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THE PAINTER OF MODERN LIFE

I.BEAUTY, FASHION AND HAPPINESS

to the Louvre, walk rapidly, without so much as 2 glance, past rows of
very interesting, though secondary, picrures, to come to 2 raptuzous halt
in front of 2 Titian or 2 ne of those that have been most
popularized by the engravér’s ast; then they will go home happy, not a
few saying to themselves, T kaow my Museum.” Just as there are people
who, having once read Bossuet and Racine, fancy that they have mastered
the history of literatuze. ~ 3

" Fortunately from time 1o time there come forward righters of wrong,
critics, amateurs, curious engquirers, to declare that Raphacl, or Racine,
does not contain the whole secres, and that the minor poets too have
something good, solid and delightful w0 offer; and finally that however
much we may love general beauty, as it is expressed by classical poets and
artists, We are no less wrong to neglect particular beaury, the bc:mr_v]
of circumstance and the sketch of manness.

It must be admirted that.for some years now the world has been

mending its ways a little. The value which collectors today artach to

: !
1'sE world—and even the world of arrists—is full of people who can go

the delightful coloured engravings of the last century proves that 2
reaction has set in in the direction where it was required; Debucoust,
the Saint-Aubins and many others have found their places in the diction-
ary of artists who are worhy of study. But these represent the past: my
concern today is with the painting of maaners of the present. The past
is interesting not only by reason of the besuty which could be distilled
from it by those arists for whom it w2s the present, but also precisely
because it is the past, for its historical value. It is the same with the
present. The pleasure w sigh we derive from the representation of the

' present is due not only to't § beaury with which it can be invested, but
also to its esseatial quality & being present. '

1 have before me 3 ¥egles of fashion-platest dating from the

! Early in 1859 Baudelaire waz Wegitiog to his friend and publisher Poulet-Malassis, to
thank him for seading him fashits-plates. ’
: I
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Revolution 2ad finishing more or less with the Consulate, These cos-
tumes, which seem laughable to many thoughtless people—people who
are grave without true gravity—have a double-patured charm, one
both artistic and historical. They are often very beautiful and drawn with
wit; but what to me is every bit as important, and what I am happy to
find in all, or almost all of them, is the morz] and aesthetic feeling of
their time. The idea of beauty which man creates for himself imprints
itself on his whole arrire, crumples or stiffens his dress, rounds off or
squares his gesture, and in the jong run even ends by subtly penetrating
the very fearures of his face. Man ends by looking like his ideal seif.
These engravings can ‘be translated either into beaury or ugliness; in
one direction, they become caricarures, in the other, antique statues.

The women who wore these costumes were themselves more or less
like one ot the othe type, according to the degree of poetry or vulgarity
with which they were stamped. Living flesh imparted a flowing move-
ment to what seems to us too stiff. It is still possible today for the
spectator’s imagination to give 2 stir and a2 rustle to this ‘tunique’ or
that ‘schall’.! One day perhaps someone will put on a play in which
we shall sce 2 resurrection of those costumes in which our fathers found
themselves every bit as fascinating as we do ourselves in our poor

ents (which also have a grace of their own, it must be admitted,
But rather of a moral and spiritual type).? And then, if they are worn and
given life by intelligent actors and actresses, we shall be astonished at
ever having been able to mock them so stupidly. Without losing any-
thing of its ghostly attraction, the past will recover the light and move-
ment of life and will become present.

If an impartial student weze to look through the whois range of French
costume, from the origin of our country until the present day, he would
find nothing to shock nor even to surprise him. The transitions would
be as elaborately articulated as they are in the animal kingdom. Thete
would not be 2 single gap: and thus, not a single surprise. And if to the
fashion plate representing each age he were t©o add the philosophic
thought with which that age was most preoccupied or concemed-—the
thought being inevitably suggested by the fashion-plate—he would see

1 An altemnstive form of the word ‘chile’. Cashmere shawls became fashionable in
France somewhat lazet thaa in England. . ‘

2 See the remarks at the énd of the Salbw of 7445 and the section of the Saion of 1846
entitled ‘On the Heroism of Modern Life’. ,



The Painter of Modern Life _ 3

«hat a profound harmoay controls all the components of history, and
chat even in those centuries which seem to us the most monstrous and

che maddest, the - mortal thirst for beauty has always found its satis-
m.}lﬁf;' is in fact an excelleat opportunity to establish 2 rational and
historical theory of beauty, in contrast 1o the academic theory of an
amique and absolute beauty; to show that beauty is always and inevitably
of a double composidon, although the impression that it produces is
single—for the fact that it is difficult to discern the variable elements of
beaury within the ugity of the impression invalidates in no wayv the
necessity of vasiety in its composition. Beauty is made up of an eternal,
invnriab'le clement, whose-quantity it is excessively difficult to determine,
and of a relative, circumstantial element, which will be, if you like,
whether severally or all at once, the age, its fashions, its morals, its
. emotions. Without this second element, which might be described as
the amusing, enticing, appetizing icing on the divine cake, the first
clement would be beyond our powers of digestion or appreciation,
neither adapted nor suitzble to human narure. I defy anyone to point 02
single scrap of beauty which does not contain these two elements.

Let me instance two OppOSite extremes in history. In religious art the
duality is evident at the first glance; the ingredient of eternal beauty
reveals itself only with the permission and undes the discipline of the

‘religion to which the artist belongs. In the most frivolous work of a
sophisticated artist belonging to one of those ages which, in our vanity,
we charactesize as civilized, the duality is no less to be scen; at the same
cime the eternal part of beauty will be veiled and expressed if not by
fashion, at Jeast by the particular temperament of the artist. The duality
of art is a faral consequence of the dualiry of man. Consider, if you will,
the erernally subsisting portion as the soul of art, and the variable element
as its body. That is why Stendhal—an impertinent, teasing, cven a dis-
agrecable critic, but one whose impertinences ate often 2 useful spur to
redlection—approached the truth more closely than many 2nother when
‘he said that ‘Beauty is nothing else but 2 promise of happiness.™ T his
definition doubtless overshoots the mark; it makes Beauty far too
subject to the infinitely variable ideal of Happiness; it strips Beaury too

1 Crépet refers to De /' Amoar, chap. XVII; o. also the footnote in chap. 110 of the .
Histoire de la Peinture en ltalie: ‘La beauté est I'expression d’une certaine maniere’
habituelle de chercher le bonheur.”
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neatly of its aristocratic quality: but it has the great merit of making 2
decided break with the academic error.

I have explained these things more than once before.! And these few
lines will already have said enough on the subject for those who have 2
taste for the diversions of abstract thought. I know, however, that the
majority of my own countrymen at least have but little inclination for
these, and I myself am impatient to embark upon the positive and con-
crete part of my subject.

II. THE SKETCH OF MANNERS

For the sketch of manners, the depiction of bourgeois life and the
pageant of fashion, the technical means that is the most expeditious and

- the least costly will obviously be the best. The more beauty that the

artist can put into it, the more valuable will be his work; but in trivial
life, in the daily metamorphosis of external things, there is 2 rapidiry of
movement whicn czlls for an equal speed of execution from the artist.
The coloured engravings of the eighteenth century have once agzin
won the plaudits of fashion, as I was saying 2 moment ago. Pastel,
etching and aquatine have one by one conttibuted their quota to that
vast dictionary of modern life whose leaves are distributed through the
libraries, the portfolios of collectors and in the windows of the meanest
of print shops. And then lithography appeared, at once to reveal itself
as admirably fitred for this enormous, though apparently so frivolous a
task. We have some veritable monuments in this medium. The works of
Gavarni and Daumier have beea justly described as complements to the
Comédie Humaine 1 am satisfied that Balzac himself would not have
been averse from accepting this idea, which is all the more just in that
the genius of the painter of manners is of a mived narure, by which I
mean that it contains a strong literary element. Observer, philosopher,
fléneur—call him what you will; but whatever words you use in trying
to define this kind of artiér, you will certzinly be led to bestow upon him
some adjective which you could not apply to the painter of etemal, or
at least more lasting things, of heroic or religious subjects. Sometimes
LE.g. in the articic on ‘Critical Method’ on the occasion of the Exporition Uni-
verseile, of 18+9. ' ;

* See p. 183 below.
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heisa poet; more often he comes closer to the novelist or the moralist;

he is the painter of the passing moment and of all the suggestions of
eternity that it contains. Every country, to its pleasure and glory, has
possessed a few men of this stamp. In the present age, to Daumier and
Gavami (the first names which occur to the memory) we may add
Devéria, Mausin, Numa, historians of the more waaton charms of the
Restoration; Wattier, Tassaert, Eugéne Lami—the last of these almost
an Englishmaa in virre of his love for aristocratic elegance; and even
Trimolet and Traviés, those chroniclers of poverty and the humble life.

1II. THE ARTIST, MAN OF THE WORLD,
MAN OF THE CROWD, AND CHILD

Topay I want to discourse to the public about a strange man, 3 man of
so powerful and so decided an originality that it is sufficient unto itself
and does not even seck approval. Not 2 single one of his drawings is
- signed, if by signature vou mean that string of easilyforgeable characters
which spcll a name and which so -many other artists affix osteatatiously
at the foot of their least important urifles. Yet all his works are signed—
with his dazzling sex/; and ast-lovers who have seen and appreciated them
~will readily recognize thcq&am the dcscnpnon that I am about to give.
A passionate lover of crowds and incognitos, Monsieur C. G.* carries
originality to the point of shyncss Mz, Thackeray, who, as is well
known, is deeply interested in marters of art, and who himself executes
the illustrations to his novels, spoke one day of Monsieur G. in the
columns of a London review.? The latter was furious, as though ar an
outrage to his virtue. Recendy again, when he learnt that I had it in
mind to write an appreciation of his mind and his talent, be begged me—
very imperiously,  must admit—to suppress hisname, 2nd if I must speak
of his works, to speak of them as if they were those of an anonymous
areist, ] will humbly comply with this singular request. The reader and
1 will preserve the fiction that Monsieur G. does not exist, and we shall
concern ourselves with hit drawings and his watercolours (for which
he professes 2 patrician scom) as r.hough we were scholars who had to
pronounce upon precious historical documents, thrown up by chance,

i Constantin Guys (1802-912). 2 The reference has not been traced.
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whose author must remain eternally unknown. And fnally, to give
complete reassurance to my conscience, it must be supposed that all
¢hat T have to sav of his strangely and mysteriously brilliant nature is
more of less justly suggested by the works in question—pure poetic
hypothesis, copjecture, 4 labour of the imagination.

Monsieur G. is an old man. Jean-Jacques is said to have reached the
age of forty-rwo before he started writing. It was pechaps at about the
same age that: Monsieur G., obsessed by the throng of pictures which
téemed in his brain, was first emboldened to throw ink and colours on
1o 2 white sheet of paper.! Truth to tell, he drew like 2 barbarian, or 2
child, impatient at the clumsiness of his fingers and the disobedience of
his pen. I have seen a large pumber of these primitive scribbles, and I
must own that the majority of those who aze, or claim to be, connoisseurs
in this marter, might well have been pardoned for failing to discern the
latent genius which abode in such murky daubs. Today, after dis-
covering by himself all the lirtle tricks of his trade and accomplishing,
without advice, his own education, Moasieur G. has become a powcrful .

