarlo


      A rather comical detail of this story, and which like an interlude in the painful drama about to be played out with these four characters, was the quid pro quo of Samuel’s sonnets; for, regarding his sonnets, he was incorrigible, – one for Madame de Cosmelly, in which his mystical style praised her Beatrice-like beauty,[15] her voice, the angelic purity of her eyes, the chastity of her walk, etc. . . , the other for Fanfarlo, in which he served up a stew of gallantries so spicy as to bring blood to the most experienced palate, a type of poetry, moreover, which, quite early on, had surpassed all the possible Andalouseries. The first item arrived at the home of the creature who threw that dish of cucumbers into the cigar box; the second at the home of the unfortunate abandoned one, who at first stared, finally understood, and, despite her sorrows, could not keep from bursting out laughing, as in better days.


      Samuel went to the theater and began to study Fanfarlo onstage. He found her to be light, magnificent, vigorous, and quite tasteful in her costumes, and he judged Monsieur de Cosmelly quite lucky to be able to abandon everything for such an item.


      Twice he went to her home, – a cottage with a velvety-smooth staircase, filled with drapes and carpets, in a brand-new and verdant neighborhood; but, whatever his reasonable pretext, he could not get in. A declaration of love was profoundly useless and even dangerous. Failure would prohibit him from ever returning. As for having himself introduced, he learned that Fanfarlo received no one. A few close friends saw her from time to time. What could he say or do at the home of a dancer magnificently salaried and kept, and adored by her lover? What could he bring, he who was neither tailor, nor dressmaker, nor ballet master, nor millionaire? – He thus made a simple and brutal decision; Fanfarlo must come to him. In that era, laudatory or critical articles were worth much more than now. As a fine lawyer said in those days at an unfortunately famous trial, at that time the ease of writing newspaper serials was much greater than it is today; a few talented men having capitulated with journalists, the brashness of those scatter-brained and adventurous youth no longer knew any bounds. So Samuel decided, – he who knew not a word about music, – to specialize in lyrical theater.


      Henceforth Fanfarlo was panned on a weekly basis in the bottom column of an important newspaper. It couldn’t be said nor even hinted that she had poorly shaped legs, ankles, or knees; if her muscles rippled under her stockings, all those with opera glasses would have shouted blasphemy. She was accused of being rough, common, devoid of taste, seeking to import into the French theater some props from beyond the Rhine and the Pyrenees, such as castanets, spurs, boot heels, – not to mention that she drank like a grenadier, loved too much little dogs and the concierge’s daughter, – and other such dirty laundry of private life, which are the daily fodder and sweet delicacies of certain minor papers. With that tactic specific to journalists, which consists of comparing dissimilar things, she was contrasted with an ethereal dancer, always dressed in white, whose chaste movements left consciences relaxed. Sometimes Fanfarlo shouted and laughed quite loudly at the audience in the stalls as she completed a leap to the footlights; she dared to walk while she danced. She never wore those insipid gauze dresses that reveal everything and hint at nothing. She loved noisy fabrics, long, crinkly skirts, sequined, laminated with tin that must be lifted quite high by an energetic knee, acrobats’ blouses; she danced, not with earrings, but with pendants, I dare say chandeliers. She would have been quite happy to fasten a bunch of weird little dolls to the hem of her skirts, like old gypsy women who tell your fortune in a threatening tone, and whom you meet at high noon beneath the arches of Roman ruins; moreover, all this silliness was exactly what the Romantic Samuel, one of the last Romantics of France, was wild about.


      So much so that after denigrating Fanfarlo for three months, he fell madly in love with her, and she finally tried to find out who that monster was, that heart of bronze, that pedant, that pitiful mind who denied so stubbornly the royalty of her genius.


      To be fair to Fanfarlo, she was only vaguely curious, nothing more. Did such a man really have a nose in the middle of his face and was he built completely the same as his peers? When she received one or two bits of information about Samuel Cramer, she learned that he was a man like any other, with some good sense and some talent, and she vaguely understood that something there was not quite as it appeared, and that Monday’s horrible article could very well be but a distinctive type of weekly bouquet, or the calling card of a stubborn supplicant.


      One evening he met her in her dressing room. The light of two huge candles and a wide fire trembled on the multicolored costumes that lay about her boudoir.


      The queen of the place, as she was leaving the theater, put on the clothing of a simple mortal, and, squatting on a chair, without modesty she was putting boots on her adorable legs; her hands, plumply slender, made the laces fit through the eyes of the boot, like an agile shuttle, without thinking about the skirt to be pulled down. Already that leg, for Samuel, was the object of eternal desire. Her leg, at once long, thin, strong, plump, and muscular, possessed all the propriety of the beautiful and all the licentious attraction of the pretty. Sliced perpendicularly at its widest spot that leg would have marked a sort of triangle the top of which would be located on the tibia, and the calf’s rounded line would have provided the convex base. A truly male leg is too stiff, female legs sketched by Devéria are too soft to give an idea.[16]


      Her head, in that pleasing position, tilted toward her foot, displayed a proconsul’s neck, wide and strong, showing a glimpse of the furrows of her shoulder blades, enveloped in her brown and abundant flesh. Her heavy, dense hair tumbled forward on both sides, tickling her breast, and blocking her eyes so that constantly she had to ruffle it and throw it back. A charming and mischievous impatience, like that of an entitled child for whom things don’t go fast enough, energized the whole creature and her clothing, and every instant revealed new perspectives, new effects of line and color.


      Samuel stopped respectfully, or pretended to stop respectfully; because, with that infernal man, the great problem is always to know where the actor begins.


      – “Oh! there you are, Monsieur!” she said to him without moving, although a few moments before she had been alerted to Samuel’s visit. – “Don’t you have something to ask me?” The sublime insolence of that phrase went straight to poor Samuel’s heart; for a week he had chatted like a Romantic magpie with Madame de Cosmelly; here, he answered calmly: “Yes, Madame.” And tears filled his eyes.


      It was enormously successful; Fanfarlo smiled.


      “But what insect has thus stung you, Monsieur, to chew me to the bone? What a ghastly job. . .”


      – “Ghastly, indeed, Madame. . . It’s because I adore you.”


      – “I suspected as much,” Fanfarlo replied. “But you’re a monster; that’s a revolting tactic.” – She added, laughing, “We girls are to be pitied! – Flora, my bracelet. – Walk me to my carriage, and tell me if you thought I played well this evening.”


      Thus they went, arm in arm, like two old friends; Samuel was in love, or at least he felt his heart beating hard. – Perhaps he was unusual, but surely this time he was not ridiculous.


      His joy almost made him forget to inform Madame de Cosmelly of his success and bring some hope into her deserted home.


      Some days later, Fanfarlo was playing the role of Columbina in a vast pantomime created for her by some witty people. There she appeared in an enjoyable sequence of metamorphoses as the characters of Columbina, Marguerite, Elvira, and Zéphyrina, and she received, most cheerfully, the kisses of several generations of characters drawn from different countries and different literatures.[17] A great musician had the pleasure of writing a fantastical score as befitting the weirdness of the subject. Fanfarlo was in turn decent, magical, crazy, playful; she was sublime in her art, as much an actress with her legs as a dancer with her eyes.


      In France, by the way, we should admit, there is too much contempt for the art of dance. All the great peoples have cultivated dance as equal to poetry, starting with the peoples of Antiquity, those of India and Arabia. For certain pagan cultures, however, dance is as much above music as the visible and the created are above the invisible and the uncreated. – Only those for whom music evokes ideas of painting can understand me. – Dance can reveal everything mysterious that music conceals, and, moreover, dance has the quality of being human and palpable. Dance is poetry with arms and legs, it is material, gracious and horrifying, lively, embellished by movement. – Terpsichore[18] is a Muse of the South; I assume she was very dark, and that she often ran through golden wheat fields; her movements, imbued with precise cadences, resemble divine motifs for the sculptor.


      But Fanfarlo the Catholic, not satisfied to rival Terpsichore, called for help from the art of more modern divinities. Foggy clouds mix the forms of fairies and Ondines, that are less misty, less indifferent.[19] She was at once a Shakespearean caprice and an Italian clown show.


