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namely ‘brutality’, a term which, first applied by French critics, has since spread over
the Tinglish school like the othet. It aptly hits off the immediate impression of the
thing meant; but it has the disadvantage of defining impartiality as a passion, and a
plan as a caprice. It certainly is very far from truly expressing the aims and methods
of conscientious and well-intentioned authors who, notwithstanding their excesses,
crrors, and rickety theoties, attempt to narrate the vérité vraie.

To return for 2 moment to the theories of the scientific realists. Every friend to the
novel should and must be in sympathy with their error, even while distinctly perceiving
it. Though not true, it is well founded. To advance realism as complete copyism, to
call the idle trade of story-telling a science, is the hyperbolic flight of an admirable
enthusiasm, the exaggerated cry of an honest reaction from the false, in which the
truth has been impetuously approached and overleapt in fault of lighted on.

Possibly, if we only wait, the third something, akin to perfection, will exhibit itself
on its due pedestal. How that third something may be induced to hasten its presence,
who shall say? Hardly the English critic.

But this appertains to the Art of novel-writing, and is outside the immediate
subject. To return to the ‘science’. . .. Yet what is the use? lts very comprehensiveness
renders the attempt to dwell upon it a futility. Being an observative responsivencss
to everything within the cycle of the suns that has to do with actual life, it is easier
to say what it is not than to categorise its swwma genera. 1t is not, for example, the
paying of a great regard to adventitious externals to the neglect of vital qualities, not
a precision about the outside of the platter and an obtusencess to the contents. An
accomplished lady once confessed to the writer that she could never be in a room
rwo minutes without knowing every article of furniture it contained and every derail
in the attire of the inmates, and, when she left, remembering every remark. Here was
a person, one might feel for the moment, who could prime herself to an untimited
extent and at the briefest notice in the scientific data of fiction; one who, assuming her
to have some slight artistic vcé.,mﬁ was a born novelist. To explain why such a keen
eye to the superficial does not imply a sensitiveness to the intrinsic is a psychological
matter beyond the scope of these notes; but that a blindness to material particulars
often accompantes a quick perception of the more ethereal characteristics of humanity,
experience continually shows.

A sight for the finer qualities of existence, an ear for the ‘still sad music of humanity’,
ate not to be acquired by the outer senses alone, close as their powers in photography
may be. What cannot be discerned by eye and ear, what may be apprehended only by
the mental tactility that comes from a sympathetic appreciativeness of life in all of its
manifestations, this is the gift which renders its possessor a more accurate delineator
of human nature than many another with twice his powers and means of external
observation, but without that sympathy. To see in half and quarter views the whole
picture, to catch from a few bars the whole tune, is the intuitive power that supplics
the would-be storywriter with the scientific bases for his pursuit. He may not count
the dishes at a feast, or accurately estimate the value of the jewels in a lady’s diadem;
It through the smoke of those dishes, and the rays from these jewels, he sees written
on the wall: —
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We are such stuff
As dreams are made of, and our litde life
Is rounded with a sleep.

Thus, as aforesaid, an attempt to set forth the Science of Fiction in calculable
pages is futility; it is to write a whole library of human philosophy, with instructions
how to feel.

Once in a crowd a listener heard a needy and illiterate woman saying of another
poor and haggard woman who had lost her little son years before: “You can see the
ghost of that child in her face even now.

That speaker was one who, though she could probably neither read nor write,
had the true means towards the ‘Science’ of Fiction innate within her; a power of
observation informed by a living heart. Had she been trained in the technicalities, she
might have fashioned her view ot mortality with good effect; a reflection which leads
to a conjecture that, perhaps, true novelists, like poets, are born, not made.
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1 rench poet. Mallarmé’s early carcer is marked by bis fascination with the work. of Baudelaire, whose
interest in the relationship between realily and an imagined world influenced two of Mallarmé's major
works, Herodiade (1864) and 1 Aprés-midi d’un faune (1865). Along with Paul Verlaine, he
originated and led the Symbolist movement in poetry, developing theories about the nature of langnage.
He published several bighly inventive and evocative elegies to such figures as Bandelaire, Wagner and
Puoe. In ‘1 tombean d'Uidgar Poe’ appears the famons phrase ‘Donner un sens plus pur anx mols
de fa tribu’ which in TS, Fliot's luter rendition becomes “To purify the dialect of the tribe’, a self-
contained statement of alwost programmatic significance for Modernist poetry. 1he following extracts

Jrom *Crisis in Poetry’ (1886-95) are reprinted bere from the 1956 edition of Mallarmé s Selected

Prose, Poems, Hssays, and Letters, franstated by Bradford Cook.

