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Homage to Paris

By KLAUS MANN

FRENCH sTATESMAN who served and prospered

under many regimes — [ think it was Talley-
to say to his
‘1 feel sorry for you. What do you
of life? Only

Revolution,

rand — was wont, as an aging man,
vounger friends:
those who

and re-

know about the beauty

lived in Paris before the realize

ber

hanting this world can be!”
ieve that the time of their

LIOW Ok

Old people always bel
youth was morc 'w|: ndid than any other t;nagh has
ever been or will be in the future. The universe, they
as it 11‘|!|_.- upon

2. S0 was Talley-

think. becomes stale and sterile

them, Old ]‘&'--"r":L are alw
rand, for thy

The generation that mmUl the gaudy orgies and

TAVS W TON

L0 IMALEEr.

Clived to witness the gi-

rituals of the @cien rigin
5

ma of N ||‘n]u|n .1|':._1 the colorful '111.1:\1-.[\

that followed. An inspired people will alwavs create
new patterns of I..-.LL- and of tragedy. After the
dazzling extray zas of the House of Bourbon,
the blood: carnival the Revolution. After the
stylish pirouettes of the rococo, the savage dance
around the L.-;u'.l'.‘sliilr. Oflenbach’s cancans are no

less enthralling than the musical preciositics of Ra-
Lully. The Pacis of ics — of
Berlioz, Musset, and Delacroix — was as
and as unique Molidre or
Danton, or, later, that of the Impressiomsts.

Do we know how sweet life can be? We missed
the Paris of BB
mensions:
and the intimate Paris of \1 wpassant, full of subtle

meau. and the Romant
clorious

as the Paris of that of

il -
]

- -_m' of Shakespearcan di-
half-wilderness, half {liﬂ.' tale I alace —
and romances. Zola's Paris, quivering with

almost ter-

“"'.'IJ_"LI'.,'\

greed and cnergy, has its own inassive,

rible greatness. What was Paris like at the time of
Chopin and Georges Sand? How was the city when
and Renoir,
[ missed the Paris ol
D
the iridescent charm of

Baudelaire knew it, and Flaubert?
I am too young;
and Mallarmé, of Debussy,
|.|1' e
the fin -"c
lurid c.'.‘.mla of Catherine
cocottes of the late nineteenth century strike us as

Verlaine

and Toulouse-

Lt .

lu my gener ttion,
lp seems as distant and fabulous as the

de Medici. The grandes

42— =

’-":'-'«,?”Z-c}:cw /,r; .,

e ———

e 44

no less baroque than their glamorous predecessors,
the royal courtesans. No Madame Pnrnl*-dnur or

Madame de La "..L!hm, can have been more splen.

didly arrogant than {iz Otero or L@ Cavalieri — those
semi-lecendary 4.h iracters of a ken epoch. What
authority in their gait and smile! What regal self-
assurance as they receive the hon of their
mustached cavaliers, at Ches Maxany or the Pl
de Glace. Ts it true that the Cafe de L Pudxinsed t

resound with the tinkling 1.1L|I-.;!|.'i;:~ of tE'.-.n'c .;mv‘\

belles a Ciran
Dukes from St. Petersburg? The Russian princes, 1

understand, were in the habit of sipping

d with the gultaws ol intoxicated

\'h;:[nj".l;ne

out of wn[11c|1'~1 shoes; then they would present the
wiiter with a thousand-ruble | i, slap face. and
withdraw oaring with merriment

VIR Seen

I envy my older frwends

the Lmpress Fugdnie walkmg throug the Parck of
the Tuilleries— a fragile memento of the Second
Fmpire’s faded grandeur. They witnessed the tri-
umphs of Sarah Bernharde and Réjane, of Isidora

Paviova. One of nmy

and Anna

bouy

Duncan,

Nijinshy

ACQUAINEANCES

matare

t, allegedly, a canvas
by Picasso (liiur Period! very

I"'.':\l.'.) FD’.’