      The poet was delighted; he believed that the dream of his most ancient days was appearing before his eyes. Overcome by the mad intoxication, he would have quite gladly leaped about in his box seat, ridiculous, and smashed his head against something. A low and tightly closed carriage quickly took the poet and the dancer to the cottage of which I have spoken.


      Our man expressed his admiration by silent kisses he applied with fervor to her feet and her hands. – She too admired him greatly, not that she was unaware of the power of his charms, but never had she seen such a weird man nor a passion so electric.


      The weather was as black as a tomb, and the jolting wind which roiled up heaps of clouds caused hail and rain to pour. A huge storm made attics tremble and belfries moan; the turbulent street gutter, funereal riverbed where love letters and yesterday’s orgies depart, swept its thousand secrets into the sewers; mortality swooped joyously onto the hospitals, and men of the Rue Saint-Jacques like Chatterton and Savage clenched their frozen fingers on their writing stands, – when the man who was the most false, the most egotistical, the most sensual, the most gluttonous, the most witty of our friends arrived for a fine supper and an abundant meal, accompanied by one of the most beautiful women formed by nature to please the eyes.[20] Samuel wanted to open the window to throw a victorious glance at the accursed city; then, lowering his eyes to the various delights at his side, he hastened to enjoy them.


      In the presence of such things, he was expected to be eloquent: therefore, despite his excessively high brow, his virgin-forest hairdo, and his nose of a snuff taker, Fanfarlo found him almost good-looking.


      Samuel and Fanfarlo had exactly the same ideas about food and the dietary system obligatory for elite creatures. Inane meats and tasteless fish were excluded from this siren’s dinners. Rarely did champagne dishonor her table. The most famous and the most savory Bordeaux wines gave way to a heavy and dense battalion of Burgundies, wines of Auvergne, Anjou, and Southern France, and foreign wines, German, Greek, Spanish. Samuel had the habit of saying that a glass of real wine should be like a bunch of black grapes, that it provided as much to eat in it as to drink. – Fanfarlo loved meats cooked rare and wines that made you drunk. – Besides, she never got tipsy. – The two of them proclaimed a sincere and profound esteem for truffles. – The truffle, the muted and mysterious vegetation of Cybele, that savory illness she hid in her womb longer than the most precious metal, that exquisite material that challenges Agronomical science, as does gold the science of Paracelsus; the truffle, which creates the refinement of the ancient and modern worlds,[21] and which, before drinking a glass of Chio wine, produces the effect of several zeros following one number.[22]


      As for the question of sauces, stews, and seasonings, a serious question which would require a serious chapter like a serialized scientific essay, I can assure you that they agreed perfectly, especially on the necessity of summoning the entire pharmacy of nature to support their cooking. Peppers, English powders, saffrons, colonial substances, exotic dusts; everything was good, indeed, even musk and incense. If Cleopatra were still alive, I’m sure she would have prepared her filets of beef or venison with the savors of Arabia. Admittedly, it is deplorable that today’s cordons bleus are not constrained by a specific and voluptuary law to learn the chemical properties of materials, and they don’t know how to discover, in requisite cases, such as a lovers’ celebration, almost inflammable culinary elements, quickly passing through the organ system, like Prussic acid, to vaporize like ether.


      Strangely, their harmony of opinions on the good life, and similarity of tastes, bound them together vigorously; that deep agreement on the sensual life, which glowed in Samuel’s every glance and every spoken word, greatly impressed Fanfarlo. His speech, sometimes as blunt as a number, at other times sensitive and savory as a flower or an herb sachet, that strange chatting, whose secret only he understood, eventually earned him the good graces of that charming woman. Furthermore, with lively and deep gratification, as he inspected the bedroom, he recognized a perfect fellowship of tastes and feelings pertaining to the furniture and interior structures. Cramer profoundly hated – and he was perfectly right, in my opinion – apartments built in long straight lines and architecture imported into family homes. The vast rooms of old castles frighten me, and I pity those castle ladies compelled to make love in large dormitories that seem like cemeteries, on vast chapel platforms which are called beds, on heavy monuments whose pseudonym is armchairs. The private apartments of Pompeii are as large as your hand; Indian ruins covering the coast of Malabar attest to the same system. Those great voluptuous and learned peoples understood this question perfectly. Only very narrow spaces allow the leisurely meditation of intimate feelings.


      Fanfarlo’s bedroom was thus very small, very low, cluttered with soft things, perfumed and dangerous to touch; the air was saturated with weird fumes, provoking a longing to die there slowly, as in a hothouse. Her lamplight projected onto a jumble of lace and fabrics of a violent but dubious quality. Here and there, on the wall, the lamp illumined paintings brimming with a Spanish voluptuousness: very white flesh on very black backgrounds. Deep within that ravishing hovel, both like a brothel and a sanctuary, Samuel saw advancing toward him the new goddess of his heart, in the radiant and sacred splendor of her nudity.


      What man would not desire, even at the price of half his life, to see his dream, his true dream, pose for him unveiled, and the phantom of his imagination take off one by one clothing meant to shield it from common eyes? But here Samuel, seized by a weird caprice, started to scream like a spoiled child: – “I want Columbina, give me Columbina; give her to me just as she appeared that evening when she drove me crazy with her fantastical getup and her acrobat’s blouse!”


      Fanfarlo, at first astonished, wanted to go along with the eccentricity of this man she had chosen, and she rang for Flora; the latter tried to explain that it was three o’clock in the morning, that the theater was completely closed, the concierge asleep, – and the weather horrible, – the storm continued its racket, – she had to obey the woman who herself was obedient, and the chambermaid went out; when Cramer, seized by a new idea, pulled the bell and exclaimed in a thunderous voice:


      “Hey, there! don’t forget the rouge!”


      That characteristic detail, related by Fanfarlo herself, one evening when her friends asked her about the beginning of her affair with Samuel, did not at all surprise me; I certainly recognized in it the author of The Ospreys. He will always love rouge and white paint, imitation gold and all kinds of silvery rags. He would gladly repaint the trees and the sky, and if God had entrusted him with the blueprint of nature, he would perhaps have spoiled it.


      Although Samuel was a depraved imagination, and perhaps even because of that, for him love was less a matter of the senses than of rationality. It was above all an admiration and a hunger for the beautiful; he considered reproduction as a vice of love, pregnancy a spider’s disease. He wrote somewhere: Angels are hermaphrodites and sterile. – He loved the human body as though it were a material harmony, as beautiful architecture, plus movement; and that absolute materialism was not far from the purest idealism. But according to him, just as in beauty, which is the cause of love, there are two elements: line and attraction, – and all that concerns only the line, – the attraction for him, at least that evening, was the rouge.


      Fanfarlo thus epitomized for him line and attraction; and when he watched her, seated on the edge of the bed carefree and with the triumphal calm of a loved woman, her hands delicately touching him, he seemed to see infinity behind the bright eyes of that beauty, and his own eyes eventually glided along immense horizons. Moreover, as happens to exceptional men, he was frequently alone in his paradise, no one being able to live there with him; and if, by chance, he abducted and dragged her there almost by force, she always remained behind: so that, in the heaven where he reigned, his love started to sadden and sicken from this blue melancholy, like a lonely royal.


      However, he was never bored by her; never, as he left her love nest, padding nimbly down the sidewalk, in the cool morning air, never did he feel that egotistical delight of a cigar and of his hands in his pockets, of which our great modern novelist speaks somewhere.[23]


      Because he lacked heart, Samuel’s intelligence was noble, and, instead of ingratitude, delight had produced in him that delicious satisfaction, that sensual reverie, which is perhaps worth more than love as understood by the common herd. Moreover, Fanfarlo, noticing that the man was worth it, had done her best and expended her most skillful caresses: she got used to that mystical language, spangled with enormous impurities and coarseness. – For her at least, it had the attraction of novelty.


      Conclusion


      News of the dancer’s madness got around. Several cancellations were announced; she had neglected the rehearsals; many people were jealous of Samuel.