- master in his own way, and of his early artessness he has rerained no
more than what was needed to 2dd an unespected seasoning to his rich
gifts. When he comes across one of those early efforts of his, he tears it
up or buzns it with 2 most comical show of bashfulness and indignation.

For ten years 1 had wanted to get to know Monsieur G., who is by
nature a great teaveller and cosmopolitan. I knew that for some time he
had been on the staf of an English illustrated journal,* and that engravings
afcer his travel-sketches, made in Spain, Turkey and the Crimea, had
been published there. Since then I have seen a considerable quantity of
those drawings, hastily sketched on the spot, and thus I have been able
to read, so to speak, a detailed account of the Crimean campaiga which
is much preferable to any other that I kaow. The same paper had also
published, always without signature, a great number of his illustrations
of new ballets and operas. When at last I ran him to earth, I saw at once
that it was not precisely an ar#ist, but rather 2 man of the worid with whom
1 had to do. I ask vou to understand the word arisf in a very restricted
sense, and man of the world in 3 very broad one. By the second I mean 2

! Baudehire must be mistaken here. Guys was already working for the [dussrated
. London News as eariy ds 1843, and it is hazdlv likely that he would have been 30 em-~
ploved if he had been quite without experience.

2 The IMustrared Londen News.
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man of the whole world, 3 man who understands the world and the .
mysterious and lawful reasons for all its uses; by the first, a specialist, 2
man wedded to his palc:te like the serf to the soil. Moasieur G, does
not like to be called an artist. Is he not perhaps a little right? His interest
is the whole world; he wants to know, understand and appreciate
everything that happens on the susface of our globe. The artist lives
very little, if at all, in the world of morals and politics. If he lives in the
Bxeda district, he will be unaware of what is going on in the Faubourg
Saint-Germain. Apart from one or two exceptions whom I need not -
name, it must be admirted that the majoritr of artists are no more than
highly skilled animals, pure artisans, village intellects, cottage brains,
Their conversation, which is necessarily limited to the narrowest of
circles, becomes very quickly unbearable to the man of the world, to the
spiritual citizen of the universe.!

And so, as a first step towards an understmding of Monsieur G., I
would ask vou to note at once that rhc mainspring of his genius is
curiosity.

Do you remember 2 picture (it really is 2 picture!), painted-—or rather
written—by the most powerful pen of our age, and entitled The Max of
the Crowd?* In the window of 2 coffee-house there sits a convalescent,
pleasurably absorbed in gazmg at the crowd, and mingling, through
the medium of thought, in the turmoil of thought that surrounds him.
Bur Jately retumed from the valler of the shadow of death, he is raptus-
ously breathing in all the odours and essences of life; as he has been on
the brink of total oblivion, he remembers, and fervently desires to
remembez, everything. Finally he hutls himself headlong into the midst
of the throng, in pursuit of an unknown, half-glimpsed countenance
that has, on an instant, bewitched him. Curiosity has become a fatal,
irresistible passion!

Imagine an artist who was always, spiritually, in the condition of
that convalescent, and you will have the ker to the nature of Monsieur G.

Now convalescence is like 2 return towards childhood. The convales-
cent, like the child, is possessed in the highest degree of the faculry of
keenly interesting himself in things, be thcv apn:u:entlv of the most trivial.
Ler us go back, if we can, by a rezrospective effort of the imaginatios,

! For an elaboration of this :de::, and a aore on the exceptions, see the Saion of 14 79.
® A story by Edgar Allan Poe, included among his Tuer (1843), and :::mslzted br
Baudelaire in the Nowvijes Histores E.x‘r:crd’:mm:
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towards our most youthful, our earliest, impressions, and we will
recognize that they had a strange kinship with those brightly colouzed
impressions which we weze later to receive in the aftermath of 2 physical
illness, alwavs provided that that illness had left our spiritual capacities
pure and unharmed. The child sees everything in a state of newness; he
is always drami. Nothing more resembles what we call inspiration than
the delight with which 2 child absorbs form and colour. I am prepared
10 go even further and assert that inspiration has something in common
with-2 convulsion, and that every sublime thought is accompanied by 2
more or less violent nervous shock which has its repercussion in the .
very core of the brain. The man of geaius has sound nerves, while
those of the child are weak. With the one, Reason has taken up 2 con-
siderable position; with the other, Sensibility is almost the whole being.
But genius is nothing more nor less than childbood recovered at will'—a
childhood now equipped for self-expression with manhood’s capacities
‘and a power of analysis which enables it 1o order the mass of zaw material
which it has involuntasily accumulated. It is by this decp and joytul
curiosity that we may explain the fixed and animally ecstatic gaze of 2
child confronted with something new, whatever it be, whether 2 face
or a landscape, gilding, colours, shimmersing stuffs, or the magic of
physical beauty assisted by the cosmetic art. A friend of mine once told
me that when he was quite a small child, he used to be present when his
father dressed in the momings, and that it was with a mixtuze of amaze-
ment and delight that he used to study the muscles of his arms, the
gradual transitions of pink and yellow in his skin, and the bluish net-
work of his veins. The picture of external life was alceady filling him
with awe and taking hold of his brain. He was already being obsessed
and possessed by form. Predestination was already showing the tip of

its nose. His sentence was sealed. Need I add that today that child is 2 '
well-known painter? _

I asked vou a moment ago to think of Monsieur G. as an eternal
convalescent. To complete your idea, consider him also as 2 man-child,
as 2 man who is never for 2 moment without the genius of childhood—
a genius for which no aspect of life has become stale.

T have told vou that I was relucrant to describe him as an artist pure
and simple, and indeed thar he declined this tide with a modesty touched
! A idea tken up and developed by Baudelaire in Les Paradis arsificieir (‘Le Genie
Enfant’). i



" The Painter of Modern Life 4

with aristocratic reserve. I might perhaps call him 2 dandy, and I should
have several good zeasons for that; for the word ‘dandy’ implies a

uinressence of charscter and a subtle understanding of the entire moral
mechanism of this-world; with another part of his nature, however,
the dandy aspires t insensitivity, and it is in this that Monsieur G.,
dominated as he is:by an insatiable passion—for secing and feeling—
parts company. d& isively with dandyism. ‘Amabenm. amare] said St
Augustine. ‘1 am pissianatcly in love with passion,’ Monsieur G. might
well eche. The dasidy is blasé, or pretends to be so, for reasons of policy
and caste. Monsiewr G, has a horror of blasé people. He is a master of
thar only too - difficult art—sensitive spirits will understand me—of
being sincere withour-being absurd. I would bestow upon him the title
of philosopher, to which he has more than one righr, if his excessive
love of visible, tangible things, condensed to their plastic state, did not
arouse in him a cermin repugnance for the things that form the im-
palpable kingdom of the metaphysician. Let us be content therefore to
consider him as a pure pictorial moralist, like La Bruvére,

The crowd is his elemient, as the air is that of birds and water of fishes.
His passion and his profession are to become one flesh with the crowd.
For the perfect fldnewr, for the passionate spectator, it is an immense jov
to set up house in the heart of the muitirude, amid the ebb and flow of
movement, in the midst of the fugitive and the infinite. To be away from
home 2nd yet to feel oneself everywhere ar home; to see the world, to
be at the centre of the World, and yer to remain hidden from the world—
such are a few of the slightest pleasures of those independent, passionate,
impartial aatures which the tongue can but clumsily define. The spec-
tator is a prince Who everywhere rejoices in his incognito. The lover of
life makes the whole world his family, just like the lover of the fair sex
who builds up his family from all the beauriful wormen that he has ever
found, or that are—or are not—to be found; or the lover of pictures
who lives in a magical society of dreams painted on canvas. Thus the
lover of universal life enters into the crowd as though it were an immense
reservoir of clectrical energy. Or we might liken him to a mirror as vast
as the crowd itself; or 10 a kaleidoscope gifted with consciousaess,
responding to each qae of its movements and reproducing the mulri-
plicity of life and the flickering grace of all the elements of life, He is an
T’ with an insatiable appetite for the ‘non-I’, at every instant rendering
and explaining it in pictures more living than life itself, which is always
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anstable and fugitive. ‘Any man,’ he said one day, in the course of onc
of those conversations which he illumines with burning glance and
evocative gesture,! ‘any maa who is not crushed by one of those griefs

whose nature s too real not ©0 monopolize all his capacities, and who

can yet be bared in the beart of the mulsituds, is a blockhead! a blockhead!

and 1 despise him!’
When Monsieut G. wakes up and opens his eyes to see the boisterous

sun beating 3 tartoo upoa his window-pane, he reproaches himselt

remorsefully and regretfully: “What 2 peremptory order! what a bugle-

blast of lifet Already séveral hours of light—everywhere—lost by my
sleep! How many llumirated things might I have seen and have missed

! The following passage from the Goncourts’ Journal (23 April 18¢8) gives an in-
teresting account of Guys at about the same time:

“W'e came back from Gavarni’s with Guys, the draughtsman of the ILLUSTRATED
LONDON.

*A lirtle man with an animated face, a grey moustache, looking like an old soldier;
hobbling zlong, constantly hitching up his sleeves on his bony arms with 2 sharp
slap of the hand, diffuse, exuberant with parentheses, zigzagging from idea to ides,
going off at tangents and getting lost, but retrieving himself and regaining vour
attention with a metaphor from the gutter, 2 word from the vocabulary of the
Germaan philosophery, 2 technical term from art or industry, and always bolding you
under the thrall of his highlr-coloured, aimost pinib/e utterance. He evoked a thousand
memories on that walk, throwing into the coaversation bandfuls of ironical observa-
tions, sketches, landscapes, cities riddled with cannon-balls, blood-scaked, gured,
and ambulances with rats beginning to gnaw at the wounded. '

“Then on the other side, rather like in an album in which you find 2 quotation from
Balzac oa the back of a design by Decamps, there issued from the mouth of this
extraordinary fellow social sithouettes, refiections on the French and the Eaglish
races, all new, not one that had grown mouldy in 2 book, two-minuee satires, one-
word pamphiers, 2 comparative philosophy of the national genius of the peopies.

“Now we were at the taking of Jagina, a river of blood with dogs splashing about
in it, Aowing between the legs of the young Guys. . ..

“Now it was Dembinski, wearing a blue shirt, his last shirt, tossing a coin, his last
coin, on to a green table and nonchalantly forcing the betting up to 40,000 francs.