expensive

sixteen francs at a strect corner in Montparnasse
Thev knew the neurotic and brilliant Paris ot Marcel
Proust. and the idyllic Paris of the painter Ltrillo

and of the novelist Charles:Louis Philippe It was
the Paris of Anatole France — heir of Voltaire and
Diderot — and the Paris of _[.ulrr:-:, heir of Danton
and 3t Juste.
not vet wounded by Kaiser Wilhelm's for rmnidable
- : strain of

This Paris was gloriously intact—

guns, not yet exhausted by the inordinate
four martial years, not yet irritated by the forebod-
ings of imminent disaster.
the Paris of
hap pnr and more seductive city than the Pa aris |
1924 to The Puris 1

not pur;;ri-usq T

No doubt, 1900 and of 1910 was 2

from 1958,

|
knew, knew and

loved was L!ll.i!t' free of

There were scandals and crimes; there were

dows — increasing and deepening when Hitler ¢

to power in Germany in 1933, But somehow t

e

v e r— ——




sinister elements failed to affect the innermost cqui—
librium and rhythm of the city. The Paris I knew
was glorious, in spite of all inimical forces threaten-
ing its peace and dignity from within and without.

The uniquc charm of the L'Il}‘il';ll trhunphc{l effort-
lessly over the cheap devices of its business-conscious
hotel-owners, nightclub-managers, tourist agencies,
puides, and showmen. Paris maintained its splendor
and integrity, no matter how mean and muddled its
alitical bosses became. Its wholesome loveliness and
gr.lc-‘.‘fltl vitality proved indestructible, up to the
cursed day when the barbarians invaded the most
civilized metropolis, the pride and center of the
continent, the living heart of Europe.

# # #

I feel sorry for my younger friends — those who
did not have the opportunity to see Paris before it
was infested by the Nazi vermin. The capital may
survive its present tribulation —
But,

I hope so, whole-
Lieartedly. surcly, its delicate face will have
altered in these dismal years. Paris will have changed,
[ greatly fear, under the Germun yoke. The fiend-
their
ish comuerors may become even more |_|!'~|~|'|}' de-
defeat. Those swho torture and stain the city, even

vastating when confronted with inevitiable

are capahle
they

dreams. 1

af making havoe of s

momnu s, even alcet have withdeawn
the

familiar avenues. It never happens that | po dstray.

stroll .I!-'.'!L[

Somer mes, momy

Paris is not a dynamic mess like Beeling
pompous museum like Rome. The capital of France

nedatly .|:'\1. tcely ar-

resembles an ample garden
ranged to serve the conveniences and caprices of a
highly civilized family. There is an afiimity, in my
mind, between the words "park™ and “Pans.” The
very name. Paris, connotes the images of statues,
halt-hidden among trees and bushes: of {fountains,
flowers, wide terraces, and Ll‘"ll.‘l'il’l\]] mavaluons, 1
visualize a small pond with automn fowers massed
upon its banks. The water — opalescent and a little
oily — reflects the purple and vellow tints of the

r"l“l\] Faces: Of till'n!l{ 1

witl tiny ships. The children wear datk aprons and
ari us little berets, They call each other

ten " and converse with remarkable elibness. Froul

blooms and also the toy i

Cmon

and precocious, they appear sad, even when they are
laughing
My nostalgic promenade begins in one of the two
1 " 1 5
parks, the  Luxemby WY nr the Bois de

“Dll]u‘um- When the Luxembourg is my starting

HOMAGE TO PARIS

point, T have the choice among wvarious pleasant
routes to continue my tour. Either I make for the
Boulevard de Montparnasse, in which case T might
stop at the Café du Ddme, for an apéritif or two;
or I pass by the Senate and descend the drowsy Rue
de Tournon until I reach the Boulevard St. Germain.
Is the old Café Dewx Magots still in business? If so,
I may have my drink on its terrace, with the fine
view of the ancient square and the little church 5¢.
Germain de Prés,

Or is it preferable to leave the park through its
frontal gate? In this case, I have to cross the Place
Médici, and then can walk straight ahead. This
broad and busy avenue is the Boulevard St. Germain.
I am near the Sorbonne, in the heart of the Latin
Quarter.