      One evening when chance, or Monsieur de Cosmelly’s ennui or complications due to his wife’s maneuvers, brought them together at the fireplace, – after one of those long silences occurring in households where there is nothing left to say and much to hide, – after having served him the world’s best tea, in a very modest and quite cracked teapot, perhaps even the teapot of her aunt’s castle, – after singing at the piano several pieces in vogue ten years ago, she told him in a voice of sweet and careful virtue, trying to be friendly and afraid of terrifying the object of her affection, – that she felt very sorry for him, that she had cried a lot, more for him than for herself; that she had at least hoped, completely submissive in her resignation and complete devotion, that he could find elsewhere the love he no longer sought with his wife; that she had suffered more to see him cheated on than herself to be abandoned; that, besides, she was much to blame, that she had forgotten her duties as a loving wife, in not warning her husband of the danger; that, moreover, she was quite ready to close that bleeding wound and herself alone rectify the foolishness committed by the two of them, etc., – and everything that honeyed words can suggest of a ruse authorized by affection. – She wept and wept well; the fire brightened her tears and her face embellished by sorrow.


      Monsieur de Cosmelly left without saying a word. Men caught in a trap of their misdeeds do not like to offer their remorse as a price for mercy. If he had gone to Fanfarlo’s home, he probably would have found there traces of chaos, cigar butts, and newspaper articles.


      One morning, Samuel was awakened by Fanfarlo’s mischievous voice, and he slowly lifted his weary head from the pillow where she was resting, to read a letter she handed to him:


      “Thank you, Monsieur, a thousand times thanks; my happiness and my gratitude will be repaid to you in a better world. I accept. I am taking my husband back, and this evening I am transporting him to our property at C—–, where I will recover my health and the life I owe to you. Please accept, Monsieur, the promise of my eternal friendship. I always believed you to be so respectable as not to prefer any reward other than one more friendship.”


      Samuel, lounging on the lace coverlet, and touching one of the most youthful and most beautiful shoulders ever to be seen, had the vague impression that he had been tricked, and he had some trouble gathering in his memory elements of the plot he had brought to this conclusion; but he reflected calmly: Are our passions really sincere? Who can discover for sure what he wants and read exactly the barometer of his heart?


      “What are you mumbling there? What is that? I want to see,” said Fanfarlo.


      – “Oh, nothing!” said Samuel. – “A letter from a respectable woman to whom I had promised to make you love me.”


      “You’ll pay for this,” she said clenching her teeth.


      Fanfarlo was probably in love with Samuel, but with a love known by few souls, with an underlying bitterness. As for him, he was punished where he had sinned. He had often feigned passion; now he was forced to know it; but this was not a calm love, quiet and strong, inspired by a respectable woman; it was a terrifying love, anguished and shameful, the unhealthy love of courtesans. Samuel knew all the torments of jealousy, and the degradation and sadness conjured up by the awareness of an incurable and elemental affliction, – in brief, all the horrors of that vicious marriage called concubinage.


      As for her, she grows chubbier every day. She has become a plump beauty, clean, sleek, and cunning, a sort of ministerial girl of easy virtue. – One of these days she will fast for Lent and bless the bread at her parish. At that time, perhaps, Samuel, dead in captivity, will be nailed under a tombstone, as he used to say in the good old days, and Fanfarlo, with her nun-like manner, will catch the eye of a young heir. – Meanwhile, she is learning how to have children; she has just succeeded in giving birth to twins. – Samuel gave birth to four scholarly books: a book on the four Evangelists, – another on the symbolism of colors, – a memoir on a new advertising system, – and a fourth whose title I don’t want to remember. – What is most horrifying about the latter, is that it’s full of zest, energy, and oddities. Samuel had the nerve to put as epigraph: Auri sacra fames! – the accursed lust for gold! – Fanfarlo wants her lover to be elected to the French Institute, and she schemes in the government Ministry to get him a medal.[24]


      Pitiful singer of The Ospreys! Pitiful Manuela de Monteverde! – He has fallen quite low. – Recently I learned that he was founding a Socialist newspaper and wanted to get involved in politics. – Dishonest intelligence! – in the words of that respectable Monsieur Nisard.[25]
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    Photograph of Charles Baudelaire by Etienne Carjat, circa 1863.
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    To a Creole Lady


    La Chevelure


    A Carcass


    Illustration: Baudelaire’s Mistress, Reclining by Édouard Manet, 1862.

  


  
    Sketches of Baudelaire


    Cat, Hindoo, Yankee, Episcopal, Alchemist


    Baudelaire is a masculine poet. He carved rather than sang; the plastic arts spoke to his soul. A lover and maker of images. Like Poe, his emotions transformed themselves into ideas. Bourget classified him as mystic, libertine, and analyst. He was born with a wound in his soul, to use the phrase of Pere Lacordaire. (Curiously enough, he actually contemplated, in 1861, becoming a candidate for Lacordaire’s vacant seat in the French Academy. Sainte-Beuve dissuaded him from this folly.) Recall Baudelaire’s prayer: “Thou, O Lord, my God, grant me the grace to produce some fine lines which will prove to myself that I am not the last of men, that I am not inferior to those I contemn.” Individualist, egoist, anarchist, his only thought was letters. Jules Laforgue thus described Baudelaire: “Cat, Hindoo, Yankee, Episcopal, Alchemist.” Yes, an alchemist who suffocated in the fumes he created. He was of Gothic imagination, and could have said with Rolla: “Ja suis venu trop tard dans un monde trop vieux.” He had an unassuaged thirst for the absolute. The human soul was his stage, he its interpreting orchestra.


    —from Egoists: A Book of Super Men by James Huneker (1857–1921). Huneker was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Although mostly rememebered as a music critic, Huneker was also an important literary critic who introduced American readers to the works of Friedrich Nietzsche, George Moore and Baudelaire.

  


  
    A Gallic Byron


    Baudelaire, then, was no less sound a critic of the plastic arts than of music and literature. Like his friend Flaubert, he had a horror of democracy, of the democratization of the arts, of all the sentimental fuss and fuddle of a pseudo-humanitarianism. During the 1848 agitation the former dandy of 1840 put on a blouse and spoke of barricades. Those things were in the air. Wagner rang the alarm-bells during the Dresden uprising. Chopin wrote for the pianoforte a revolutionary etude. Brave lads! Poets and musicians fight their battles best in the region of the ideal. Baudelaire’s little attack of the equality-measles soon vanished. He lectured his brother poets and artists on the folly and injustice of abusing or despising the bourgeois (being a man of paradox, he dedicated a volume of his Salons to the bourgeois), but he would not have contradicted Mr. George Moore for declaring that “in art the democrat is always reactionary. In 1830 the democrats were against Victor Hugo and Delacrois.” And Les Fleurs du Mal, that book of opals, blood, and evil swamp-flowers, will never be savored by the mob.


    In his Souvenirs de Jeunesse, Champfleury speaks of the promenades in the Louvre he enjoyed the company with Baudelaire. Bronzino was one of the poet’s preferences. He was also attracted by El Greco — not an unnatural admiration, considering the somber extravagance of his own genius. Of Goya he has written in exalted phrases. Velasquez was his touchstone. Being of a perverse nature, his nerves ruined by abuse of drink and drugs, the landscapes of his imagination were more beautiful than Nature herself. The country itself, he declared, was odious. Like Whistler, whom he often met — see the Hommage à Delacrois by Fantin-Latour, with its portraits of Whistler, Baudelaire, Manet, Bracquemond the etcher, Legros, Delacrois, Cordier, Duranty the critic, and De Balleroy — he could not help showing his aversion to “foolish sunsets.” In a word, Baudelaire, into whose brain had entered too much moonlight, was the father of a lunar school of poetry, criticism and fiction. His Samuel Cramer, in La Fanfarlo, is the literary progenitor of Jean, Due d’Esseintes, in Huysmans’s A Rebours. Huysmans at first modelled himself upon Baudelaire. His Le Drageoir aux Epices is a continuation of Petits Poemes en Prose. And to Baudelaire’s account must be laid much artificial morbid writing. Despite his pursuit of perfection in form, his influence has been too often baneful to impressionable artists in embryo. A lover of Gallic Byronism, and high-priest of the Satanic school, there was no extravagance, absurd or terrible, that he did not commit, from etching a four-part fugue on ice to skating hymns in honor of Lucifer. In his criticism alone was he the sane logical Frenchman. And while he did not live to see the success of the Impressionist group, he surely would have acclaimed their theory and practice. Was he not an impressionist himself?