A fundamental and fascinating crisis in literature is now at hand.

Such is the plain and present truth in the eyes of all those for whom literature is of
primary importance. What we are witnessing as the finale of our own century is not
upheaval (as was the case a hundred years ago), but rather a Huttering in the temple’s
veil — meaningful folds and even a little teating.

It will be agreed that because of the priority on magic power which is given to rhyme,
French poetry has been intermittent ever since its evolution. It shines for a moment,
dies out, and waits. There is extinction — or rather wear and tear which reveal the
weft; there is repetition. After an almost century-long period of poetic orgy and excess
which can be compared only to the Renaissance, the latest poetic urge (counteracting n
number of different circumstances) is being fulfilled not by a darkening or cooling off
process, but, on the contrary, by a variation in continuing brilliance. The retempering
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of verse, ordinarily a secret affair, is now being done openly: poets are tesorting to
Jelighttul approximations.

‘T'he kind of treatment that has been given to the hieratic canon of verse can, I think,
he divided into three graduated parts. . ,

Official prosody has cut and dried rules; there lies its obstinacy. It gives its official
approval to such ‘wise’ procedures as the obsetvance of the hemistich, and pronounces
judgment on the slightest effort to simulate versification. It is like the law ./i.:nr states,
for example, that abstinence from theft is the essence of honesty. But this is precisely
what we need least to learn; for if we have not understood it by ourselves from the
first, it is useless to obey it.

Those who are still faithful to the alexandrine, i.e., to the modern hexametet, have
gone inside it and loosened this rigid, childish metrical mechanism; and so, now %.M:
such artificial metronomes have been abolished, there is joy for our cars alone in
perceiving all possible combinations and interrelationships of twelve tones.

[.]

But the truly remarkable fact is this: for the first time in the literaty history of any
nation, along with the general and traditional great organ of orthodox verse which
finds its ecstasy on an ever-ready keyboard, any poet with an individual technique and
car can build his own instrument, so long as his fluting, bowing, ot drumming are
accomplished — play that instrument and dedicate it, along with others, to _nmsmsmmn.,

Thus we have won a great new freedom; and it is my firm belief that no b é:c\. of
the past has been destroyed as a result. I am convinced that the solemn poetic tradition
which was mainly established by our classical genius will continue to be observed on
all important occasions. But whenever it shall seem unfitting to disturb the echoes A.%
that venerable past for sentimental or narrative purposes, we shall be careful to avoid
such disturbance. Fach soul is a melody; its strands must be bound up. Fach poet has
his flute or viol, with which to.do so. .

In my opinion, we have been late in finding the truc condition and possibility not
only of poetic self-expression, but ‘of free and individual modulation. S

Languages are imperfect because multiple; the supreme language is missing.
Inasmuch as thought consists of writing without pen and papet, without whispering
even, without the sound of the immortal Word, the diversity of languages on carth
means that no one can utter words which would bear the miraculous stamp of Truth
Ferself Incarnate. This is clearly nature’s law — we stumble on it with a smile of
resignation — to the effect that we have no sufficient reason for equating ourselves
with God. But then, esthetically, | am disappointed when I consider how impossible
it is for language to express things by means of certain keys which would reproduce
their brilliance and aura — keys which do exist as a part of the instrument of the human
voice, or among languages, ot sometimes even in one language.

[

We dream of words brilliant at once in meaning and sound, or darkening in mea ning
snd s0 in sound, luminously and elementally self-succeeding. But, let us remember that
o our dream were fulfilled, verse would not exist — verse which, in all its wisdom, atones

for the sins of languages, comes nobly to their aid.
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Strange mystery — and so, equally mysterious and meaningful, prosody sprang forth
in primitive times.