No matter which boulevard I pick, it will lead me
in the end to the bank of the Seine River. From
wherever T come, T shall be spetlbound as ever by the
singular panorama of the Quais and bridges, with
the walls of the Louvre looming across the river
and the august fagade of Notre-Dame profiled
against @ pale, limpid sky. The two towers of the
like

holy erants under

cathedral it once squat andd nspired leyiaks

1 I 1
the trunks of two o mighty trees

wlose [rreection the |'r'u|.‘|\ ol Paris salely \\|II-~||I;1

the Lord

At other times | may chioose to start my wander-

g from the Bois de Boulogne. The resudential dis-

s not

trice of i’.h-_'. — |‘L'.---\I|;'| and exclusive
attract nwe l'.lil'lell.il::\.'_ 1 am bound -!-:\-.‘.ly' for the
Triumphal Arch. the dramatic silhouctte of which
pronuses the heginning of the Champs Flysées. The
most roval avenue in the world s not astreet but a
stresnt. You don't need to walk: the pavement seems
to swell, to heave, to move under vour feet, A pentle
rosver GHnes you, aso ibowere, from the ["|.|lL‘ de
' Frole '»'~.!h]- the Place de Lo Con 'PI'.!L'. aloneg the
testive tronts of |',L:'.'-<' hotels, theatres; exhil
1

Sl

ion

halls, luxuriant stores, bars, restaurants, Itfort-

lessly, you arrive at the Obelisque, the brittle center

arotid which the vist s Juare seemis o rotat

.LE-f-'I'IIiHIJ,', LAY |r|!'|II.J_: Ny on [[,!I]‘-]'.-I-"

ennrmons turntable, men-and vehicles from the

i . \ . -
ol the Scme to the P st \i-_l!: of the circle, where
!

the Hotel Crnllon drowses i arrocant stillness
1

Y Eenjoy once again i

Lingering by the Yhelisque, |

iII-II!!I[‘.I].Il\]l‘ forrfald view: up the Cliam

s Fly

sées to the distant spot where the Are de Triomphe




T

- el § !
- ke A I i A e s -..---.-zu.- i
= - - —_— —

TOMORROW

appears in the silvery mist — a bold and delicate
mirage; to my left, the Seine and, at the oppositc
end of the bridge, the stately facade of the Chamber
of Deputies; to my right, the perspective through
the Rue Royale, to the basilican frontage of the
And when I turn around, there
are the Gardens of the Tuilleries — spacious and
colorful, lavishly with flower beds and
foreground indeed for the majestic

Madeleine Church.

_|L|.l11:'-t'-]
statues: a lovely
expanse of the Louvre palace.

Should I dally mv dream-time under the
ircades of the Rue de Rivoli? The shops there are
for all their intimidating elegance.
They display quaint and expensive stuff — brocaded

AWV
curiously dusty,

pajamas, gaudy shirts and neckties of heavy silk,
Loti and the works of Edmond
Rostand in prodigious fancy editions, and miniature
models of the Eiffel Tower made of crystal or ivory.

novels by Pierre

I might have a respectful and affectionate glance
Joan, the fragile and resilient

I‘:'.Jtr\‘H\-:x.LEi‘.T of a resilient and sensitive city. Un J.*-:f.?.f

af the statue of Saint
bonionr, Mademoiselle Jeanne d'Arel 1 salute you,
heautifitl Place Vendome — not s0 grand but cqu;L“}'
enchunting, in its more intimate way, than the Con-
corde SUJLLLTC, i\-lu,,l.'.iﬂ_:_‘,l}'_ I reach the Ul‘q.'l'.l— a
missive fortress of sumptuous bad taste and yet at
tracrive. laden with melodious memories. Inside. on
+ bleak. enormous stage, they produce by turns Le