    —from the Introduction by James Huneker (1857–1921) to The Poems and Prose-Poems of Baudelaire published by Boni & Liveright’s Modern Library. Huneker was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Although mostly rememebered as a music critic, Huneker was also an important literary critic who introduced American readers to the works of Friedrich Nietzsche, George Moore and Baudelaire.

  


  
    Baudelaire’s Prose


    Charles Baudelaire, an eccentric and perhaps slightly mad man of letters, you have perhaps heard of as a poet. He wrote the most extraordinary volume of poetry called “Fleurs du Mai” (Flowers of Evil), and the book is not badly described by its title. As poetry, in regard to form, nothing better was produced by any romantic, but the subjects were most horrible, dealing with crimes and with remorse, despair and other unhealthy emotions. There was also a strange sensualism in the book, something quite exotic and new. But we are now dealing chiefly with Baudelaire as a prose writer, and you should know that he was quite as great in prose as in verse. He was also a great translator— translating into French the best of De Quincey and of Edgar Poe. He himself had very much of the imagination of Poe, but it did not take the form of strange stories. Instead of writing stories, he wrote very short romantic sketches, each representing some particular mood, experience or sorrow. And these, which he collected into one volume, under the title of “Petits Poemes en Prose,” represented the influence of Bertrand. But Baudelaire was much greater than Bertrand. He showed, as never has been shown before, the extraordinary resources of the French language in prose of poetical form. A year ago I translated for you one of these prose studies, a little composition about the moon, and you may remember what a strange thing it was. The new poetical prose was fairly established by the publication of this book. But such prose was not adapted to the writing of novels and long stories. It could only be used for very short studies of a highly emotional character. French men of letters have since been using the style only for such purposes, and perhaps the most striking follower of Baudelaire in this regard was the historian and scholar Edgar Quinet, whose wonderful bit of prose poetry about a cathedral, “La Cathedrale,” you will find in Professor Saintsbury’s “Specimens of French Literature.”


    —from “Notes on French Romantics” by Lafcadio Hearn (1850–1904). Hearn was born in Greece and yet became an internationally famous writer by way of his writings on Japan and to a lesser degree, New Orleans. Hearn is most celebrated for his supernatural stories, the most exemplary of which are found in the collection Kwaidan: Stories and Studies of Strange Things. Hearn lived in New Orleans for a decade.

  


  
    First Encounter: Gautier meets Baudelaire


    I first met Baudelaire towards the middle of the year 1849, at Pimodan House (Hotel Lauzun) where I had a quaint apartment near Fernand Boissard’s, communicating with the latter’s rooms by a secret stair concealed in the thickness of the wall, and which must have been haunted by the ghosts of the beauties whom Lauzun loved of yore. Among the dwellers in the house were the superb Maryx who, when still quite young, posed to Ary Scheffer for his “Mignon,” and, later, to Paul Delaroche for his “Fame Distributing Wreaths ;” and that other beauty, then in her fullest bloom, whom Clesinger represented in his “Woman and Serpent,” a piece of statuary in which pain bears the appearance of a paroxysm of pleasure and which is imbued with an intensity of life which no sculptor had yet attained to and which will never be surpassed.


    Charles Baudelaire’s talent was as yet unsuspected, and he was quietly preparing himself for fame with a tenacity of purpose that equaled his inspiration. His name, however, was already becoming known among poets and artists with a certain thrill of expectation, and the younger generation, that was succeeding to the great generation of 1830, seemed to build great hopes upon him. In the mysterious conclave in which coming reputations manifest themselves, his was looked upon as the most promising of all.


    I had often heard of him, but I was not acquainted with any of his works. I was impressed by his aspect. He wore his very black hair cut quite short, and this hair of his, with its regular points on his dazzlingly white brow, formed a sort of Saracen helmet. His brown eyes had a deep, spiritual expression, and his glance was almost oppressively penetrating. His mouth, outlined by a silky mustache, had the mobile, voluptuous, ironical sinuosity of the mouths of faces painted by Leonardo da Vinci. His nose, shapely and delicate, somewhat rounded and with palpitating nostrils, seemed to be scenting faint and distant odors; a strong dimple, like the sculptor’s final touch, marked the chin; his close-shaven cheeks, the bluish tone of which was made more velvety by rice-powder, contrasted with the ruddy hue of the cheek-bones. His neck, of feminine elegance and whiteness, showed freely out of a turned-down collar and a narrow-check tie of Madras silk. His dress consisted of a coat of shiny, lustrous stuff, snuff-colored trousers, white stockings, and patent-leather shoes; every garment scrupulously clean and neat, with a marked stamp of English simplicity, apparently intended to denote a breaking away from the artist fashion of sporting soft felt hats, velvet jackets, red jerseys, huge beards, and wild heads of hair. There was nothing new-looking or striking in his dress. Charles Baudelaire was one of those quiet dandies who have their clothes rubbed with emery paper in order to take off the Sunday and brand-new gloss so dear to Philistines and so unbearable to well-bred men. Later on, indeed, he shaved off his mustache, considering that it was a survival of picturesque chic which it was childish and bourgeois to preserve. Thus freed from all superfluous down, his face recalled that of Laurence Sterne, a resemblance increased by Baudelaire’s habit of pressing his forefinger against his temple when speaking, which is the attitude, as is well known, of the English humorist in the portrait prefixed to his works.


    Such was the outward impression made upon me, at our first meeting, by the future author of “The Flowers of Evil.”


    —from Charles Baudelaire by Theophile Gautier (1811–1872). Gautier was among the most esteemed writers of his generation, producing works in nearly every genre of literature. While known as a romantic, Gautier’s work was yet identified and embraced by decadents, symbolists and nearly every other major French literary movement contemporary to his work.

  


  
    Reading I


    Baudelaire

    by Arthur Symons


    Baudelaire is little known and much misunderstood in England. Only one English writer has ever done him justice, or said anything adequate about him. As long ago as 1862 Swinburne introduced Baudelaire to English readers: in the columns of the Spectator, it is amusing to remember. In 1868 he added a few more words of just and subtle praise in his book on Blake, and in the same year wrote the magnificent elegy on his death, Ave atque Vale. There have been occasional outbreaks of irrelevant abuse or contempt, and the name of Baudelaire (generally mis-spelled) is the journalist’s handiest brickbat for hurling at random in the name of respectability. Does all this mean that we are waking up, over here, to the consciousness of one of the great literary forces of the age, a force which has been felt in every other country but ours?


    It would be a useful influence for us. Baudelaire desired perfection, and we have never realised that perfection is a thing to aim at. He only did what he could do supremely well, and he was in poverty all his life, not because he would not work, but because he would work only at certain things, the things which he could hope to do to his own satisfaction. Of the men of letters of our age he was the most scrupulous. He spent his whole life in writing one book of verse (out of which all French poetry has come since his time), one book of prose in which prose becomes a fine art, some criticism which is the sanest, subtlest, and surest which his generation produced, and a translation which is better than a marvellous original. What would French poetry be to-day if Baudelaire had never existed? As different a thing from what it is as English poetry would be without Rossetti. Neither of them is quite among the greatest poets, but they are more fascinating than the greatest, they influence more minds. And Baudelaire was an equally great critic. He discovered Poe, Wagner, and Manet. Where even Sainte-Beuve, with his vast materials, his vast general talent for criticism, went wrong in contemporary judgments, Baudelaire was infallibly right. He wrote neither verse nor prose with ease, but he would not permit himself to write either without inspiration. His work is without abundance, but it is without waste. It is made out of his whole intellect and all his nerves. Every poem is a train of thought and every essay is the record of sensation. This ‘romantic’ had something classic in his moderation, a moderation which becomes at times as terrifying as Poe’s logic. To ‘cultivate one’s hysteria’ so calmly, and to affront the reader (Hypocrite lecteur, mon semblable, mon frère) as a judge rather than as a penitent; to be a casuist in confession; to be so much a moralist, with so keen a sense of the ecstasy of evil: that has always bewildered the world, even in his own country, where the artist is allowed to live as experimentally as he writes. Baudelaire lived and died solitary, secret, a confessor of sins who has never told the whole truth, le mauvais moine of his own sonnet, an ascetic of passion, a hermit of the brothel.