The ideal would be a reasonable number of words stretched beneath our mastering
glance, arranged in enduring figures, and followed by silence.

-]

But the crisis in poetry lies less in the very interesting interregnum o rest treatment
undergone by versification, than in certain new states of our poetic mind.

We now bear undeniable rays of light, like arrows gilding and piercing the meander-
ings of song. | mean that, since Wagner appeared, Music and Verse have combined
to form Poetry.

Fither one of these two elements, of course, may profitably stand apart in triumph
and integrity, in a quiet concert of its own if it chooses not to speak distinctly. Or else
the poem can tell of their reassociation and restrengthening: the instrumentation is
brightened to the point of petfect clarity beneath the orchestral veil, while verse flies
down into the evening darkness of the sound. That modern meteor — the symphony
— approaches thought with the consent or ignorance of the musician. And thought
itself is no longer expressed merely in common language.

"Thus Mystery bursts forth ineffably throughout the heavens of Its own impersonal
magnificence, wherein it was ordained that the orchestra should complement our
age-old effort to make the spoken word our only form of music.

‘Twin symbols interrelated.

The Decadent or Mystic Schools (as they call themselves or as they were hastily
labeled by the public press) find their common meeting ground in an Idealism which
(as in the case of fugues and sonatas) shuns the materials in nature, avoids any
thought that might tend to arrange them too directly or precisely, and retains only
the sugpestiveness of things. The poet must establish a careful relationship between
two images, from which a third element, clear and fusible, will be distilled and caught
by our imagination. We renounce that erroneous esthetic (even though it has been
responsible for certain masterpicces) which would have the poet fill the delicate pages
of his hook with the actual and palpable wood of trees, rather than with the forest’s
shuddering or the silenc scattering of thunder through the foliage. A few well-chosen
sounds blown heavenward on the trumpet of true majesty will suffice to conjure up
the architecture of the ideal and only habitable palace — palace of no palpable stone,
else the book could not be propetly closed. ...

It is not description which can unveil the efficacy and beauty of monuments, or the
human face in all their maturity and native state, but rather evocation, allusion, suggestion.
These somewhat arbitrary terms reveal what may well be a very decisive tendency in
modern literature, a tendency which limits literature and yet sets it free. For what is the
magic charm of art, if not this: that, beyond the confines of a fistful of dust or of ull
other reality, beyond the book itself, beyond the very text, it delivers up that vol:
scattering which we call the Spirit, Who cares for nothing save universal musicality.

Speech is no more than a commercial approach to reality. In literature, allusion 1
sufficient: essences are distilled and then embodied in Idea. )

Song, when it becomes impalpable joy, will rise to heaven.
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“This is the ideal T would call Transposition; Structure is something else.

1 the poem is to be pure, the poet’s voice must be stilled and the initiative taken by
the words themselves, which will be set in motion as they meet unequally in collision.
And in an exchange of gleams they will flame out like some glittering swath of fire
sweeping over precious stones, and thus replace the audible breathing in lyric poetty
of old — replace the poet’s own personal and passionate control of verse.

‘I'he inner structures of a book of verse must be inborn; in this way, chance will be
totally eliminated and the poet will be absent. From each theme, itself predestined,
a given harmony will be born somewhere in the parts of the total poem and take its
proper place within the volume, because, for every sound, there is an echo. Motifs
of like pattern will move in balance from point to point. There will be none of the
sublime incoherence found in the page-settings of the Romantics, none of the artificial
unity that used to be based on the square measurements of the book. Fverything
will be hesitation, disposition of parts, their alternations and relationships — all this
contributing to the rhythmic totality, which will be the very silence of the poem, in
its blank spaces, as that silence is transtated by each structural element in its own way.
(Certain recent publications have heralded this sott of book; and if we may admit their
ideals as complements to our own, it must then be granted that young pocts have seen
what an overwhelming and harmonious totality 2 poem must be, and have stammered
out the magic concept of the Great Work.) Then again, the perfect symmetry of vetses
within the poem, of poems within the volume, will extend even beyond the volume
itself: and this will be the creation of many poets who will inscribe, on spiritual space,
the expanded signature of genius — as anonymous and perfect as a work of art.