*And now it was an Engiish castle, with immemoriai oaks, 2 hunt, theee sodieszes 2
day and a ball every evening, a royal life led, conducred and paid for by a gentleman
called Simpson or Tompson (sic), whose rwenty-year-old daughtes travels to the
Mediterranean o inspect her father's eighteen ships of which not one is less than rwo
thousand togs, ‘a fleer such as Egypt never had’, says Guys. Then he compared ws
to the English—us!—and cries: ‘A Frenchman who does nothing, who is in Loadon
quietly to spend money-—an unheard-of thingi The French travel in order to get over
an unhappy love-afair or a gambling-loss, or perhaps to sell texules, but to sec a
Frenchman in London riding in a camage, a Frenchmaa who is neither aa actor nor
an ambassador, 3'Frenchman with 2 woman at his side who might be his mother or
his sister, and not 2 ‘whore. an actress oz a dressmaker—no, that could never bel’
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secing!” So out he goes and watches the river of life flow past him in all
ics spleadour and majesty. He marvels at the eternal beauty and the
2mazing harmony of life in the capital cities, 2 harmony so providentially
mpaintained amid the turmoil of human freedom. He gazes upon the
Jandscapes of the great city—Ilandscapes of stone, caressed by the mist
oz buffeted by the sun. He delights in fine carriages and proud horses,
the dazzling smartness of the grooms, the expertness of the footmen,
the sinuous gait of the women, the beauty of the children, happy to be
Aive and nicely 'dressed—in a word, he delights in universal life. If a
fashion or the cut of 4 garment has been slightly modified, if bows and
cacls have been supplaated by cockades, if davolets have been enlarged
and chignons have dropped 2 fraction towards the nape of the neck, if
aists have been raised and skirts have become fuller, be very sure that
his eagle eye will already have spotted it from however great 2 distance.
A regiment passes, on.its way, as it may be, to the ends of the earth,
tossing into the air of the boulevards its trumpet-calls as winged and

sricring as hope; and in an instant Monsicur G. will already have seen,
csamined and analysed the bearing and external aspect of that company.
Glitrering equipment, masic, bold determined glances, heavy, solema
moustaches—he absorbs it all pell-mell; and in 2 few moments the
resulting ‘poem’ will be virtually composed. See how his soul lives with
the soul of that regiment, marchiag like a single animal, 2 proud image

of joy in obedience!

But now it is evening. It is that strange, equivocal hour when the
curtains of heaven are drawn and cities light up. The gas-light makes 2
stain upon the crimson of the sunset. Honest men aad rogues, sane
men and mad, are all saying to themselves, “The end of another day!
The thoughes of all, whether good mea or knaves, tumn to pleasure, and
each one hastens to the place of his choice to deink the cup of oblivion.
Monsieur G. will be the last to linger wherever there can be 2 glow of
light, an echo of poetry, a quiver of life or 2 chord of music; wherever
a passion can pase before him, wherever natural man acd conventional
man display themselves ig a strange beaury, wherever the sun lights up
the swift joys of the depraved animal'* ‘A fine way to fill one’s day, to be
sure,’ remarks a certain reader whom we all know so well. “Which oae
of us has not every bit enough genius to fill it in the same way ?” But no!
1 The expression derives from Rousseau; cf. also Brierre de Boismont (De /* Eansa):
‘L’homme qui pense est un animal dépravé.’ .

5
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Few men are gifted with the capacity of seeing; there are fewer still
who possess the power of expression. So now, at a time when others
are asleep, Moasieur G. is beading over his table, darting on to 2 sheet
of paper the same glance that 2 momeat ago he was directing towards
external things, skirmishing with his pencil, his pen, his brush, splashing
his glass of water up to the ceiling, wiping his pen on his shirt, in 2
ferment of violent activity, as though afraid that the image might escape
him, cantankerous though alone, elbowing himself on. And the external
* would is febom upon his paper, natural and more than natural, beautiful
" and more than beautiful, ‘strange and endowed with an impulsive lite
like the soul of its creator. The phanrasmagoria has been distilled from
aature, All the raw materials with which the memory has loaded itself
are put in order, ranged and harmonized, and undergo that forced
~ idealization which is the result of 2 childlike perceptiveness—that is to
say, a perceptiveness acute and magical by reason of its innocence!

IV. MODERNITY

AND so away he goes, hurrying, searching. But searching for what?
Be very sure that this man, such as I have depicted him—this solitary,
gifted with an active imagination, ceaselessly journeying across the great
human deserr—has an aim loftier than that of 2 mere fldnesr, an 2im
more general, something other than the fugitive pleasure of circum-
stance. He is looking for that quality which you must allow me to call
‘modernity’; for I know of no better word to express the idea I have
in mind. He makes it his business to extract from fashion whatever
element it may contin of poetry within history, to distil the eremal from
the transitory. Casting an eve over our exhibitions of modern picrures,
we are struck by a general tendency among artists to dress all their
subjects in the garments of the past. Almost all of them make use of
the costurnes and furnishings of the Renaissance, just as David emploved
the costumes and furnishings of Rome. There is however this difference,
that David, bv choosing subjects which were specifically Greek or
Roman, had no alternative but to dress them in antique garb, whereas
the painters of today, though choosing subjects of a general narure and
applicable to all ages, nevertheless persist in rigging them out in the
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costumes of the Middle Ages, the Renaissance or the Orient.® This. is
clearly symptomatic of 2 great degree of laziness; for it is much easier
to decide outright thaz everything about the garb of an age is absolutely
ugly than to devore oneself to the task of distilling from it the mysterious
element of‘b_c?ltgzt it mav contain, however slight or minimal that
element may be. By ‘modernity’ I_mcan the ephemeral, the fugitive,
the contingent, the half of art whose other half is the eternal and the
immutable. Every old master has had his own modernity; the great

majority of fine poruaits that have come dowA 10 S From former

enerations are clothed in the costume of their own period. They are
perfectly harmonious, because eﬁaymmg—from costume and coiffure
down to gesture, glance and smile (for each age has a deportment, 2

lance and a smile of its own)—everything, I say, combines to form a
completely viable whole. This transitory, fugitive element, whose
metamorphoses are so rapid, must on no account be despised or dis-
pensed with, By neglecting it, you caonot fail to tumble into the abyss
of an abstract and indetesminate beauty, like that of the first woman
before the fall of man, If for the necessary and inevitable costume of the
age you substitute another, you will be guilty of 2 mistranslation only
to be excused in the case of 2 masquerade prescribed by fashion. (Thus,
the goddesses, nymphs and sultanas of the eighteenth centurr are still
convincing portraits, morally speaking.)

It is doubtless an excellent thing 1o study the old masters in order to
learn how to paint; but it can be no more than 2 waste of labour if your
aim is to understand the special nature of present-day beaury. The
draperies of Rubens or Veronese will in no way teach vou how to depict
moire antigue, satin & ls reime or any other fabric of modem manuracture,
which we see supported and huog over crinoline or starched muslin
petticoat. In texture and weave these are quite different from the fabrics
of aacient Venice or those wom at the court of Catherine. Furthermore
the cut of skirt and bodice is by no meags similar; the pleats are arranged
according 10 2 new svstem. Finally the gesrure and the bearing of the
woman of today give to her dress a life and 2 special character which are
not those of the woman of the past, In shor, for any ‘modernity’ to be
worthy of one day taking its place as ‘antiquiry’, it is necessary for the
mysterious beaury which human life accidenrally puts into it to be

* These ideas are developed in the sixth secrion of the Saion of 1d19.
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distilled from it. And it is to this task that Monsieur G. particularly
addresses himself. _

1 have remarked that every age had its own gait, glance and gestuse.
The easiest way to verify this proposition would be to betike oneself
to some vast portrait-gallery, such as the one at Versailles. But it has an
even wider application. Within that uaity which we call 2 Nation, the
various professions and classes and the passing centuries all introduce
variety, not only in manners and gesture, but even in the actual form of
the face. Certain types of nose, mouth and brow will be found to domin-
ate the scene for 2 period whose exteat I have no intention of attempting
to determine here, but which could cerrainly be subjected to 2 form of
calculation. Considerations of this kind are not sufficiendy familiar to
" our portrait-painters; the great failing of M. Ingres, in particular, is that
he seeks to impose upon every type of sitter a more or less complete,
by which I mean 2 moze ot less desportic, form of perfection, borrowed
from the repertory of classical ideas. , ‘

In a matter of this kind it would be casy, and indecd legirimate, 1o
argue 2 priori. The perperual correlation between what is called the ‘soul’
and what is called the ‘body’ explzins quite clearly how everything that
is ‘material’, or in other words an emanation of the ‘spirirual’, mirrors,
and will always mitror, the spiritual reality from which it derives. If 2
painstaking, scrupulous, but feebly imaginative agtist has to paint a
courtesan of today and takes his ‘inspiration’ (that is the accepted word)
from a courtesan by Titian or Raphael, it is only too likely that he will
produce a work which is faise, ambiguous and obscure. From the study
of 2 masterpiece of thar time and type he will leam nothing of the
bearing, the glance, the smile or the living ‘style’ of one of those crearures
whom the dictionary of fashion has successively classificd under the
coarse or playful titles of ‘doxies’, ‘kept women’, Jorestes, or biches.

“The same criticism may be strictly applied to the study of the military
man and the dandy, and even to that of animals, whether horses or dogs;
in short, of everything that goes to make up theé external life of this age.
Woe 10 him who studies the antique for anything else but pure azt, logic
and general method! By stecping himself too thoroughly in it, he will
{ose all memorv of the present; he will renounce the rights and privi-
leges offered by circumstance—for almost all ous originality comes from
the seal which Time imprints on our sensations. I need hardly tell you
that I could easily support my assertions with reference to.many objects




 The Painter of Modern Life 13

chan WomeD. What would you say, for exampie, of 2 marine-
other Tam Jeliberately going to extremes) who, having to depict the
ber 2ad clegast beauty of 2 modern vessel, were to tire out his eyes by
50 dving the overcharged, involved forms and the monumental poop
S?n p ﬁ{seon, or the complicated rigging of the sixteenth century ? Again,
O_haf would you think if you had commissioned an ‘artist to paint the
w cerait of a thorougt bred, famed in the annals of the rurf, and he then.
pooceedd to confine his researches to the Museums and contented
F}::msclfﬁfith 1 study of the horse in the galleries of the past, in Van Dyck,
Borgognone of Van det Meulen? . |
Undet the direction of nature and the tyranny or circumstance,
Moansieur G. has pursued an altogether different path. He began by
being an observer of life, and only later set himself the task of acquiring
the means of expressing it. This has resulted in a thrilling originaliry in
which any remaining vestiges of barbarousness or raiesé appear only
as new proofs of his faithfulness to the impression received, or 2s 2
Aartering compliment paid to truth. For most of us, and particularly for
men of affairs, for whom nature has no existence save by reference to
utility, the fantastic reality of life has become singularly diluted. Monsieur
G. never ceases to drink it in; his eyes and his memory aze full of it.