    To understand, not Baudelaire, but what we can of him, we must read, not only the four volumes of his collected works, but every document in Crépet’s Œuvres Posthumes, and, above all, the letters, and these have only now been collected into a volume, under the care of an editor who has done more for Baudelaire than any one since Crépet. Baudelaire put into his letters only what he cared to reveal of himself at a given moment: he has a different angle to distract the sight of every observer; and let no one think that he knows Baudelaire when he has read the letters to Poulet-Malassis, the friend and publisher, to whom he showed his business side, or the letters to la Présidente, the touchstone of his spleen et idéal, his chief experiment in the higher sentiments. Some of his carefully hidden virtues peep out at moments, it is true, but nothing that everybody has not long been aware of. We hear of his ill-luck with money, with proof-sheets, with his own health. The tragedy of the life which he chose, as he chose all things (poetry, Jeanne Duval, the ‘artificial paradises’) deliberately, is made a little clearer to us; we can moralise over it if we like. But the man remains baffling, and will probably never be discovered.


    As it is, much of the value of the book consists in those glimpses into his mind and intentions which he allowed people now and then to see. Writing to Sainte-Beuve, to Flaubert, to Soulary, he sometimes lets out, through mere sensitiveness to an intelligence capable of understanding him, some little interesting secret. Thus it is to Sainte-Beuve that he defines and explains the origin and real meaning of the Petits Poèmes en Prose: Faire cent bagatelles laborieuses qui exigent une bonne humeur constante (bonne humeur nécessaire, même pour traiter des sujets tristes), une excitation bizarre qui a besoin de spectacles, de foules, de musiques, de réverbères même, voilà ce que j’ai voulu faire! And, writing to some obscure person, he will take the trouble to be even more explicit, as in this symbol of the sonnet: Avez-vous observé qu’un morceau de ciel aperçu par un soupirail, ou entre deux cheminées, deux rochers, ou par une arcade, donnait une idée plus profonde de l’infini que le grand panorama vu du haul d’une montagne? It is to another casual person that he speaks out still more intimately (and the occasion of his writing is some thrill of gratitude towards one who had at last done ‘a little justice,’ not to himself, but to Manet): Eh bien! on m’accuse, moi, d’imiter Edgar Poe! Savez-vous pourquoi j’ai si patiemment traduit Poe? Parce qu’il me ressemblait. La première fois que j’ai ouvert un livre de lui, j’ai vu avec épouvante et ravissement, non seulement des sujets rêvés par moi, mais des phrases, pensées par moi, et écrites par lui, vingt ans auparavant. It is in such glimpses as these that we see something of Baudelaire in his letters.


    —“Baudelaire” by Arthur Symons (1865–1945) from Figures of Several Centuries. Symons was a poet and critic who helped tear-down taboos surrounding the writings of authors like Baudelaire, Casanova and D’Annunzio, all whom he also translated. His book The Symbolist Movement in Literature was profoundly influential on the course of 20th century poetics. It had a particularly important effect on T.S. Eliot and W.B. Yeats.
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    Illustration: Photograph of Charles Baudelaire by Fèlix Nadar, 1855. Nadar (1820–1910) was the pseudonym of Gaspard-Félix Tournachon, who was one of Jeanne Duval’s lovers prior to her affair with Charles Baudelaire. Nadar and Baudelaire were lifelong friends.

  


  
    Jeanne Duval: The woman who was Fanfarlo


    The Rebellious Angel


    That he failed in trying to love one woman is as certain as his disillusion after he had possessed her; that, in regard to Jeanne Duval, she was to him simply a silent instrument that, by touching all the living strings of it, he awakened to a music that is all his own; that whether this “masterpiece of flesh” meant more to him than certain other women who inspired him in different ways; whether he thirsted to drain her “empty kiss” or the “empty kiss” of Rachel, of Marguerite, of Gabrielle, of Judith, is a matter of but little significance. A man’s life such as his is a man’s own property and the property of no one else. And Baudelaire’s conclusion as to any of these might be, perhaps, summed up in this stanza:


    “Your sweet, scarce lost estate


    Of innocence, the candour of your eyes,


    Your child-like, pleased surprise,


    Your patience: these afflict me with a weight


    As of some heavy wrong that I must share


    With God who made, with man who found you, fair.”


    “In more ways than one do men sacrifice to the rebellious angels,” says Saint Augustine; and Beardsley’s sacrifice, along with that of all great decadent art, the art of Rops or of Baudelaire, is really a sacrifice to the eternal beauty, and only seemingly to the powers of evil.


    —from Baudelaire: A Study by Arthur Symons (1865–1945). Symons’ critical biography of Baudelaire was one of the first book-length treatments of the great poet’s life in English.

  


  
    Perfume


    Women played a commanding role in his life. They always do with any poet worthy of the name, though few have been so frank in acknowledging this as Baudelaire. Yet he was in love more with Woman than the individual. The legend of the beautiful creature he brought from the East resolves itself into the dismal affair with Jeanne Duval. He met her in Paris, after he had been in the East. She sang at a cafe concert in Paris. She was more brown than black. She was not handsome, not intelligent, not good; yet he idealized her, for she was the source of half his inspiration. To her were addressed those marvelous evocations of the Orient, of perfume, tresses, delicious dawns on strange far-away seas and “superb Byzant,” domes that devils built. Baudelaire is the poet of perfumes; he is also the patron saint of ennui. No one has so chanted the praise of odors. His soul swims on perfume as do other souls on music, he has sung. As he grew older he seemed to hunt for more acrid odors; he often presents an elaborately chased vase the carving of which transports us, but from which the head is quickly averted. Jeanne, whom he never loved, no matter what may be said, was a sorceress. But she was impossible; she robbed, betrayed him; he left her a dozen times only to return. He was a capital draughtsman with a strong nervous line and made many pen and ink drawings of her. They are not prepossessing. In her rapid decline she was not allowed to want. Madame Aupick paid her expenses in the hospital. A sordid history. She was a veritable flower of evil for Baudelaire. Yet poetry, like music, would be colorless, scentless, if it sounded no dissonances.


    —from Egoists: A Book of Super Men by James Huneker (1857–1921). Huneker was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. Although mostly remembered as a music critic, Huneker was also an important literary critic who introduced American readers to the works of Friedrich Nietzsche, George Moore and Baudelaire.

  


  
    A Specter of the East


    Charles Baudelaire was born of parents who were honest, though not exactly poor. His father, Francis Baudelaire, was of good peasant extraction, received a sound education, and became attached to the house and service of the Duke of Praslin. During the Terror he suffered for his aristocratic proclivities, but managed to save his neck, and when brighter times dawned, appears to have recovered some of his worldly advantages. He married twice, and it was on April 9th, 1821 in Paris that the first child of his second marriage was born and christened Charles Peter. After his father’s death which occurred in 1827, his mother, who was little more than one third the age of her husband, married again in the following year. Her second matrimonial venture was a M. Aupick, Lieutenant-Colonel in the army, whose regiment was garrisoned at Lyons. There he took his wife, and there also he sent his stepson to school. Returning to Paris in 1836, Col. Aupick placed young Baudelaire in the Louis the Great College. He had evidently been impressed by the uncommon characteristics of his stepson, for, on presenting him to the headmaster, he observed: “Here is a treasure I am bringing you, a young scholar who will do honor to your college.” Baudelaire had in fact, some scholastic success, but the magic of number and of rhythm had already captivated his imagination, and he soon consecrated himself to the Muses. One of his old schoolmates tells us that, “whilst the mathematical classes were going on, we passed the time in writing verses as hard as our pens could run. I still remember some of them, but they do not exactly resemble those which he gave to the public in later years.” The originality of the young poet, however, was not slow to appear. A piece of verse of his, composed after a trip in the Pyrenees in 1838, is remarkable as the production of a lad of seventeen. Here are a couple of stanzas from it:


    On these mountains where the winds efface all vestiges


    These glaciers pallid, which the sun lights up.


