
THE BARD OF THE PYRENEES 

 

 

Young poet Raoul Lafagette 

arrives from the provinces 

like a latter-day D’Artagnan 

bearing letters of introduction 

to important persons 

among others the Democratic Deputy Eugéne Pelletan 

and the poet Théophile Gautier. 

  

On hearing of manuscript verses 

the democratic deputy favors his visitor with a résumé 

of his views on human progress: “Why 

do you write in VERSE? 

No one cares for it now. It is little read, and not at all sold.  

In the childhood of humanity 

verse had its raison d’etre. 

The first songs are hymns, outbursts of terror 

or of enthusiasm. But in our age 

of SKEPTICAL MATURITY 

and republican independence 

verse 

is a superannuated form. We prefer 

PROSE, 

which by virtue of its freedom of movement 

accords more truly 

with the instincts of democracy.” 

Whereupon followed a demonstration of the same principles 

from the spectacle of external nature, 

in which the crystal is the type of the poem’s line 

and “the masterpiece which dominates this hierarchy” 

— woman — with her undulating grace 

is the analogue of prose. 

  

Young Lafagette, enlightened but unconvinced, does not 

tear up his manuscripts, 



but carries them a few days afterward 

with a letter of introduction from GEORGE SAND 

to the house of THEOPHILE GAUTIER 

author of the exquisite 

ENAMELS AND CAMEOS 

who receives the young man with almost paternal kindness 

but after reading the two pieces of verse 

submitted to him by the neophyte 

speaks as follows: “Your verses 

are 40 years older than yourself. They are 

too old, therefore -- 

that is to say, too young. 

Poets sang in this manner in 1830. NOWADAYS 

we desire a more compressed, more concrete poetry. 

Lamartine was a sublime bard, 

but his vague effusions are no longer 

to our taste. Musset is a great poet 

but an exceedingly bad model. 

Read HUGO much, he is the true master.”  

“And Théophile Gautier?” timidly murmurs 

the visitor. “And me, too, a little, 

if it pleases you to do so,” replies Gautier, 

smiling. “You are a poet 

and must not abandon poetry. Only I advise you 

to make three or four thousand verses 

and before you publish anything 

burn them.” 

 

  

  

                                                                                                         Anselm Hollo 

  

______________________ 

  

Note: Raoul Lafagette (1842-1913) returned to the French Pyrenees and pursued the 

advice of both interlocutors. In front of the town of Foix’s mayoral offices stands a 

marble bust with the inscription “Raoul Lafagette, Bard of the Pyrenees.” 



 