V. MNEMONIC ART

Tue word ‘barbarousness’, which may seem to have slipped rather too
often from my pen, might perhaps lead some few people to suppose that
we are here concemed with defective drawings, only to be transformed
into perfect things with the aid of the spectator’s imagination. This
would be to misunderstand me. What I mean is an inevitable, syntheric,
childlike barbarousaess, which is often still to be discemed in 2 per-
fected art, such as that of Mexico, Egypt or Nineveh, and which comes
from a need to see things broadly and to consider them above all in
their total effect. It is by no means out of place here to remind my
readers that all those painters whose vision is synthesizing 2ad abbrevi-
ative have been accused of barbarousness——) rot, for example,
whose initial concezn is always to trace the principal lines of a landscape
—its bony structure, its physiognomy, so to speak. Likewise Monsieus
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G. brings an instinctive emphasis to his marking of the salient or
luminous points of an object (which may be salient or luminous from
the dramatic point of view) or of its principal characteristics, sometimes
even with 2 degree of exaggeration which aids the human memory; and
thus, under the spur of so forceful a prompting, the spectator’s imagina-
tion receives a clear-cut image of the impression produced by the external
world upon the mind of Monsicur G. The spectator becomes the trans-
lator, so to speak, of a translation which is always clear and thrilling.

There i$ one circumstance which adds much to the living force of
" this Jegendary translation of external life. I refer to Monsieur G’s method
of draughtsmaaship. He draws from memory and not from the model,
except in those cases—the Crimean War is one of them—when it may
be urgently necessary to take immediate, hasty notes, and to fix the
principal lines of a subject. As a marter of fact, all good and true draughts-
f;ﬂ‘_&’ﬁmm_aﬂ"—imprimcd on their brains, and not from nature.

o0 the objection that there are admirable sketches of the Jatter type by
Raphael, Watteau and many others, I would reply that these are notes—
very scrupulous notes, to be sure, but mere notes, none the less. When
a true artist has come to the point of the final execution of his work,
the model would be more of an embarrassment than 2 help to him. It
even happens that men such as Daumier and Monsieur G., for long
accustomed to exercising their memory and storing it with images, find
thar the physical presence of the model and its multiplicity of details
disconcerts and as it were paralyses their priccipal faculty.

In this way a struggle is launched between the will to see all and forger
nothing and the faculty of memory, which has formed the habit of a
[ively absotption of general colour and of silhouette, the arabesque of
conrour. An artist with a perfect sense of form but oae accustomed to
telving above all on his memory and his imagination will find himself
at the mercy of a riot of details all clamouring for justice with the fury
of a mob in love with 2bsolute equality. All justice is trampled under
foor; all harmony sacrificed and destroyed; many 2 trifie assumes vast
proportions; many 2 triviality usurps the amention. The more our
aguist turns an impartial eye on detail, the greater is the state of anarchy.
Whether he be long-sighted or short-sighted, 2ll hierarchy and all
subordination vanishes. This is an accideat often conspicuous in the
works of one of our most fashionable painters'—a painter, by the way,

! Cerninly Meissonier is intended. '
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whose faults are so well attuned to the faults of the masses that they have
singularly assisted his popularity. The same analogy may be observed
in the art of the actor, that art so mysterious and so profound, which
roday has fallen into such a slough of decadence. M. Frédérick Lemaltre!
builds up 2 fole with the breadth and fullness of genius, However
srudded with luminous details may be his playing of 2 par, it always
cemains synthedic and sculptural. M. Bouffé on the other hand creates
his roles with the minute precision of 2 myopic 2ad 2 burezucrat. With
him everything flashes forth. but nothing tells, nothing demands 2
lodging in the memory. '
Thus two clements are to be discérned in Monsieur G.’s execution:
che first, an intense efort of memory that evokes and calls back to life—
2 memory that sars to everything, ‘Arise, Lazarus’; the second, a fire,
an intoxication of the peacil or the brush, amounting almost to a frenzy.
¢ is the fear of not going fast enough, of letting the phantom escape
before the svathesis has been extracted and pinned down; it is that
terrible fear which rakes possession of all grear artists and gives them
such a passionate desize to become masters of every means of expression
so that the orders of the brain may never be perverted by the hesitations
of the hand and that finally execution, ideal execution, may become as
unconscious and spontaneous as is digestion for a heaithy man after
dinner. Monsieur G. starts with a few slight indications in pencil,
which hardly do mote than mark the position which objects are to
occupy in space. The pgincipal planes are then sketched in tinted wash,
vaguely and lightly coloured masses to start with, bur taken up again
later and successively charged with a greater intensity of colour. At the
last minute the contour of the objects is once and for all outdined in
ink. Without having seen them, it would be impossible to imagine the
astonishing effects he can obtain by this method which is so simple that
it is almost clementary. It possesses one outstanding virrue, which is
that, at no matrer whar stage in its execution, each drawing has a sudfi-
ciendy ‘finished’ look; call it a ‘study’ if vou will, but you will have to
admit that it is 2 perfect study. The values are all entirely harmonious,
and if the artist should decide to take them further, they will continue
to march in step towards the desired degree of completion. He works

! Baudelaire had already put on record his admiration for Frédérick Lemaitre (1800-
76), one of the grear Frenih actors of the Romanric generation, in the Saion of 1446.
H.-D.-M. Bouif¢ (1800-88) was a well-known comic actor.
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in this way on twenty drawings at a time, with an impatience and a
delight that are a joy to watch—and amusing even for him. The sketches
pile up, one on top of the other—in their tens, hundreds, thousands.
Every now and then he will run through them and examine them, and
then select 2 few in order to carry them a stage further, t0 intensify
the shadows and gradually to heighten the lights.

He artaches an. enormous importance to his backgrouads, which,
whether slight or vigorous, are always appropriste in narure and
quality to the figures. Tonal scale and general harmony are all strictly
"observed, with a genius which springs from instinct rather than from
study. For Monsieur G. possesses by narure the colourist’s mysterious
talent, a true gift that may be developed by study, but which-study by
itself is, I think, incapable of creating. To put the whole thing in a
nutshell, this extraordinary artist is able to express at once the attitude
.~ and the gesture of living beings, whether solema or grotesque, and their
luminous explosion in space. :

VI. THE ANNALS OF WAR

BuLGARIA, Turkey, the Crimea, and Spain have all in turn ministered
lavishly to the eve of Monsieur G.—or rathes to the eye of that imaginary
artist whom we have agreed so to call, for every now 2ad then [ am
reminded that, to give continued reassurance to his modesty, I have
promised to pretend that he does not exist. I have studied his archuves
of the Easten War-—bartlcfields littered with the débris of death,
baggage-trains, shipments of cattle and horses; they are fableaux vivanss
of an astonishing vitality, traced from life itsclf, uniquely picruresque
fragments which many a renowned painter would in the same circum-
stances have stupidly overlooked. (I would, however, hasten to make
an exception of M. Horace Vernet, a military historian rather than
essentially a painter, with whom Monsieur G., albeit 2 subtler arrist,
has manifest afinities if you are only considering him as an archivist of
life) I am ready to declate that no newspaper, 10 wTitten account, 0o
book has unfolded so well, in all its painful detail and melancholy scope,
the great epic poem of the Crimea. The eye wanders from the banks of
the Danube to the shores of the Bosphorus, from Cape Kerson to the

e v
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plains of Balaclava, from the plins of Inkermann to the encampmeats ‘

¢ the English, French., Turks and Piedmontese, from the_st_:reets of
Ebnsﬂnﬁﬂol’le to hospital wards and all the splendour of religious and
milirary cecemonial. g T

One of these drawings most vividly imprinted on my mind represents
the Consecration of the Burial-ground at Scutari by the Bishop of Gibraitar
The picrusesque essence of the scene, which lies in the contrast between
is Eastern setting and the Western uniforms and attitudes of those taking

art, is realized in an arresting manner, pregnant with dreams dnd
fvmﬁons_ The officers and men have that ineradicable air of being
gentlemen—a mixture of boldness and reserve—which they carry with
them to the ends of the earth, as far as the garrisons of the Cape Colony
and the cantonments of India; and the English clergymen give one a
vague impression of being beadles or money-changers who have put
on caps and gowns. _

And now we are at Schumla, enjoying the hospitality of Omer Pasha?

—Turkish hospitality, pipes and coffee; the guests are all disposed on
divans, holding to their lips pipes long as speaking-rubes whose bowis
lie on the ground at their feet. And here are the Kurds at Scutari,?
weird-looking troops whose appearance puts one in mind of some
barbarian invasion; or if you prefer, the Bashi-Bazouks, no less extra-
ordinary, with theis Hungarian or Polish officers whose dandified faces
make 2 peculiar contrast with the baroquely Orienral character of their
men. _ _
I remember 2 magnificent drawing, which shows a single figure
standing, 2 large, sturdy man, looking at once thoughntul, unconcerned
and bold; he wears top-boots which extend to above his knees; his
uniform is concealed beneath an enormous, heavy, tightly-buttoned
grearcoat; he is gazing through the smoke of his cigar at the threatening
misty horizon; a wounded arm is carried in 2 sling. At the bottom of the
drawing is the following scribbled inscription: Canroper? on the batlefieid
of Inkermann. Taken on the spor.

Who is this white-moustached cavalry-officer, with so vividly-drawn
an expression, who, with lifted head, seems to be savouring all the
dreadful poetry of 2 bartlesield, while his horse, sniffing the ground, is'
picking its way among the corpses heaped up with feet in air, shrunken

LLLN. 9 June 1855. 3LLN. 4 March 1854, - ILL.N. 14. June 1854,
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faces, in weird amitudes? In 2 comer, at the bottom, can be made out
these words: Myself at Inkermann.

And then there is M. Baraguay d’Hilliess, with the Seraskier, inspect-
ing the artillery at Bechichrash. I have seldom seen more lifelike a
military portrait, traced by a bolder or a more spirited pen.

‘And now 2 name that has achieved a sinister repute since the disasters
in Svtia: Achmet Patha, General in Chief to the Kalifat, standing with bis
staff in front of bis but, recesving fwo Exrapean offcers.* For all the amplitude
of his vast Turkish paunch, Achmet Pasha possesses, both in face and
" beating, that indefinably aristocratic air which commonly characrerizes
the ruling races. '

The Bartle of Balaclava recurs several times, and in different aspects,
in this extraordinary collection. Among the most striking exampies
e find that historic cavalry-charge celebrated by the heroic trumpet-
blasts of Alfred Tennyson, poet laureate: we see 2 horde of cavalry
galloping away at a prodigious speed towards the horizon, berween the
heavy smoke-clouds of the artllery. The landscape background is
closed by a grassy line of hills. 7 -

From time to time religious scenes adord some relief to an eye
saddened by all this chaos of gunpowdet and slaughter. For example,
in the midst of 2 group of British troops, amongst whom the picturesque
uniform of the kilted Scots stands our, an Anglican clergymaa is con-
ducting the Sunday Sexvice; his lectemn is 2 pyramid of three drums.?