    On these high rocks, where dizziness waylays one,


    In this land, where the evening mirrors its vermilion.


    Under my feet, o’er my head, everywhere silence—


    Silence which makes one yearn to escape;


    The silence eternal on the mountain universal,


    For the air is immovable, and all seems to dream.


    Baudelaire left college in 1839, for what reason is not known, but there is in his autobiographical sketch this following mysterious line: “Boyhood, expulsion from house, the great B.A. degree.”


    As to the degree, the tradition goes that Baudelaire owed his success in that ridiculous trial to the understanding that he had with the housekeeper of one of the examiners. His stepfather, who had now become a Brigadier, conceived some grand ideas for the future of young Baudelaire. He was to attain to a high social position; he was to enter the Diplomatic service; and the Brigadier’s friendship with the Duke of Orleans was to pave the way to unknown greatness. But Charles would have none of it; he felt that his mission was to be a poet, and he meant to be one; rows followed, and the young poet threw himself into the literary life of Paris.


    Amongst the first friends he there made were Balzac, Le Vavasseur, and Delatouche. In collaboration with Le Vavasseur he made his entry into the world of letters by the production of a literary gazette, boldly entitled the Corsair. Writing of him in after years, Le Vavasseur thus describes his appearance: “He was brown, of middle height, meager as an ascetic, well dressed, reserved: a libertine through curiosity, a pagan through revolt, tormenting his mind to mock his heart.”


    His first meeting with the illustrious author of Pere Goriot was sufficiently interesting. He presented himself without introduction on one of the quays, stopping in front of Balzac and laughing as if he had known him for ten years. Balzac replied with such a smile as he might have bestowed on a long-lost friend, and after this they fell to chatting and talking until they became enchanted with one another. Poetry was not the only field which Baudelaire exploited at this time; he plunged into the strange waters of dandyism, and those who knew him recalled with a smile the elegance of his toilet and the nattiness of his appearance. All this flirtation with the muses, not to mention other ladies somewhat more dangerous, hardly gave satisfaction to Master Charles’ mother, so she thought it best to assert her authority and pack him off for a long sea voyage. He accordingly embarked without much demur on a sailing vessel bound for Calcutta. This voyage had a marked effect on his career; it contributed to the development of his artistic sensibility, and we see in his Flowers of Evil many traces of the impressions received from those far off countries, and the unknown skies and scenes contemplated during his voyage. He returned from his travels within a year, and shortly afterwards, having reached maturity, his patrimony was divided between himself and his only brother Claude. His own master, and with about £3,000 to fall back upon, he was free to live as he pleased. He betook himself to quiet lodgings, and gave himself up to the cultivation of friendship, of poetry, and of the arts. About this time he took to himself a mistress: she was a negress who figured as an attraction in small theatres and cafe chantants. She was, said Baudelaire to his friend Theophile Gautier, a reminiscence of his Eastern travels and amatory experiences. This woman became his favorite flame, and, though she deceived him vilely, he remained attached to her always with a strong affection. Baudelaire has himself described her:


    “She comes to my lodgings, throws herself into an armchair near the fire. I treat her with much regard, and I am the only friend that she can pal up with. Here is her portrait. She is a Mulatto, not very black, not very beautiful, with black hair slightly crisped, grand figure, and of a bad walk.”


    She was known by the name of Jeanne Duval, and was fond of a glass.


    She had, without doubt, a baleful influence on him, through the constant cares of all sorts which she gave him and the incessant hindrances that she made in his regular work at a time when he was in the full vein of production.


    After this period of incubation, his first production was a contribution not to literature, but to art. He had been always interested in art, and had been impressed by some schools, notably the Spanish, and had thrown himself ardently into the society of wielders of the brush. His essay was a criticism on the Salon of 1845. Literary criticism followed, and in 1846 he was in full career as an author. He produced in that year a novelette, The Young Enchanter, some further art and literary criticism and two humorous pieces, “A Selection of Consoling Maxims on Love” and “Counsels to Young Writers.” At the same time his first published verses appeared. These were “The Impenitent,” reprinted afterwards under the title of “Don Juan in Hell”, and “To an Indian Ladv.”


    —from “Charles Baudelaire” by W.R. Credland as read at the Manchester Literary Club on December 6th, 1899. It is interesting to note the almost reverence for mystery surrounding critical writing about Baudelaire and his mistress, Jeanne Duval, as late as the turn of the century, decades after their deaths.

  


  
    Reading II


    The Human Baudelaire

    by Havelock Ellis


    There clings to the personality of Baudelaire, even today, a reputation that remains rather inhuman. The humanity of his work has, indeed, been slowly, very slowly, affirmed. It is but a small body of work, and even within its narrow limits unequal, often falling into rhetoric or banality; it has had to make its way to us amid all sorts of impediments: prosecution at the outset, its own novelty, the scandal of all respectably conventional readers, the embarrassed and imperfect comprehension of admirers from Gautier onwards. Only within recent years has it become clear to all that here a new revelation of the mysteries of human emotion was expressed, with a firm hand that possessed the sense of form, with a voice whose music could thrill the nerves and awaken the hidden impulses of the heart. Even in the midst of the agonies of war, we are told, in a little cabinet de lecture of the Latin Quarter with three copies of the Fleurs du Mal, they are never on the shelves, and the reader must put down his name weeks in advance. Yet if the poet has taken his place not only in the ranks of great writers, but among the classics of the heart, the man still remains homeless. For the most part, we search in vain among the documents that are left this fragmentary notes and letters, his recorded sayings and doings, the recollections of his friends for a human person to love. We find a rather neurotic individual, slightly unsound in heredity, who was predestined to live an extravagant, abnormal, in the worldly sense unsuccessful life. On that basis we have the record of perpetual reaction between extremes, of eccentricities that were merely childish, of a puerile delight in devices pour èpater le bourgeois which the man of genius usually leaves to others. We seem to be in the presence of a mysterious and scarcely attractive figure, wearing a fantastic mask to which he himself likes to attract attention. “N’est-ce pas que je ressemble à èvêque damnè?”


    It is just fifty years since Baudelaire died. Therewith his books pass out of copyright, and the circle of his readers is indefinitely enlarged. It was a fitting moment for the publication of the long series of intimate letters, chiefly to his mother, and covering the years between the age of twelve and his death, thirty-four years later, which has been appearing in the Revue de Paris. They are the revelation of a personality which it had been left to sensitive readers to divine beneath that mask of “Wandering Jew” or “Guillotine” or “Evêque damnè” which Baudelaire loved to present to the world, and his dubious friends to point at. Here that personality is revealed clearly for all to see, even in pathetic nakedness, simple, human, pitiful.


    It is, indeed, a pathetic, even a tragic figure, guided through an atmosphere of unrelieved gloom by an inevitable Fate, whose life-course we follow in these letters. In the first letter of the series, a schoolboy of twelve, he writes to his brother of his laziness, “a little mixed with amour-propre” (he could not write until receiving an answer to his former letter), a sprain of his foot, and his shame at having taken no prize. There we have, in effect, the four themes that were destined to be woven in and out of the whole drama: laziness, which was really a defect of physical energy combined with fidelity to a high ideal; pride which he could not shake off in the most intimate and even the most humiliating relationships; a feeble constitution; a perpetual inability to command worldly success. Throughout Baudelaire faces the facts of himself, without either disguise or emphasis, without either self-praise or self-palliation. At the most, he says, and that more than once: “I have suffered so much, I have been so punished, I think I may be forgiven much.”


