LA CLOSERIE DE LILAS

DiviNE Tuesday! I had wondered if those re-
markable evenings of conversation in the rue de
Rome with Mallarmé as host, and Henri de Regnier
as guest, among many others, had been the inspira-
tion of the evenings at the Closerie de Lilas, where
I so often sat of an evening, watching the numbers
of esthetes gather, filling the entire café, rain or
shine, waiting unquestionably, for it pervaded the
air always, the feeling of suspense, of a dinner with-
out host, of a wedding without bridegroom, in any
event waiting for the real genius of the evening, le
grand maitre prince de poétes, Paul Fort. The in-
teresting book of Amy Lowell’s, ““Six French Poets,”
recalls these Tuesday evenings vividly to my mind,
and a number of episodes in connection with the idea
of poetry in Paris.

Poetry an event? A rather remarkable notion
it would seem, and yet this was always so, it was a
constituent of the day’s passing, there was never a
part of the day in this arrondissement, when you
would not find here, there, everywhere, from the
Boul-Mich up, down Montparnasse to Lavenue’s,
and back to the Closerie, groups of a few or of
many, obviously the artist or poet type, sometimes
very nattily dressed, often the reverse, but you found
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