But truth to tell, it is almost impossible with no more than a pen to
espound so vast and so complicated 2 poem composed of such 2 mului-
cude of sketches, or to communicate the intoxication distilled by all
this exotic detail—often melancholy but never sentimental-—which is
accumulated on several hundred scraps of paper whose very stains and
smudges tell in their own way of all the rurmoil and confusion in the
midst of which our artist must have set down his memories of each day.
Towards evening the messenger would come to collect Monsieur G.’s
notes and drawings, and often he would thus eatrust to the post more
than ten sketches, hastily scribbled on the thinnest of paper, which the
engravers and the subscribers to the journal were eagerly awaiting in
London. :

Sometimes we are shown ambulances, in which the very atmosphere
scems sick, sad and heavy; at another time we are in the hospiral at

1 Paris, Musée des Arts Décoratifs. tLL.N. 7 April 1855.
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where, in conversation with two nuns—all, pallid and erect, like
Pert, by Lesucus—we notice a casuslly-dressed visitor, identified by
:,tﬁ:rce:ﬁous legend: My bumble self! And now, along rough twisting
pachways, SErEWR with some of the débris of an already past cagagement,
e watch beasts of burden—mules, donkeys or horses—slowly making
‘;::zr way with the pale and inert bodies of the wounded carried in rude
::halrs on their backs. Amid wastes of snow we see camels of majestic
gz, their heads held high, with Tartar drivers; they are transporting
-munition and provisions of all kinds. It is a whole warcsiot-world—
slive, busy 2nd silent; it is a world of encampments, Oriental bazaars
displaying samples of every kind of supplies, like barbarian cities im-
Pgovised for the occasion. Through these huts, along these stoay or
snowy roads, through these ravines, there move uniforms of several
- different nations, all more or less scarred by war or transmogrified by
the addition of enotmous topcoars and heavy boots. _

It is to be regreteed that this album, which is now scattered in several
different places (some of its precious pages having been kept by the
engravers whose task it was to reproduce them, others by the publishers
of the lltrated London News), should not have been brought to the
eves of the Emperor. I feel sure that he would have graciously perused
it, and not without emotion, recognizing therein the deeds and doings
of his soldiers, from the most dazzling of military actions to the most

trivial occupations of everyday life, all minutely transcribed on the
spot by a hand so unerring and so intelligenr, the hand of a soldier-
arrist. _

VII. POMPS AND CIRCUMSTANCES

TURKEY too has provided our beloved Monsieur G. with some admis-
able working-material: the festivals of the Bairam ? those gloomr, rain-
soaked splendours, in the midst of which, like a pale sun, can be discerned
the eadless ennss of the late sultan; drawn up on the sovereign’s left, the
officers of the civil order; on his righr, those of the armv, of whom the

leader is Said Pasha, sultan of Egyp, at that time present in Constan-
tinople; solemn processions and cavalcades moving in order towards

! Paris, Musée des Ares Décoracifs: pl. 3. *LL.N. 29 July 1844: see pl. 6.
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the little mosque near the palace, and in the crowd Turkish functionasies,
real caricatures of decadence, quite overwhehmng their magmﬁcenz
steeds with the weight of their fanrastic bulk; massive great carriages,!
rather like coaches of the time of Louis XV, but gilded and decked out
in a bizarre Otriental manner, from which every now and then there
dart curiously feminine glances, peeping out from between the strict
intervai left by the bands of muslin stuck over the face; the frenzied
daaces of the tumblers of the ‘third sex’ (never has Balzac’s comical
expression been more applicable .than in the present instance, for
beneath this throbbing, trembling light, beneath the agitation of these
ample garments, beneath the blazing rouge on these cheeks, in these
- hysterical, convulsive gestuzes, in these floating, waist-long tresses, it
would be difficult, not to say nnpossxble to guess that virility lay hid);
finally, the femmes galantes (if at least it is possible to speak of ga.lla.ntrv’
in connection with the East), who generally consist of Hungarians,
Wallachians, jcwcsses, Poles, Greeks and Armenians—for under a
despotic government it is the subject races, and amongst them, those in
particular that have the most to endure, that provide most candidates
for prostitution. Of these women, some have kept their national costume,
embroidered jackets with shorr sleeves, flowing sashes, enormous
trousers, mrncd—up slippers, striped or spangled muslins, and all the
tinsel of their native land; others, and these the more aumerous, have
adopted the principal badge of civilization, which for 2 woman is in-
varably the crinoline, but in some small detail of their attire they always
preserve a tiny characteristic souvenir of the East, so that they Jook like
Parisian womea who have attempted a fancy-dress.

Monsieur G. excels in treating the pageantry of official funcrions,
national pomps and circumstances, but never coldly and didacticaily,
like those painters who see in work of this kind no more than z piece of
lucrative drudgery. He works with all the ardour of 2 man in love with
space, with perspective, with light Iring in pools or expleding in bursts,
drops or diamonds of it sticking to the rough surfaces of uniforms and
court toilettes. A drawing representing Independ:m-aaj in the Cathedral
a¢ Athens® provides an interesting cxnmnlc of these gifts. That multitude
of lirtle figures, of which each one Lccns its place so well, only goes to

- deepen the space which conrains them. The Cathedral itself is immense
and adomed with ceremonial hangings. King Otho and his Queen
- 1 Seepl 8. LL.N. 20 May 1854
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sanding upright on 2 dais, are dressed in the national garb, which they
wear with a marvellous ease, as though to give evidence of the sincerity
of their adoption and of the most refined Hellenic patriotism. The king's
waist is belted like the most elegant of palikars, and his kilt spreads out
with all the exaggeration prescribed by the national school of dandyism.
Towards them walks the patriarch, 2 beat old man with 2 great white
beard, his lirtle eyes protected behind green spectacles, betraying in his-
whole being the signs of 2 consummate Oriental impassivity, All the
figures which' people this composition are portraits, one of the most
curious, by reason of the unexpectedness of her physiognomy (which is
just about as un-Greek as could be) being that of 2 German lady who is
standing beside the Queen and is part of her private suite.

In the collected works of Monsieur G. one often comes across the
Emperor of the French}! whose face he has learnt to curtail to an un-
ecring sketch which he executes with the assurance of 2 personal signa-
rure, without ever damaging the likeness. Sometimes we see him review-
ing his troops, on horse-back at full gallop, accompanicd by officers
whose features are easily recognizable, or by foreign princes—Eutopean,
Asiatic or African—to whom he is, so to speak, doing the honours of
Paris. Or sometimes he will be sirting motionless on a horse whose
hooves are as fimiy planted as the legs of a table, with, at his left, the
Empress in riding-habit, and at his right the little Imperial Prince,
wearing a grenadier’s cap and holding himself like a soldier on a little
horse as shaggy as the ponies that English artists love to send careering
" across their landScapes; sometimes disappearing in the midst of a2
whirlwind of dust and light in one of the rides of the Bois de Boulogne;
at others walking slowly through the cheering crowds of the Faubourg
Saint-Antoine. There is one of these water-colours whose magical
quality has particularly dazzled me. The scene is 2 thearre. At the front
of a box of 2 massive and princely opulence is seen the Empress in a
relaxed and peaceful attitude; the Emperor is leaning forwasd slighty,
50 as to get a berter view of the stage; below him rwo personal body-
guards are standing ar atteqtion in a milirary, almost hieratic state of
irnmobility, while their brilliint uniforms reflect the splash and splutter
of the footlights. On the far side of the barrier of fame, in the ideal
atmosphere of the stage, the actors are singing, declaiming and gesti-
culating in harmony; on the near side there yawns an abyss of dim

' ! See pl. z0. '
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light, a circular space crowded with tier upon tier of human figures; it
is the great chandelier, and the audience. :

The popular movemeants, the republican clubs and the pageantry of
1848 also provided Monsieur G. with a whole series of picturesque
compositions, of which the majosity were engraved for the Ilustrated
London News? A few years ago, after 2 stay in Spain which was very
fruitful for his genius, he put together an album of the same kind, of
which I have seea no more than 2 few fragments. The carelessness with
which he lends or gives away his drawings often exposes him to ir-
" reparable losses. '

VIII. THE MILITARY MAN

ONCE more to attempt a definition of the kind of subjects preferred by
our artist, we would say that it is the owward sbow of /ife, such as it is to
be seen in the capitals of the civilized world; the pageantry of military
life, of fashion and of love. Wherever those deep, impetuous desires,
war, love, and gaming, are in full flood, like Orinocos of the human
heart; wherever are celebrated the festivals and fictions which embody
these great elements of happiness and advessity, our observer is always
puncrually on the spot. But amongsr all of this he shows a very marked
predilection fot the military man, the soldier, and I think that this
fondness may be attributed not only to the qualities and virtues which
necessarily pass from the warrier’s soul into his physiognomy and his
bearing, bur also to the ourward splendour in which he is professionally
clad. M. Paul de Molénes? has written 2 passage no less charming than
to the poiat conceming military coquetry and the moral significance of
those glittering costumes in which every governmenr is pleased to
dress its troops—a passage to which I feel sure that Monsieur G. would
be happy to sign his name. _

We have alreadv spoken of the idiomatic beauty peculiar to each
age, and have observed that each century has, so to speak, its own

1 Examples are to be found in ILL.N. 1 April 1848. :

2 See the chaprer *Vovages et pensées militaires’ in Paul de Molénes, Hisiorres Senns-
mentaies et Militsires (181 4), and aiso the same author's Commensaires d'xn Soidat (L'hiver
devant Sébastopol) (1860). ‘
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.csonal sort of grace. The same idea is applicable to the differeat pro-
fessions; each derives its external bca:aty from the mpra.l laws to whxc:'h
it is subject. In some :h.xs beauty wﬂl. be charactien'zcd by energy, in
others it will bear the visible stamp of idleness. It is like a characteristic
hadge, & trade-mark of destiny. Taken as 2 class, the military maa has
his beauty, just as the dandy and the courzesan have theirs, though of an
essentially different flavour, (You will note that  am deliberately passing
over those professions in which an exclusive and violent training distorts
the muscles and stamps the face with slavery.) Accustomed to surprises,
the military man is with difficulry caught off his guard. The characteristic
of his beauty will thus be a kind of martial nonchalance, a curious
mixture of calmness and bravado; it is a beauty that springs from the
necessity to be ready to face death at every moment. Furthermore the
face of the ideal military man will need to be characterized by a grear
simplicity; for, living a communal life like monks or schoolboys, and
accustored to unburden themselves of the daily cares of life upon an
abstract paternity, soldiers are in many things as simple as children;
like children too, when their duty is done, they are easily amused and

iven to boisterous enterrainments. I do not think that I am exaggerarting
when I declare that all these moral considerations spill forth naturally
from the sketches and water-colours of Moansicur G. Every type of
soldier is there, the esseace of each being seized upon with a kind of
enthusiastic joy; the old infantry officer, solemn and glum, overloading
his horse with his bulk; the exquisite staf-officer, trim of figure, wrigg-
ling his shoulders and bending unabashed over ladies’ chairs, who, seen
fromthe back, puts one in mind of the slimmestand mostelegantof insects;
the zomave and the sharpshooter, whose bearing reveals an exceptional
quality of independence and bravado, and s it were a livelier sense of
personal responsibility; the sprightly nonchalance of the light cavalry;
the oddly academic, professorial appearance of the special corps—
artillery or engineers—which is often confirmed by the somewhat un-
warriorlike adjunct of 2 pair of spectacles: not one of these models,
not one of these nuances is overlooked, and each is summed up and
defined with the samelove and wit.