    His letters are written in a completely simple and un-literary manner; there is no style, nor always grammar. He is no longer the mischievous child hiding behind a mask, but still a child, undisciplined and awkward and helpless, with dreams in his head and tears in his eyes, afraid of everything. He cannot go to see his mother on one occasion because his clothes are so shabby and he is afraid of the servants, so asks her to meet him in the Salon Carrè at the Louvre, “the place in Paris where one can talk best.” He knows, indeed, who he is and what he stands for in the world, though with no touch of vanity. “I think that posterity concerns me,’ he remarks parenthetically. And still his irritable pride comes in; after telling his mother that until she had sent him money he had been two days without food, and obliged to take some brandy offered to him, much as he hated spirits, he adds: “May such confessions never be known to living soul or to posterity.”


    The chief figures of this drama, after the protagonist, are three: Maître Ancelle, the lawyer who was constituted his guardian, after he had dissipated the greater part of the little fortune inherited from his father; his mistress, Jeanne Duval, the Vènus Noire (she had a strain of negro blood); and his mother, to whom most of the letters are addressed, the being who always remained the nearest to him in all the world. There are other subsidiary figures, notably his stepfather. General Aupick, successively


    French Ambassador in Constantinople, London, and Madrid, an honorable and good-hearted man who was prepared to be friendly and even helpful until he recognized that the young man’s irritable pride made this impossible; and there is Poulet-Malassis, the admirable publisher and friend, whom we dimly see in the background. The guardian, the mistress, and the mother remain the three persons who had the deepest influence on Baudelaire’s intimate personal lif. Ancelle had the least, and there was no reason why he should have had any. He was only there because the poet had shown himself clearly unable to manage his own money affairs, and he seems to have been an excellent man, whose conduct was irreproachable. But Baudelaire, though aware of this, could never forgive him for being there at all. The fact that he must be treated as a child in money matters is a perpetual corroding poison to one of Baudelaire’s temperament, all the more so when there is no doubt about its necessity, and it recurs again and again in his letters to his mother, whom he begs repeatedly and with insistence to deal with him directly and not through Ancelle. He was never able to overcome the humiliation of this guardian.


    Ancelle filled the chief place in the antechamber to Baudelaire’s intimate life. Within, a more important figure, Jeanne, was associated with nearly the whole of his active years, from the age of twenty-one onwards. In one of his letters Baudelaire mentioned that he could not get on with his brother on account of the latter’s “attitude of cynicism towards women.” How little there was of the cynic in Baudelaire could not be better illustrated than by the long story of his devotion to Jeanne, for there could not well be a woman better fitted to stimulate the germs of cynicism than Jeanne. When what beauty she possessed faded, and she became a prematurely aged invalid, no charm was left; she was stupid, false, and spiteful; she took all the money he could gather together for her, and trickily tried to get more; she treated him with insolent contempt, and seemed to delight in humiliating him; she went to his publisher to try to sell books and drawings he had given her; she made him ridiculous by declaring that the money he had sent to pay for her in a nursing-home had never been handed over; she showed neither regard nor admiration for him; she felt no interest in his work, and would not trouble to acquire any. Baudelaire soon ceased to have any delusions about Jeanne; at first, as he admitted, he was guilty of outbursts of violence, but before long, while recognizing good qualities we can no longer discern, he realized her character, with the same courageous insight with which he realized his own. And this, as he writes his mother, was the woman on whom he had, like a gamester, placed all his chances; “this woman was my only distraction, my only pleasure, my only comrade.” So she continued to be, such as she was, many years after. Undoubtedly he was upheld by the deep-rooted pride which he himself recognized as the chief element in his character. Nothing would induce him to abandon Jeanne to misery. For twenty years he worked for her, cared for her, nursed her, scarcely as a lover—though on one occasion, when she threatened to leave him, he was ill for days—but rather with the unrewarded devotion of a Sister of Mercy


    Of Baudelaire’s mother, Madame Aupick, no picture is presented to us. He analyzes Jeanne’s character, he analyzes his own, but never his mother’s. Yet we obtain many glimpses which enable us to form a fairly clear idea. She had been, we gather, a beautiful woman of distinguished appearance; she was also of neurotic tendency, subject to migraine and other nervous disturbances, so that her son shows a constant solicitude about her health. In this matter of temperament, as he himself remarks, he takes after her. But on the mental side there seems a total absence of likeness between the Ambassador’s wife and the Bohemian poet who spent his life wandering from one third-rate hotel to another in the Latin Quarter. She was conventional, she was devout, her literary tastes were of the most ordinary kind. She was indulgent; her son is able to write simply and frankly to her about Jeanne, and no doubt she felt some blind sort of maternal pride in his reputation. He is constantly sending her his articles or specially bound volumes of his works; but, though she is evidently interested in the Poe translations, to her son’s genius she seems almost as insensitive as Jeanne. The devotion which subsisted to the end on both sides, notwithstanding the perpetual wounds which each was inevitably receiving from the other, is all the more wonderful and pitiful. The son’s letters are throughout the letters of a child, who sometimes implores his mother (“avec des mains jointes,” as he says) and sometimes attempts to domineer over her. He comes to her with all his troubles, quite humbly, throwing aside, if not without an effort, all his amour-propre. It is seldom that we miss a reference to his “eternal money worries.” He is always wanting to borrow money, large sums or small sums—even, at desperate moments, a few francs. But we never feel that he is herein unworthily trying to exploit his mother; his attitude is too simple and childlike, his tone too poignantly heart-felt. He writes to her, as he says, “not only as my mother, but as the one being who loves me.” He is often hopeful; all his literary affairs are going well, and he has just had an article accepted by an editor; but—needless to quote further, for anyone who has ever been acquainted with a young author is familiar with such situations. In a month, a fortnight perhaps, he will be rich, but, with only thirty francs in his pocket, how about the interval? Again and again he declares that “before New Year’s Day I shall have settled some of my debts and published my verses”; but on one occasion, turning on himself with sarcasm, he adds: “I shall soon know that phrase by heart.” For these anxieties—“unhappy, humiliated, sad as I am, overwhelmed every day by a crowd of wants”—were not favorable to productive activity, especially to one of Baudelaire’s make, “a creature made of idleness and violence,” whose cerebral activity so far outruns his nervous vitality. He realises this himself—no one was ever more clear-sighted—and writes to his mother that “the absolute idleness of my apparent life, contrasted with the perpetual activity of my ideas, throws me into rages.” He feels that he has wasted twenty years of his life in dreaming. “Habit plays such a large part in virtue,” he writes, and goes on to speak with humble respect of Balzac, who “always worked.” And again, a few years later, he writes: “How many years of fatigue and punishment it takes to learn the simple truth that work, that disagreeable thing, is the only way of not suffering in life, or at all events of suffering less.”


    On his mother’s side we seem to discern, with whatever lack of sympathy and constant reproaches, a patient and adorable affection which no disappointments could permanently crush. The Ambassador’s wife seems from time to time to make futile efforts to bring the child of genius into the ordinary paths of respectability. She realised that an excess of generosity was useless, but though her funds were not unlimited, the advances she made evidently amounted altogether to a large sum. Baudelaire soothed his pride over these transactions by a sanguine faith in the future and a quiet confidence in the ultimate recognition of his genius. He was never to see the realization of that faith and that confidence. In March, 1866, he took Poulet-Malassis and Felicien Rops to see his favorite church at Namur, St. Loup, built in the finest baroque style of the Jesuits, with red marble pillars, solemnly fantastic in the dark and heavy atmosphere, the Fleurs du Mal transmuted into stone, a spot to which, for Baudelaire’s sake, one went on pilgrimage in days before the War. Here he fell stricken by paralysis. By his mother’s wish they conveyed him to the Paris he had abandoned three years earlier for the still less congenial Brussels. His memory grew faint and uncertain; the great master of language could command few words beyond “Nom, ere nom!” But he still loved to hear Wagner’s music; he still delighted in the sight of tulips and dahlias; he still liked to appear neat and elegant, A few months after the first stroke he died in the arms of his mother, who cherished the belief that he recognized her to the end.


