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There is, however, another side to the picture, which is best set forth
in the Introduction to Hlenry Murger's Vie de Bohème, where the distinc-
tion between the false and true Bobemian is drawn witb a clearness and
truthfulness that can ]cave no doubt behind. ilere and in the lives of
himself and bis coînpanions we find no chimerical dreamings made an
excuse for licence and idieness ; dreams they had iu plenty, but they were
dreams of higli ideals of work to be accouiplished, not always, it is true,
in the form demanied by the public caterer, but in that forai in which the
worker believed bie could înost bonestly and forcibly convey blis thouglit.
Hack-work did flot exist for themn ; the miost trivial and commonplace
deaid was as conscientiously and laboriously toiled over as any labour
of love. Their airn was an earnest effort at "lart for art's sake." Noth-
ing was trivial or insignilicant, and no privation could siot be braved in
the struggle. Hlunger, cold and disease were faced again and again, and
the exit from the hospital was the entry anew on the saine difficuit patb.
None of them were educated, but even this apparently overwhelming
obstacle was conquered. Murger spent many and many a wearisone niight
over the most uninteresting routine, laboriously overcoming his defects in
style and grammar ; Schaune, tise Schaunard of La Vie de Bohème,
worked at bis toy-making util lie hoarded enougli to buy a piano, his
Erard of 1782, and then, without the slightest knowledge of music, groped
his way until lie composed the famous "Symphony on the Influence of
Blue in Art "; Noël won his days of liberty by bard labour at lithography,
and then as laboriou8ly struggled at bis tragedies and drarnas which were
neyer destined to mneet the glare of the footliglits ; and so on through the
circle.

If their effort has been style(l a rebellion against conventionality it was
only so in one sense,--i gainst that couventionality of literary and social
taste whiclb tbey styled Id bourgeois," a terni which finds its best equivalent
to Englishi ears iu lleine's Il Philistinism.''

The personal school died with the men themiselves, and bat few am-ong
them won individual fame, b)ut their effort had its effect, and stamped the
terms Il Bohiemia " and "1 Boheruianism " witli a higber, purer value than
bad ever before been attacbed to them.

Murger's convictions were too honest and too deep.rooted not to direct
bis whole life, and no fair estimrate of bis work cmn be arrived at without
the constant remnembrance of bis struggles against those surrouudiugs which
would have ground ail endeavour out of a weaker or more selfish man,
and whicb left their impress on ail hie produced.

His father, Claude Gabriel Muirger, was a Savoyird and a soldier, who
left the army after the disasters of 1815, and settled lu Paris, where lie
marrîed Ileuriette Tribou. Of the mother we know but lifte, except
that s was extravagantly fond of bier chubhy, bIne eyed boy, whio was
born on Mardi 27, 1822, and wag cbristened L-inis Fleuri Murger, on the
day following lu the church of Notre Dîme de Leorette. We also kuow
that, with the loving second-siglit ma'ny mnothers profess. she looked far
beyond the poverty and meanness of their immediate surroundings, and
saw a great and marvellous future for ber darling. 11e was not destiued
to be a mere concièrge and tailor after tbe paternal model, but un vrai
monsieur, well-dressed and bandsome, wi nning other womeu's hearts like
ber own. lie wandered far, far on a road that led away froni those sur-
roundings, but flot towards the success of wbicb bis usother dreamed.

Even as a child hie cauglit a glimpse of a brighter, fairer world, for in
the great bouse lu the leur des lrois Frères, of wbicli bis father was
concièrge, lived the families Garcia and Lablache, and the graceful Pauline
Garcia, afterwards kuown to the world of song as the fanions Malibran,
gave the lad bis first impulse towarda sometbîng above bis surroundings.
His mnother's love, the intimacy and bis childish passion for that Id Cousine
Angèle," who appears as Il Helènie " iu Ls Buveurs d'Eau, made the
brightnoss and sunlight of bis early youth, and long afterwards, turning
from the miseries about bum, bis love revived with the New Year as but
wrote :

WNe each cf us have left belinid us in the past
A trne wlien botlî our lives slpef glmriou8ly and well

I see it ail agairi, but dIo yots ever casb
A backward glance on youth, 0 m oeusine A e9éle.

Those days have long. since fled, and of tentimes we f eel
The snveep of wingind( yoars iliat toucli us with their speil,

But ail our golden youth, witb lauigliter's merry peal,
flas lied forever now, t) ma rou.4ine Anfi;de.

How eagerly we sped froma oinened school rooni door
To dance with lying feet and sing the ritournelle

IWe'Il seek no more the wood, the laurels blooni no more,"
We'll seek no mnore the wood ; 0) ia covsine Angèle,

With kinder fate than mine your feet have neyer etrayed
Af ar froni bearth and homie; a motber's accents tellI

The tale of sacred love, tili you have learned by heart
W'hat 1 have lost for aye, 0 ina cousine Angèle.

Ail day the houmeheld work like some companion seems,
Ail night an ange

1 
fair guards carefnlly anud welI

your pluiîuiers froin aIl harm, and ouly blessbd dreains
Float dlown from heaven to you, 0 ma icousine An(ièle.

In other years, as dawned each happy New Year's Day,
Had 1 but two brass sous wherewith to ring a kueli,

Withi inynus heart niy gif t before you 1 would lay,
My gift nf littie cost: () mna cousine Angésle.

13ut since those joyons djayq, the Dpvil, as they say,
le lodgedl within ioy pu~rse, and, thougli with carses fell

1 cail on lultus iîlind, lie î)oiqt be deaf today
F"or lie wili ne'er respond, 0 ina rousine A~ngi le.