I have before me as I write one of those compositions whose general
character is truly heroic, It represents the head of 2 column of infanrry.
Perhaps these men have just returned from Italy and are making 2 halt
upon the boulevards amid the acclamartions of the crowd; or perhaps
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they have just completed a long route-march along the roads of Lom-

baxdv, I cannot tell. What however is manifest and fully realized is the-

bold, resolute character, even in repose, of all these faces burned by the
. sun, the rain and the wind. '

Here we can see that uniformity of expression which is created by
suffering and ‘obedience endured in common, that resigned air of
courage which has been put to the test by long, wearisome fatigues.
Trousers tucked into incarcerating gaiters, grearcoats besmirched with
dust, stained and discoloured—in short, the entire equipment of these

" men has taken upon itself the spccml personality of beings who are.

returning from afar after running the gauntlet of extraordinary ad-
ventures. All these men give the appearance of being more sohdlv
‘backed, more squately set on their fect, more erect than ordinary morrals
can be. If this drawing could have been shown to- Charler,! who was
always on the lockout for this kind of beaury, and who &cqu:ntlv
found it, he would have been singulasly struck by it.

IX. THE DANDY

TuE man who is rich and idle, and who, even if blasé, has no other
occupation than rhe perperual pursuit of happiness; the man who has
been brought up amid luxury and has been accustomed from his earliest
days to the obedience of others—he, in short, whose solitary profession
is elcga.nce will always and at all times possess a distinct type of f physio-
gnomy, one entirely s« generss. Dandvism is _@_:_nmmuon,
"no less peculiar than the duel: it 1s of great antiquity, Caesar, Catiline
and Alcibiades providing us with dazzling examples; and very wide-
spread, Chateaubriand?® having found it in the forests and by the lakes
of the New World. Dandyism, an institution beyond the laws, itself
has rigorous laws which all its subjects must strictly obey, Whatever
their natural impetuosity and independence of character. The English
‘more than others have cultivated the society-novel, and French writers,

1 Baudelaite had sharply eriticized Charletin ‘Some French Casicaturists’ (ef. pp. 168 1),
and had himself been criticized by Delacroix for doing so. Créper suggests that the
present passage mayv be a gesture of making amends.

* (L Les Natches.
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who, like M. de Castine,! have made a speciality of love-stories, have
paken immediate and very proper care to endow their characters with
forrunes ample enough to pay withour thinking for all their extrava-
gances; aad they have goaeonto dispense them of any profession. These
beings have 00 other calling but to cultivate the idea of beauty in their
persons, to satisfy theif passions, to feel and to think. They thus possess
q vast 4 ' both of tme and money, without which fantasy,
reduced to a state of passing reveric, can hardly be translated into action.
It is sad but only too true that without the money and the leisure, love
s incapable of rising above a grocer’s orgy or the accomplishment of 2
nstead of -being a passionate or poetical caprice, it

1f I speak of love in connection with dandyism, this is because love is
the natural occupation of the idle. The dandy does not, however, regard
Jove as & special target to be aimed at. If I have spoken of money, this
is because money is indispensable to those who make a cult of their
emotions; - but the dandy does not aspite to money as to something
essential; this crude passion he leaves to vulgar mortals; he would be
perfectly content with 2 limitless credit at the bank. Dandyism does not
cven consist, as many thoughtless people seem to believe, in an im-
moderate taste for the toilet and material elegance. For the perfect
dandy these things are no more than symbols of his aristocratic superior-
ity of mind. Furthermore to his eves, which are in love with dissincsion
above all things, the pesfection of his toilet will consist in absolute
simplicity,® which is the best way, in fact, of achieving the desired
quality. What then is this passion, which, becoming doctrine, has pro-
duced such 2 school of tyrants? what this unofficial institution which
has formed so haughty and exclusive a sect? It is first and foremost the
buming need to creare for oneself a personal originality, bounded only
by the limits of the proprieties. It is 2 kind of cult of the self which can
 nevertheless survive the pursuit of a happiness to be found in someone

else—in woman, for example; which can even survive all that goes by in

! Baudelaire had a pasticuiar admiradon for the work of Astolphe de Custne (1790
1857), and planned to include him, along with Chateaubriand, Paul de Molénes and
Barbey d’ Ausevilly, in his Famille des Danaies (announced in 1860, but never completed).
* Crépet reminds us of Champreurt’s anecdote of Baudelaire’s ordering a dozen
replicas when he was pleased with 2 new suit—at the period, of course, when he had
mone¥. Another anecdote has it that Baudelaire glass-papered his suits so that they
should not look too new.

4
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the name of illusions. It is the joy of astonishing others, and the proud
satisfaction of never oneself being astonished. A dandy may be blasé, he
may even suffer; but in this case, he will smile like the Spartan boy unde:
the fox’s tooth. .
It can be seen how, at certain points, dandyism borders upon the
spiritual and stoical, Butadandy can never beavulganan. If he committed
2 crime, it would perhaps not ruin him; but if his crime resulted from
some trivial cause, his disgrace would be irreparable. Let not the reader
be scandalized by this gravity amid the frivolous; let him rather recall

" that there is a grandeur in all follies, an energy in all excess. A weird

kind of spiritualist, it must be admirted! For those who are at once its
priests and its victims, all the complicated material conditions to which
they submit, from an impeccable toiler at every hour of the day and the
night to the most perilous feats of the sporting field, are no more than a
system of gymnastics designed to fortify the will and discipline the soul.
In truth I was not altogether wrong to consider dandyism s 2 kind of

religion. The strictest monastic rule, the inexorable order of the Assassins
‘accordin

g to which the penalty for drunkenness was enforced suicide,
were no more despotic, and no more obeyed, than this doctrine of
elegance and originality, which also imposes upon its humble and
ambitious disciples—men often full of fire, passion, courage and re-
strained energy—the terrible formula: Perinde ac cadaver!

Whether these men are nicknamed exquisites, /wroyables, beaux, lions

or dandics, they all spring from the same womb; they all partake of the

same characteristic quality of opposition and revoit; they are all repre-
sentarives of what is finest in human pride, of that compelling need, alas
only too rare today, of combating and destroying triviality. It is from -
this that the dandies obtain that haughty exclusiveness, provocative in
its very coldness. Dandyism appears above all in periods of transition,
when democracy is not yet all-powerful, and aristocracy is only just
beginning to totter and fall. In the disorder of these times, cerrain men
who are socially, politically and financially ill at ease, bur are all rich in
pative encrgy, may conceive the idea of establishing a new kind of
aristocracy, all the more difficult to sharter as it will be based on the most
precious, the most enduring faculties, and on the divine gifts which
work and money are unable to bestow. Dandyism is the last spatk of
heroism amid decadence; and the type of dandy discovered by our
traveller in North America does nothing to invalidate this idea; for
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cn we be suse thas those tribes which we call ‘savage’ may not in

bow .
fact be the digjecta memtbra of great extinct civilizztions ? Dandyism is 2

supset; like the d ig daystar, it is glorious, without heat and full of
“elancholy. But alas, tw sising tide of democracy, which invades and
jevels everything, is overwhelming these last represenratives of
puman pride and poullisg- floods of oblivion upon the footprints of
these stupeadous wagaiess. Dandies are becoming rarer and rarer in
our country, Whereas‘aiaomgst our ncighbouss in England the social

system and the ony the true constitution, I mean: the consti-
wution which expresses’ il through behaviour) will for a long time
vet allow a place for the déscendants of Sheridan, Brammel and Byron,
:g:antc'd at least that. ¢ born who are worthy of such a heritage.
What to the readee #ey-have seemed a digression is not so in truth.
iogt ‘agd considerations provoked by an arist’s
ses the best translation of them thar criticism
can_mal aggemons form part of an underlying idea which
Pegins to emerge as they are set out one after the other. It is hardly
pecessary to say that when Monsieur G. sketches one of his dandies on
the paper, he never fails to give him his historical personality—his
legendary personality, T would venrure to say, if we were not speaking
of the present time and of things generally considered as frivolous.
Nothing is missed: his lightaess of step, his social apiomb, the simplicity
in his air of authority, his sy of wearing a coat or riding 2 horse, his
bodily attitudes which si# sfways relaxed but betray an inner energy, so
that when your eye lights upon one of those privileged beings in whom
the graceful and the formidable are so mysteriously blended, you think:
‘A rich man perhaps, but moze likely an out-of-work Hercules!’

The distinguishing ‘ chamcteristic of the dandy’s beaury consists
above all in an air of caldness which comes from an unshakeable deter-
mination not to be moved; you might call it a latent fire which hints at
itself, and which could, but chooses not to burst into fame. It is this
quality which these picrures express so perfectly.

© X. WOMAN

THE being who, for t&téﬁajority of men, is the source of the liveliest
and even—be it said to the shame of philosophic pleasures—of the most
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lasting delights; the being towards whom, or on behalf of whom, 4

eir efforts are directed; thar being as terrible and incommunicable 4, -

the Deity (with this difference, that the Infinite does not communicyt,
because it would thereby ths ﬂé'ovcrw-ﬁaa the finite, whereas th,
creature of whom we are spéaking is pethaps only incomprehensih|,

v g

because it has nothing to communicate); that being in whom Joseph :

de Maistre saw a graceful animal whose beauty enlivened and mag,
easier the serious game of politics; for whom, and through whom,
fortunes ar¢ made and unmade; for whom, but above all broxgh whom
artists and poets create their most exquisite jewels; the source of the
most exhausting pleasures and the most productive pains—Wormnan,
in 2 word, for the artist in general, and Monsieur G. in particular, is 2y

more than just the female of Man. Rather she is 2 diviniry, a stat, which

presides at all the conceptions of the brain of man; a glittering conglomer.
tion of all the graces of Nature, condensed into a single being; the
object of the keenest admiration and curiosity that the picrure of life
can offer irs contemplator. She is a kind of idol, stupid perhaps, bu
dazzling and bewitching, who holds wills and destinies suspended on
her glance. She is not, I must admit, an animal whose component pars,
correctly assembled, provide 2 perfect example of harmony; she is nor
even that type of purc beauty which the sculptor can mentally evoke
in the course of his sternest meditations; no, this would still not be

sufficient to explain her mysterious and complex spell. We are not con- |

cerned here with Winckelmann and Raphael; and I hope that I shall

not appear to wrong him when I say that despite the wide range of his |

intelligence, I feel sure thar Monsieur G. would willingly pass over 2
fragment of antique staruary if otherwise he might ler slip an opporrunity
of enjoving 2 partrait by Revnolds or Lawrence. Everything that adoms
woman, everything thar serves to show off her beauty, is part of herself;
and those arrists who have made a parricular study of this enigmauc
being dote no less on all the details of the mandus mudedris than on

Woman herself. No doubt Woman is sometimes a light, 2 glance, a1 -

invitation to happiness, sometimes just a word; but above all she is x
general harmony, not only in her bearing and the way in which she
moves and walks, but also in the muslins, the gauzes, the vast, iridescent
clouds of stud in which she envelops herself, and which are as it were the
attributes and thie pedestal of her diviniry; in the metal and the minera
which twist 2nd tarn around her arms and her neck, adding their sparks
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the fire of her glance, or gently whispering at her ears. What poet, in
t;ﬁng down to paint the pleasure caused by the sight of 2 beautiful
:vom would venture to separate-her from her costume > Where is the
man who, in the street, at the thestre, or in the park, has not in the most
disinterested of Ways enjoyed a skilfully composed toilette, and has not
raken away with him 2 pierure of it which is inseparable from the beauty
of her to whom it belonged, making thus of the two things—the woman |
and her dress—zn indivisible unity? This is the moment, it seems to
me, to Tetlmn to certain questions concerning fashion and finery which -
1 did no more than touch upon at.the beginning of this study,
and to vindicare the art of the dressing-table from the faruous slanders
with which cerrain very dubious lovers of Nature have atracked jr.

