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AIMEE DESCLillC.

A writer ln the l'ali Mal
Oaetge gives the following criti-
cisn of the subject ofour sketch:
"The irony of lifo hla never
been more cruel than41 Il has
Bhown itself lu the brief story
of a great irtist, discovtered only
to bu lost. For years a strug-
gling actress, discredited and
unrecognized, Aiméo Desclée,
came lnto the full light at last,
coucious probably that lier long
privations and her hard battle
had killed iher ; knowing hiow
surely the seeds of death were
sOwn with the seeds of fane.
And it was ail the harder upon
her, ail the harder upon art,
bocause this was no collimon
case of talent which it takes
years and long practice to ripen,
but genius s 80spoitiieous and
sou new thlit it needed no better
training than sUCCe8 80 greater
chastener than its own instinc-
tive modesty.

i lave seen many fine and
soine great actresses, buit none
the least like this. I mean no
comparisons, and cannot ruake
tliem, for Desclée could be coum-
pared only to herself, isodistinct
and peculiar was ler style.
She seuiet to have takeu up
acting at its beginning, and
stndied it as a new art. S1he
spoke as no other player ; for
she spoke, notas one who knows;
beforehian i what hrasto bce said,
in spe'ch b more0 less mered r,'i
and pl areid, as al othtbres hiave
spoke'n, a far as I havoe seen or
kniow, but now rnapidly iani de-
cidedly, now besitating for a
word hevre and there, iiow witi
soie- s light petitioli. S peo.

ple seak in re'ai life. Sire Il-
tenied like no other player ; for
she isten'ed sometim. s witfh an
air of dep attentîin, Somtlimes
as with arn vidintît tort, like a
person di sratted by iie .cn

versatio n suipposei t ' be' car-
ritd on round hir,, tihe e'ye' a lit-
tie wanderg t ivar but IaIlf
coimrnanded. tn h tirhu gh
were cliearly far away . Sc. 1,
listeni in reail life. Whenirt -t
saw lier act it was in idFroi.
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Frou," when she had played it
for many conrsecutive nights.
My flrst impression, caused by
this ber peculiar method of
speaking and listening, was
that she was not sure of the
words of her part, and was care-
less of it. Only by degrees, as
the play went on, did we learn
that this was the very consum-
mation of the art of biding art
itself. And thus it was thatshe
grew on her audience. As she
sald herseIf, she never took them
by storm at first, as som e great
tragic artists have done. It was
easy to depreciate and diflicuit
to understand ber ; whileat the
best many who believed in hler
could give no reason for the
faith that was in thetn.

"lTo the nervous, she was a
revelation. Nerve, are tie bit-
ter growth of the day, born of
railways on the one side, and
the propagation of weaklings,
through improved medical
sciene*t, on the other. And the
narne of the sufTerers is. legion.
There is genius with ncrv:e-,
and genius without then. The
last means ihappiness and suc-
cess; the first may inean fai-
lure, and mluit mean miserv.
Desclée was nerves from head
to foot. lu the wonderful little
scene in "Frou-Frou." where
she tried in vain to rnake ber
husband understarnd that the
child-wife h a s grown into a
woman, every nerve crisrped and
every sense re'belled at the good-
iatured stolidity of the sensi-
ble man whom she had married.
Alas for the little misunder-
standings of life ! If George
Eliot writes their epics, Aimée
Desclée iwas their best interpre-
tur.

Her eves were wonderful. She
acted whole histories with them
alone There was one little
scene in the I Visit( de Noces,"
in wlich she sosod quietly re-
callng somne happy umemories
uf t1ii past to the mai who bad
rnade then, when a whole world
of joy and of sorrow seened con-
centrated in hreyes. Sle never
made "poiuts "- as i t is now
the fashion to cati them--for