And en to-day you'll have ni present, dear, from me
No startiing souvenir, nor costiy buagatelle,

No gem with carvings quaint from somne 00w Cellini
N<ut e'en a inox of sweets, 0 mu ý,o, i ne A ngé le.
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No gif t at all !Save what a clinging grasp may leave,
Or else a eousin's kisei whicli you will ne'er repel,

And then these feeble rhymes whieh you'll forget this eve,
If ot, to-morrow nuro, 0J mae cou4sine Angèle.

His entrance to the larger worid was mïade as is usual with most boy$
by bis firat day at school ; a school of the miost ordînary description,
wbere, as bis friend Noëlt says, bie becamne master of a prntty enougli band-
writing, b ut by way of revenige acquireci a ilsost detestable vocabulary aud
a still worse style. When he was about fourteen it became necessary tW
decide bis future, and the influence of his miother se far prevailed that ha
was entered as a clerk with a little avoué or attorney, iinstead of being
apprenticed to a trade as bis fathier wished. Ilere he fell in with Pierre
and Emile Bisson, scapegraces enougb lu their way, but fortunately for
Murger their way led towards that Royal 1{oad of Art on whicb lie was
destined to travel an far.

Their friends were artists and Bobemians like theniselves; lie met with
the two Deabrosses, Noëli, Lqboux, a littie liter witb Alexander Schaufle
and many otbers-aud by a littîn judicions arrangement of blis time wheO
sent a message for the office could always spoii a littie cauvas in the
Bissons' room if on the left bank, or a little paper in that of Leboux 01,
the right, and so taste the joys of a new and double existence. Whatever
spur these surroundings may bave been to bis artistic impulse, as nia)
readily be inmagine(], they did not add te lus usefulness in the eyes of bis
patron, and before long bis services wcre dispelnsed with. H.oweVer,
tbrougb the kindly offices of M. de Jony, a neighbour and old AcadeflW
clan, lie obtained the post of secretary to Cont Toistoi, iu 1839 or 1840
ut forty francs a nioutb, double tIse amout of bis fermer salary. Out Of
this hie paid luis father thirty francs for a garret and breakfast, but the
remainrng tell francs were sufficieut to raise hlmii to the position of a mouied
man witb bis new frienda.

Schauue lu bis memoirs tells of a bouse-warming wbicb was ne doubt
the original of La, cremaillière lu La Vie de Bohè tte te wbich the invitation'
rau,

"dMonsieur and Madame Rodolphue, men of lettera, beg you to do tbeil
the boueur of diuing witlh them to-morrow eveuiug at fi ve, sharp.

N.B-Plates will be providled."
The qneen of the feast was the fair AlIme, a mode], w ho presided lu the

character of La reine Ml'argot, arrayed in the fanions satin robe of Schs 0'
nard's lu which lie is fir8t presented te us, and wbich Murger says ihd le
been forgotten eue night after a masquerade by Folly, wbo proved berself
worthy of lier namne l)y being taken lu by the fallacious promises of SchaU'
nard as the Marquis de Monder, cbinking lu bis pocket the seduecîng
cbiîues of a dozen crowus pnnched frein a mietal plate andi borrowed fr00l
the properties of a tlieatre." y

Murger was aunouuced as IdPoet andI uveritor of Luninous Adjectivese
and threwing off bis natural timuidlity euterdd se heaî-tily luto the spirit Of
thu3 eveniug that, inspired by the similes of Ufer Majesty, lie begal5 the
fellowing verses in ber boueur wlîich are now publisbheà fer the first tiîoe,
and of whicb the fellowingr is a fiee translation

*When Love witlî langbing Springtide tries
Anîd Api enI icn to kziss the lîronx,

The sonig is nxeeter on the lips
Of bier we love witln rapiture now.

The wind is sleeping iu tine glade
TIse sun je s înuling on the ihatch,

Ami twinklliiug througli the dark woodI's sînade,
Tise gleaun of snowy gowns we catch.

The heart no yearning hutnger knows
E'eni wben by stroke of Fortune sear

Just add a little konot of rose
To dock tIse biat you wurn last year.

Tisne passes like a streamilet fleet,-
I'd fain forget my heav *y bours

Charmed by the muosic of your feet
Adowni the Latlway sweet witn flowers.

I know bîy hidung places, fast
liîonur-d by vines of lustre rare

\Vlere ail tIe miserien of tise past
luly witlî tIse laughter in tIse air.

Tise beart now singe iu j,)youqoess;-
Coine for we'ro su our- fairest year;

Ami pray remnemrber wlsen you niiess,
No pins about your bodice, ])ear.

And bending o'er your sîsonsder, Love,
l'1l show ymnu wlsero the sbadows make

The willows and the elîns above,
J!veet witls the aspen in the lake.

Your smile lisas just a ehade of care,
But kneeling there at close cf day,

The Anycilii.î cliiines out for prayer
Wbile down the vade tIse blue-lils sway.

And slisould I)eeoinîber bold essay
To bind ns iii his exile dreair,

We'll keei or garrot flowering gay
In dreaoîing of thse cuîuing year.

And tIsat the 4weetilems îîow tisat gleains,
May rner lie ravisnenl fronu onr liold,

NVe'll binnl it fi rssly tnî <ori dreanosH,

With Love's nsndying ilireal oif gold. ugb 00

famkn uarcbebekl i al osie unsigThis was the beginning of Isis BdsIemian existence, pleasant el, 0 9D

and bealtby stimulus te bis ambitien and meulding lus thought anad ral

Bsst through a mest unfartunate attachmnt te tîsat "Marie" Who îO-

*A la reine Mnuujoi.