XI. IN PRAISE OF COSMETICS

I REMEMBER 2 song, so worthless and silly that it seems hardly proper
to quote from it in 2 work which bas some pretensions to seriousness,
but which nevertheless expresses very well, in its pawdersfle manner, the
aesthetic creed of people who do not think. “Nature embellishes Beauty”’,
it runs. It is of course to be presumed that, hiad he known how to write
in French, the poes would rather have said ‘Simplicity embellishes
Beauty’, which is equivalent to the following startling new truism:
‘Nothing embellishes something.’ '

The majority of errots in the field of aesthetics spring from the
cighteenth ceatury’s false premiss in the field of ethics.! At that time
Nature was taken as ground, source and type of all possible Good and
Beauty. The negation of original sin played no small part in the general
blindness of that period. But if we are prepared to refer simply to the
facts, which are manifest to the experience of all ages no less than to
the readers of the Law Reports, we shall see that Narure teaches us
nothing, or practically.niothing. I admit that she compels maa 1o sleep,
to eat, to drink, and to #rm himself 2s well as he may against the in-
clemencies of the weather: but it is she too who jncires man to murder
i Hete Baudehire is following the i by Jo de Maj i
Soiréer de Immm Baudclaire d'e“’smgenenl debt tJo ’:;ihidm \tf?;:i\;zs:::
see Gilman, pp. 63-66. b
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his brother, to eat him, to lock him up aad to torture him; for no S00Rg
do we take leave of the domain of needs and necessities to enter thay of
pleasures and luxury than we see that Nature can counsel nothing hy,
crime. It is this infallible Mother Namure who has created patricide anq
cannibalism, and 2 thousand other abominations that both shame and
modesty prevent us from naming. On the other hand it is philosophy
(I speak of good philosophy) and religion which command us to look
after our parents when they are poor and infirm. Nature, being noge
other than the voice of our own self-interest, would have us slaughes,
them. I ask you to review and scrurinize whatever is natural—all th
actions and desires of the purely natural maa: you will find nothing by,
frightrulness. Everything beautiful and noble is the result of reason and
calcuation. Crime, of which the human animal has learned the taste in

his mothet’s womb, is narural by origin. Virrue, on the other hand, i

artificial, supernatural, since at all times and in all places gods ang
prophets have been needed to teach it to animalized humanity, mag

being powerless to discover it by himself. Evil happens without eforr,

naturally, fatally; Good is always the product of some art. All that T am
saying about Nature as 2 bad counsellor in moral matters, and abou
Reason as true redeemer and reformer, can be applied to the realm of
Beaury. I am thus led to regard exteral finery as one of the signs of the
primitive nobility of the human soul. Those races which our confused
and perverted civilization is pleased to treat as savage, with an altogether
ludicrous pride and complacency, understand, just as the child undes.
 stands, the jofty spigitual significance of the toilet. In their naif adoratiog
of what is brilliane—many-coloured feathers, iridescent fabrics, the
incomparable majesty of arificial forms—the baby and the savage bear
witness to their disgust of the real, and thus give proof, without knowing
it, of the immateriality of their soul. Woe to him who, like Louis XV
(the product not of a true civilization but of 2 recrudescence of barbar.
ism), carries his degeneracy to the point of no longer having a taste for
anything but narure unadomed.* -

Fashion should thus be considered as a symptom of the taste for the
ideal which floats on the surface of all the crude, tezreserial and loath-

* We know that when she wished to avoid seceiving the king, Mme Dubarry made
a point of putting on rouge. It was quite enough; it was hee way of closing the goor.
It was in fact by bemutifring herself that she used to trighten awayv her royal disciple
of nature, {C.B.) Sy
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bric-a-brac that the natura] life accumulates in the human braig:
o3 2 sublime deformation of Nature, or rather 2 permanent and repeated
attempt at her reformiatien. And so it has been sensibly pointed out (though
the reason has not beed discovered) that every fashion is charming,
relatively speaking, esgltone being 2 new and more or less happy effort
in the direction of Begwty, some kind of approximation to an ideal for
which the restless boeug mind feels 2 constant, titillating hunger. But
if one wants to & te-them properly, fashions should never be
considered as dead thibgs; you might just as well admire the tattered
old rags hung up, as'slaek and lifeless as the skin of St. Bartholomew,
in an old-clothes dealer’s cupboard. Rather they should be thought of as
viralized and animiae the beautiful women who wore them, Only
in this way can theis and meaning be understood. If therefore the
aphorism “All fashicsid gre charming’ upsers you as being too absolute,
say, if you prefes, ‘Al 'wete once justifiably charming’. You can be sure
of being right.
- Woman is quite within her- rights, indeed she is even accomplishing
a kind of duty, whest she devotes herself to appearing magical and super-
natural; she has to-astoprish and charm us; as an idol, she is obliged to
adorn herself in order to be adored. Thus she has to lay ail the arts under
contribution for the means of lifting herself above Narure, the better
to conquer hearts and tivet artention. It macters but little that the artifice
and trickery are knownite all, so long as their success is assured and their
effect always icresistitde, By reflecting in this way the philosopher-artist
will find it easy to justify all the practices adopted by women at all times
to consolidate aad as it were to make divine their fragile beauty. To
esumerate them would be an endless task: but to confine ourselves to
what today is vulgadly called ‘maquillage’, anyone can see that the
use of rice-powder, so stupidly anathematized by our Arcadian philo-
sophers, is successfully designed to rid the complexion of those blemishes
that Narure has outrageously strewn there, and thus to create an abstrace
unity in the colour and texture of the skin, a unity, which, like thac
produced by the tights of a dancer, immediately approximates the
human being to the stdme, that is to something superior and divine.
As for the arrificial blagk with which the eye is outlined, and the rouge
with which the upper part of the cheek is painted, although their use
derives from the same principle, the need to surpass Nawre, the result
is calculated to satisfy an absolutely opposite need. Red and black
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represent life, 2 supernztural and excessive life: its black frame renden
the glance more penetrating and individual, and gives the eye a more
decisive appearance of 2 window open upon the infinite; and the fouge
which sets fire to the cheek-bone only goes to increase the brightness
of the pupil and adds to the face of a besutiful woman the mystetious
passion of the priestess.

Thus, if you will understand me aright, face-painting should not be
used with the vulgar, unavowable object of imitating fair Nature and of
entesing into competition with youth. It has moreover been remarieq
that arifice cannot lend charm 1o ugliness and can only serve beaury.
Who would dare to assign to ast the sterile fanction of imitating Narure :
Maquillage has no need to hide itself or to shrink from being suspected;
on the contrary, let it display itself, at least if it does so with frankness
and honesty. S

I am petfectly happy for those whose owlish gravity prevents them
from secking Beauty in its most minute manifestations to laugh at these
reflections of mine and to accuse them of a childish self-importance;
their austeze verdict leaves me quite unmoved; I content myself with
appealing to true artists as well 2s to those women themselves who,
having received at birth a spark of that sacred flame, would tend it so

that their whole beings were on fire with it.

XI1I. WOMEN AND PROSTITUTES

HAvING taken upon himself the task of seeking out and expounding
the beauty in modernity, Monsieur G. is thus particulazly given to portray.
ing women who are elaborately dressed and embellished by all the rites
of artifice, to whatever social station they may belong. Moreover in
the complete assemblage of his works, no less than in the swarming
ant-hill of human life itself, differences of class and breed are made
immediately obvious to the spectator’s eye, in whatever luxurious
trappings the subjects may be decked.

" At one moment, bathed in the diffused brightness of an auditorium,
it is young women of the most fashionable society, receiving and re-
flecting the light with their eyes, their jewelry and their snowy, white
shoulders, as glorious as portraits framed in their boxes. Some are grave
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4nd sexious, others blonde and brainless. Some flaunt precocious bosoms
with 38 aristocratic unconcern, others frankly display the chests of
goung boys. They tap their tecth with their fans, while their gaze is
vacant oOf set; they age as solemn and stagey as the play or opera that
chey afe pretending to follow.

Next we watch elegsas families strolling ac leisure in the walks of 2
public garden, the wives leaning calmly on the arms of their husbands,
< hose solid and complatent air tells of 2 forrune made and their resulting
self-esteenn. Proud distinction has given way to 2 comforrable afflueace.
\feanwhile skinny liede girls with billowing petticoats, who by their
figures and gestures piat ope in mind of lile women, are skipping,
playing with hoops or gravely paying social calls in the open air, thus
rehearsing the comedy performed at home by their parents.!

Now for 2 moment e move to 2 lowlier theatrical world where the

( little dancers, frail, slender, hardly more than children, but proud of

appearing at last in the blaze of the limelight, are shaking upon their
virginal, puny shoulders absurd fancy-dresses which belong to no
period, and are theiz joy and their delight.

Or at a café door, a5 he lounges against the windows lit from within
and without, we wamch the display of one of those half-wit peacocks
whose elegance is the crestion of his tailor and whose head of his barber.
Beside him, her feet supported on the inevitable footstool, sits his
mistress, 3 great biggage who lacks practically nothing to make her into
2 great lady—that ‘praceically nothing’ being in fact ‘practically every-
thing’, for it is distinefion. Like her dainty companion, she has an enor-
mous cigar entirely §lling the aperture of her tiny mouth. These two
beings have not a single thought in their heads. Is it even certain that
they can see? Unless, like Narcissuses of imbeciliry, they ase gazing at
the crowd as at a tiver which reflects their own image. In truth, they
exist very much more for the pleasure of the observer than for their own.