Chimaera, yes! And yet the mere thought of it is proof (reflected from Her scales)
that during the last twenty-five years poetry has been visited by some nameless and
absolute flash of lightning — like the muddied, dripping gleams on my windowpane
which ate washed away and beightened by streaming showers of rain ~ revealing that,
in general, all books contain the Amalgamation of a certain number of age-old rruths;
that actually there is only one book on earth, that it is the law of the carth, the earth’s
true Bible. The difference between individual works is simply the difference between
individual interpretations of one true and established text, which are proposed in a
mighty gathering of those ages we call civilized or literary.

Certainly, whenever I sit at concerts, amid the obscurity and ecstasy of sound |
always perceive the nascent form of some one of those poems which have their origin
and dwelling in human life — a poem more understandable because unheard, because
the composer, in his desire to portray its majestic lines, was not even tempted to ‘explain
¢everything. My feeling — or my doubtlessly incradicable prejudice as a writer — is that
nothing will endure if it remains unspoken; that our present task, precisely (now that
the great literary rhythms T spoke of are being broken up and scattered in a series
of distinct and almost orchestrated shiverings), is to find a way of transposing the
symphony to the Book: in short, to regain our rightful due. For, undeniably, the true
source oF Music must not be the elemental sound of brasses, strings, of wood winds,
Lt the intellectual and written word in all its glory — Music of perfect fullness and
1y, the totality of universal relationships.
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One of the undeniable ideals of our time is to divide words into two different
categorties first, for vulgar or immediate, second, for essential purposes.

The first is for narrative, instruction, or desctiption (even though an adequate
exchange of human thoughts might well be achieved through the silent exchange
of money). The elementary use of language involves that universal journalistic
styke which characterizes all kinds of contemporary writing, with the exception of
literature.

Why should we petform the miracle by which a natural object is almost made to
disappear beneath the magic waving wand of the written wortd, if not to divorce that
object from the direct and the palpable, and so conjure up its essence in all purity?

When [ say: “a lower!” then from that forgetfulness to which my voice consigns
all Aloral form, something different from the usual calyces arises, something all music,
essence, and softness: the flower which is absent from all bouquets.

| anguage, in the hands of the mob, leads to the same facility and directness as does
money. But, in the Poet’s hands, it is turned, above all, to dream and song; and, by
the constituent virtue and necessity of an art which lives on fiction, it achieves its full
cthicacy.

Out of a number of words, poetry fashions a single new word which is total in
itself and foreign to the language —~ a kind of incantation. Thus the desired isolation
of language is effected; and chance (which might still have governed these elements,
despite their artful and alternating renewal through meaning and sound) is thereby
instantly and thoroughly abolished. Then we realize, to our amazement, that we had
never truly heard this or that ordinary poetic fragment; and, at the same time, our
recollection of the object thus conjured up bathes in a totally new atmosphere.
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Irench poet, critic and essayist. Valéry's infatuation with the work of Edgar llan Poe and Stéphane
Medlarmé led him 1o write and publish several Symbolist poems early in bis carcer. Around 1894,
howerer, a failed love affair prowmpted hin to abandon poetry and 1o enter into a period of intellectnal
and meditative asceticism when be spent bis time reflecting on the nature of consciousness, scientific
seasoning and langnage. Fle developed his own conception of an ideal disembodied intellect which he
called ‘Monsieur Teste’ and published essays on what he understood the role of the artist in the modern
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1950 edition of Vauléry's Selected Writings.

-]
As the clusive art of music unites the liberties of sleep with the development and
consistency of extreme attention and makes a synthesis of intimate things which last
only a moment, so the Huctuations of the psychic equilibrium give one a glimpse of
deviating modes of existence. We have in us forms of sensibility which, though they
may be born, may not develop. They are instants snatched from the implacable cvin