    The rich genius of France has not been rich in poets. To the French critic, indeed, it has seemed that France has sometimes been a “nest of singing birds.” But from the tangled forest of English literature where “that wild music burthens every bough” we are not much impressed by the French critic’s nest. It even seems to us that those special qualities of the French genius which have produced magnificent results in so many fields—the daring logic, the cool penetrative analysis, even the instinct for art— are with difficulty compatible with what we understand as poetry, for in France the rhetorician, with eternal recurrence, takes the poet’s place, and no man marks the difference. The clarity and order and sociality of the French Latin genius weave a close harmonious network against which the poet, with his disorganizing lyric passion, can only beat himself to death. In the island where, as it has been said, “every Englishman is himself an island,” the poet is as independent as the rest, but as free in his spare moments to earn his living, more or less creditably, as custom-house officer, clergyman, apothecary, or what not. In France, on the other hand, whose great poets may easily be counted off on the fingers of one hand, from Villon to Verlaine, the poet has been a tragic victim, an outcast even to those who recognized his genius. Ronsard, in the small group of great poets, is the exception, and when we wander from Tours down the left bank of the Loire to that little priory farmstead, delightful even in its decay, which was Ronsard’s home, we realize the secret of his serenity and tender joy, and how it was that he is, after all, the least of the great poets of France. For we understand nowhere better than in France that Nature made the heart in the form of a lyre and stretched across it cords of tendinous flesh. How significantly true it is in Baudelaire’s case has now been made for ever clear by the revelation of these letters.


    —“The Human Baudelaire” by Havelock Ellis (1859–1939) was originally published in Ellis’ 1919 essay collection The Philosophy of Conflict. Born in London, England, Ellis was a pioneering figure in the psychology of sex.
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    Illustration: Sketch of Jeanne Duval (1820–1862) by Charles Baudelaire. Jeanne Duval was a Haitian-born singer and prostitute of African and French heritage. She is the subject of Fanfarlo and many of Baudelaire’s most romantic poems.

  


  
    Poems for Jeanne Duval:

    Selections from Baudelaire’s Les Fleur du Mal


    The Balcony


    Mother of memories, mistress of mistresses,


    O thou, my pleasure, though, all my desire,


    Thou shalt recall the beauty of caresses,


    The charm of evenings by the gentle fire,


    Mother of memories, mistress of mistresses!


    The eves illumined by the burning coal,


    The balcony where veiled rose-vapor clings—


    How soft your breast was then, how sweet your sould!


    Ah, and we said imperishable things,


    Those eves illumined by the burning coal.

  


  
    Exotic Perfume


    When, with closed eyes, on a hot afternoon,


    The scent of thine ardent breast I inhale,


    Celestial vistas my spirit assail;


    Caressed by the flames of an endless sun.


    A langorous island, where Nature abounds


    With exotic trees and luscious fruit;


    And with men whose bodies are slim and astute,


    And with women whose frankness delights and astounds.


    By thy perfume enticed to this region remote,


    A port I see, laden with mast and with boat,


    Still wearied and torn by the distant brine;


    While the tamarisk-odours that dreamily throng


    The air, round my slumberous senses intwine,


    And mix, in my soul, with the mariners’ song.


    —Translated by Ceril Scott, 1919.

  


  
    To a Creole Lady


    In a country perfumed with the sun’s embrace,


    I knew ‘neath a dais of purpled palms,


    And branches where idleness weeps o’er one’s face,


    A Creolean lady of unknown charms.


    Her tint, pale and warm—this bewitching bride,


    Displays a nobly nurtured mien,


    Courageous and grand like a huntsman, her stride;


    A tranquil smile and eyes serene.


    If, madam, you’d go to the true land of gain,


    By the banks of the verdant Loire or the Seine,


    How worthy to garnish some pile of renown.


    You’d awake in the calm of some shadowy nest,


    A thousand songs in the poet’s breast,


    That your eyes would inspire far more than your brown.


    —Translated by Ceril Scott, 1919.

  


  
    La Chevelure


    O fleece, that foams down unto the shoulders bare!


    O curls, O scents which lovely languidness exhale!


    Delight! to fill this alcove’s sombre atmosphere


    With memories, sleeping deep within this tress of hair,


    I’ll wave it in the evening breezes like a veil!


    The shores of Africa, and Asia’s burning skies,


    A world forgotten, distant, nearly dead and spent,


    Within thy depths, O aromatic forest! lies.


    And like to spirits floating unto melodies,


    Mine own, Belovèd! glides within thy sacred scent.


    There I will hasten, where the trees and humankind


    With languor lull beside the hot and silent sea;


    Strong tresses bear me, be to me the waves and wind!


    Within thy fragrance lies a dazzling dream confined


    Of sails and masts and flames—O lake of ebony!


    A loudly echoing harbour, where my soul may hold


    To quaff, the silver cup of colours, scents and sounds,


    Wherein the vessels glide upon a sea of gold,


    And stretch their mighty arms, the glory to enfold


    Of virgin skies, where never-ending heat abounds.


    I’ll plunge my brow, enamoured with voluptuousness


    Within this darkling ocean of infinitude,


    Until my subtle spirit, which thy waves caress,


    Shall find you once again, O fertile weariness;


    Unending lullabye of perfumed lassitude!


    Ye tresses blue—recess of strange and sombre shades,


    Ye make the azure of the starry Realm immense;


    Upon the downy beeches, by your curls’ cascades,


    Among your mingling fragrances, my spirit wades


    To cull the musk and cocoa-nut and lotus scents.


    Long—foraye—my hand, within thy heavy mane,


    Shall scatter rubies, pearls, sapphires eternally,


    And thus my soul’s desire for thee shall never wane;


    For art not thou the oasis where I dream and drain


    With draughts profound, the golden wine of memory?


    —Translated by Ceril Scott, 1919.

  


  
    A Carcass


    Recall to mind the sight we saw, my soul,


    That soft, sweet summer day:


    Upon a bed of flints a carrion foul,


    Just as we turn’d the way,


    Its legs erected, wanton-like, in air,


    Burning and sweating pest,


    In unconcern’d and cynic sort laid bare


    To view its noisome breast.


    The sun lit up the rottenness with gold,


    To bake it well inclined,


    And give great Nature back a hundredfold


    All she together join’d.


    The sky regarded as the carcass proud


    Oped flower-like to the day;


    So strong the odour, on the grass you vow’d


    You thought to faint away.


    The flies the putrid belly buzz’d about,


    Whence black battalions throng


    Of maggots, like thick liquid flowing out


    The living rags along.


    And as a wave they mounted and went down,


    Or darted sparkling wide;


    As if the body, by a wild breath blown,


    Lived as it multiplied.


    From all this life a music strange there ran,


    Like wind and running burns;


    Or like the wheat a winnower in his fan


    With rhythmic movement turns.


    The forms wore off, and as a dream grew faint,


    An outline dimly shown,


    And which the artist finishes to paint


    From memory alone.


    Behind the rocks watch’d us with angry eye


    A bitch disturb’d in theft,


    Waiting to take, till we had pass’d her by,


    The morsel she had left.


    Yet you will be like that corruption too,


    Like that infection prove --


    Star of my eyes, sun of my nature, you,


    My angel and my love!


    Queen of the graces, you will even be so,


    When, the last ritual said,


    Beneath the grass and the fat flowers you go,


    To mould among the dead.


    Then, O my beauty, tell the insatiate worm


    Who wastes you with his kiss,


    I have kept the godlike essence and the form


    Of perishable bliss!


    — Richard Herne Shepherd, Translations from Charles Baudelaire (London: John Camden Hotten, 1869)
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    Illustration: Baudelaire’s Mistress, Reclining by Édouard Manet, 1862. Manet (1832–1883) was one of the most important artists during the transition from Realism to Impressionism. He was a friend of Jeanne Duval and Charles Baudelaire, producing portraits of both.
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