And now the doors are being thrown open at Valentino’s, at the
Prado, or the Casino (where formerly it would have been the Tivoli,
the Idalic, the Folies' and the Paphos)—those Bedlams where the
exuberance of idle yénth is given free rein. Women who have exag-
gerated the fashion ‘89 the extent of perverting its charm and totally
destroying its aims, are ostentatiously sweeping the door with their
trains and the fringes of their shawls; they come and go, pass and repass,

. 1See Pl- 14.
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opening an astonished eye like animals, giving an impression of tota]
g bmmwm@g riprs TSR S—— ‘

Against 2 found o L, Or i you prefer, an axror,
borealis—red, orange, sulphur-yellow, pink (to express an idea of ecstagy
amid frivolity), and sometimes purple (the favourite colour of canonesses,

- Like dying embets s¢en through 2 blue curtsin)}—against magical back.
grounds such as these, which remind one of variegared Bengal Lighes,
there arises the Prosean image of wanton beauty. Now she is majestic,
now playful; now sleader, even to the point of skinniness, now cyclo-

"pean; now tiny and sparkling, now heavy and monumental, She has
discovered for hesself a provocative and barbaric sort of elegance, or
else she aspires, with more or less success, towards the simplicity which
is customary in 2 betsér world. She advaaces towards us, glides, dances,
or moves about with her burden of embroidered petticoats, which play
the part at once of pedestal and balancing-rod; her eye flashes out from
under her har, like a portrait in its frame, She isa perfect image of the
savagery that lutks in the midst of civilization. She has her own sost of
beauty, which comes to her from Evil always devoid of spiritu.
ality, but sometimes tinged with a weariness which imitates trye
melancholy. She directs her gaze at the horizon, like a beast of prey; the
same wildness, the same lazy absent-mindedness, and also, at times,
the same fivity of attention. She is a sort of gipsy wandering on the
fringes of a regular sociery, and the triviality of her life, which is oge of
warfare and cunging, fatally grins through its envelope of show. The
following words ‘of'that inimitable mastez, La Bruyére, may be justly
applied to her: ‘Some women possess an arrificial nobility which is-
associated with 2 movemenr of the eye, 2 tilt of the head, 2 manner of
deporument, and which goes no further.” _

These reflections concerning the courtesan are applicable within
certain limits to the actxess also; for she too is a creature of show, an
object of public pleasure, Here however the conquest and the prize are
~of 2 nobler and mose spirirual kind. With her it is a questicn of win-
ning the heart of the public not only by means of sheer physical beauty,
bu also through talésits of the rarest order. If in one aspect the actress
is akin to the coustésan, in another she comes close to the poet. We
must never forget that quite apart from narural, and even artificial,
beauty, each humad being bears the distincrive stamp of his trade, 2

‘ ' 1See pl. 18, ‘
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characteristic which can be transiated into physical ugliness, but also
into a sort of ‘professional’ beauty. |

In that vast picture-~ v which is life in London or Paris, we shall
et with all the various types of fallen womanhood—of woman in
revolt against sociery-—at all levels. First we see the courtesan in her
prime, striving after patrician airs, proud at ooce cf her youth and the
Juxury into which she puts all her soul and all her genius, a3 she deli-
cately uses two fingess to tuck in a wide panel of silk, satin or velvet
- which billows around her, or poipts 4 toe whose over-ornate shoe would
be enough to betray her for what she is, if the somewhat unnecessary
extravagance of her whole toiletre had not done so already. Descending
the scale, we come down to the poor slaves of those filthy stews which
are often, however, decosated like cafés; hapless wretches, subject to the
most extortionate reseriint, possessing nothing of their own, not even
the eccentric finery whick-serves as spice and serting to their beaury,

Some of these, examples of an innocent and monstrous self-conceit,
express in their fices and their bold, uplifted glances an obvious joy at
being alive (and indeed, one wonders why). Somctimes, quite by chance,
they achieve poses of a daring and nobility to enchant the most seasitive
of sculptors, if the sculptors of today were sufficiently bold 20d imagin-
ative to seize upon aobility wherever it was to be found, even in the
mire; at other times they display themselves in hopeless attitudes of
boredom, in bouts of tap-room apathy, almost masculine in their
brazenness, killing timie with cigarettes, orientaily resigned—stretched
out, sprawling on séttess, their skirrs hooped up in front and behind
like 2 double fan, or elie precatiously balanced on stools and chairs;
sluggish, glum, stupid, extravagant, their eyes glazed with brandy and
their foreheads swelling with obstinate pride. We have climbed down
to the last lap of the spiral, down to the feming simplex of the Roman
satirist.! And now, sketched against an atmospheric background in
which both tobacco and alcohol have mingled their fumes, we see the
emaciated flush of consumption or the rounded contours of obesity,
that hideous health of the slothful. In a foggy, gilded chaos, whose very
existence is unsuspected. by the chaste and the poor, we assist at the -
Dervish dances of macshre nymphs and living dolls whose childish
eyes beteay a sinister glitter, while behind a bortle-laden counter there
lolls in state an enosmous Xanthippe whose head, wrapped in a dirty

! Juvenal, Satire VL. :
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kerchief, casts upon the wall 2 satanically pointed shadow, thus reming 3
ing us that everything that is consecrated to Evil is condmned to Wey,
horms.? :

Please do not think that it was in order to gratify the reader, any Mo
than to scandalize him, that I have spread before his eyes pictures such

as these; in either-case this would have been to treat him with less thy,
due respect. What in'fact gives these works their value and, as ic wers
sanctifies them is the wealth of thoughts to which they give rise.
thoughts howevez which are generally solemn and dark. If by chanc
dnyone should be 0 ill-adviséd as to seck here an opporruniry of satisfy.
ing his unhealthy-curiosity, I must in all charity warn him that he wij
find nothing whzmet to stimulate the sickness of his imagination, He
will find nothmg but the inevitable image of vice, the demon’s eve
ambushed in the shadows or Messalina’s shoulder gleaming under the
gas; nothing but. pure ar, by which I.mean the special beauty of evi,
the besutiful amid the horrible, In fact, if I may tepeat myself in passing,
the general feeling which emanates from all this chaos pmakcs more of
gloom than of gaiety. It is their moral fecundity which gives these
drawings their special beaury. They are heavy with suggestion, bu
cruel, harsh suggestion which my pen, accustomed though it is to
grappling with the plastic arrs, has perhaps interpreted only too in-
adequately.

" XTII. CARRIAGES

AND so they run onm, those endless galleries of high and low life,
branching off at intervals into innumerable tributaries and backwaters.
For the few minures that remain, let us leave them for 2 world which, if
not exactly pure, is at any rate more refined; a world where we shall
breathe perfumes not perhaps more healthful, but at least more delicate.
I have already remarked that the brush of Monsieur G., like thae of
Eugéne Lami, is marvellously skilled at portraying the rites of dandyism
and the elegance of fappery. The physical artitudes of the rich ate familiar |
to him; thh 2 light'stroke of the pen and 2 sureness of touch which
never deserts him, He is able to give us that assurance of glance, gesture

1 See plL 10,
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and pose which is a result of 2 life of monotony in good fortune. In the
icular series of drawings of which I am thinking we are shown a
thousa.nd aspects and episodes of the outdoor hfe—:acmsz, hunting,
drives in the woods, proud ‘ladies’ and frail ¢ misses’ expertly controlling
their exquisitely graceful steeds, themselves no less dazzling and dainey
then their mistresses, For Monsieur G. is not only 2 connoisseur of
horses in general, but has also a happy gift for expressing the personal
beauty of the md.tfiﬂuﬂ ‘horse. At onc moment it is wayside halts,
bivouacs, as it wcrc, of mnumemble mmagcs, from which siim young
men and women gathed in the eccentric costumes authorized by the X
season, hoisted up og' euﬁuons, on seats, or on the roof, are assisting at
some ceremony of the augf which is going on in the distance; ar another,
a rider is seen qallophg gmcefully 2longside an open barouche, and
even his horse scems, by his prancing curtseys, to be paying his respects
in his own way. The eatriage drives off at a brisk trot along a pathway
zebra’d with lxght and skade, carrying its freight of beauties couched
as though in a gondols, lying back idly, only half listening to the
gallantries which are being whispered in their ears, and lazily giving
themselves up to the génrie breeze of the drive.

Fur or muslin lap around their chins, billowing in waves over the
ca:riagc—doors Their servants are stiff and erect, motionless and all
alike. It is always the same monotonous and self-effacing image of
servility, punctunl and diséiplined; irs distinctive quality is to have none.
The woods in the background are green or russet, dusty or gloomy,
depending upon the time of day and the season, Their glades are filled
with aurumnal mists, blue shadows, golden shafts of light, cﬂ’r.ﬂgences
of pink, or sudden flashes which cut across the darkness like rapier-
thrusts.

If Monsieur G.’s powers as a landscape-painter had not already been

_revealed to us in his countless water-colours dealing with the Eastern
War, these would most cerrainly be enough to do so. Here however
we are no longer concerned with the butchered couatrvside of the
Crimez or the opcmuc“ibﬁrcs of the Bosphorus; instead %e are back in
those intimate, familid¢ landscapes which fringe the skirs of a great
city, where the light crmgs effects which no truly Romantic artist could
disregard.

Another merit which &scrves to be noticed at this point is our artist’s
remarkable undcrsmmﬁﬁg of harness and coachwork. He draws and
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paints each and every kind of carriage with the same care and ease as 15
expert marine-painter all sorts of sh.tps His coachwork is always con.
summately accurate; each detail is in its place, and no fault can be found
with it. In whatever attitude it may be caught, at whatever speed it may
be running, a carriage, like a ship, ‘derives from its movement a mystesi-
ous and complex grace which is very difficult to note down in shorthand,
The pleasure which it affords the artist’s eve would seem to spring from
the series of geometrical shapes which this object, already so intricate,
whether it be ship or carriage, cuts swiftly and successively in space.

1 am convinced that in a few years’ time Monsieur G.’s drawmgs will
have taken their place as precious archives of civilized life. His works
will be sought after by collectors as much as those of the Debucourts,
the \Ioreaus, the Smnt Aubins, the Carle Vernets, the Devérizs, the
Gavarnis, and all those other delightful artists who, though depicting
nothing but the farhiliar and the charming, are in their own wav no
less of serious historians. A few of them have even sacrificed too much
to charm, and hdve sometimes introduced into their compositions a
classic style alien to the subject; some have deliberately rounded their
angles, smoothed the rough edges of life and toned down its fashing
highlights. Less skilfal than they, Monsicur G. retains a remarkable
excellence which is all his own; he has deliberately fulfilled 2 function
which other artists have scorned and which it needed above all 2 man
of the world to fulfil. He has everywhere sought after the fugitive,
fleeting beaury of peesent-day life, the distinguishing character of that
quality whxch, with . the reader’s kind pcnmssmn, we have called
‘modesnity’. Ofteti weird, violent and excessive, he has contrived to con-
centrate in his drawings the acrid or heady bouquet of the wine of Flife.
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