REVIEWS

to the excess of experience. Good poetry is a sort of marriage.
It is the result of a poet, rich in matter, falling in love with a
form. The poet must love a verse-form, say the octava rima, so
that he can take the craftsman’s delight in writing it well. The
failure of our poetry is a failure in loving. If the author of
Charister had loved, as Shelley finally loved, the terza rima of
Dante, her master, as well as she loves her subject-matter, the
result might have been great poetry.
(GEORGE SAYER.

CLEMENT BRENTANO, par Albert Garreau. (Desclée de Brouwer;
20 frs.)

Familiar in the role of Catherine Emmerich’s secretary, or as
the favourite brother of Goethe’s Bettine, Brentano is here pre-
sented satisfactorily in the round; justice is done to his kaleidos-
copic personality; events, perplexing in isolation, fall into some
sort of perspective. A breathless life, at any rate in the earlier
days.” The background of the German Romantic school is set;
and across it Brentano flashes, to and fro, occasionally quiescent
for a moment, singing his verses in the drawing-room, accom-
panying himself on the guitar, but more often swirling dizzily
through a succession of amourettes, of hurricane friendships, of
incessant changes of abode, writing the great work Godwt—so
called, he says, that from the first page the reader will be able
to say Goit wie dumm!, God, what rot! Then the unfortunate
marriage episodes: and his second wife poisoning herself in des-
peration, refusing medical aid, and then failing to die after all
because in fact she has taken a harmless powder; and Brentano
flees and is pursued, and losing ground just manages to make
his getaway by the back door of the inn as she enters at the front.
Then the religious crisis and conversion; and Catherine Emmerich
and the Diilmen period where he makes himself a nuisance but
remains until her death; and the Dolorous Passton, his precise
share in the writing of which has caused so much perplexity. A
fascinating personality; brilliant versatility which saintliness does
not destroy; awkward indeed—he will not dress respectably him-
self, and to une élégante he remarks: ‘‘I never willingly converse
with a lady with a feather on her head: she thinks of nothing but
the feather, and waves her head about to make it swing’’—but
lovable; pathetic because, to some extent at least, mangué.
““One of the greatest poets of Germany,”’ says the blurb; per-
haps; those who have German will be able to decide for them-
selves from the long quotations in the appendix.
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