Cog d'Or by Rimsky Korsakov and Tannhinser by

Richard Wagner. The sinful divertissements ar-
ranged by Madame Venus to corrupt the Saxonian
knight, look as neat and innocuous as a ballet study
of Dégas. No doubt, when Tannhiuser meets his fel-

low-knights at the Wartburg, the diligent young
ladies — the baits of Madame Venus and of Opera
management — are having hackstage rendezvous, in
their turn, with portly, middle-aged gentlemen. The
gentlemen carry white gloves and high hats. Sur-
prisingly alert, if somewhat toilsomely, they stoop
to kiss the finger tips of the ballerinas “Ah, comme
whisper the asthmatic Don Juans,
and the baits gigele, while their eyes become hard
and glittering — dangerous little stones, “Alors, mon

clest ravissant!”

chonx.” say the Venus girls. "tn me donneras vien ce
$0ir?" The romantic interlude takes place in 2 sultry
atmosphere saturated with the smells of }'\tm'dfr,
make-up, sweat, dusty wigs and costumes, Wag-
nerian beards, papier maché, color, mice, and a
touch of Coty perfume.

But outside. at the Place de 1'Opéra and on the

44

Boulevard des Italiens, there are tonic breezes —
stronger than the exhalations of the rambling crowd
and of the motor cars moving slowly, in unending
caravans.

They are sluggish and without initiative. T am
fast and alert. 1 have wings — much more powerful
than these clumsy automobiles. The aim of my flight
is Montmartre. There it is, all right — the fabulous
district more frequently Jescribed in novels and
operas, farces and tragedics, pallads and ballets,
symphonies and films, than any other place in the
world. At once squalid and glamorous, the Place
Pigalle and the Boulevard Clichy blare
and dancing lights, conspicuous

and bustle
with cheap music
vices, inconspicuous beauties, and all kinds of primi-
tive, gaudy spectacles. Hello, Moulin Rouge! — out-
dated token of metropolitan debaucheries! Nice to
see you again, Cirque J'Hiver! You remind me al-
ways of Toulouse-Lautrec: that's why I am fond
of you.

Moved and amused beyond words, 1 recognize
the weather-beaten prostitutes — hello, you sturdy
old girls! — the cocky gigolos, the weary barmen,
and. of course, the parade of Arabian peddlers
Beautifully dressed, exotic and dignified. they still
praise in guttural, barking voices then jewelry and

Oriental rugs: As for their Fm.li_:;én.-.w' chains and
bracelets. there may be suckers naive cnol ¢h to buy
them for their ladies. But what about

Who is insane enough to purchase — in the street,

the rapgs?

at two o'dlock in the morning! — such heavy and
hideous things? In fact. I have never seen a person
make, or even consider, 50 futile and tedious a deal.
Yet the African hawkers - compelled. as it were,
by relentless demons — continue doggedly to pace
the Boulevard Clichy, With unflagging fervor they
keep wasting their cloquence in front of the café
tercaces. Nobody listens to their herce and flowery
speech. Only two bourgeois matrons — from Stras-
bourg, | suppose -— examine the tapestry with cruel,
Hpuricm:-,] hands, and then shake their heads —
“*Mais c'est beanconp trop
" The Arabs protest with theatrical gestures

and raucous cries; but in vain: the matrons just shrug

all inexorable contempt:
1-"?1'1‘ =
their shoulders. The unfortunate ptuhﬂm with-
draw — gnashing their teeth with anger — and re-
sume their cumbersome pilgrimage

Adieu. Place Pigalle! T am off. [n almost no time
[ rise to a height from hich the dome of Sacre

Cocur dominates and blesses the citv. Mine 15 2




dream-view, a bird's cye: with one blissful gjancc
[ emibrace the colossal width spread out in front of
me. 1s this Paris? This mythic monster, radiant and
pavenous? Yes, there it is — breathing, smelling,

roarine. smoking, scintillating: pregnant with future,

charced with energies. Seen from above, the pano-
Faime Puris resembles a Fantastsc ].l:‘:tiicit[’i.' with
cavines, towering rocks, cataracts of light;

ools of clectricity, Nay, it resembles the ocean.

LAPIng
wiiirli
It resembles nothing. It is wonderful.

From Sacré

want to be
Cocur 1 leap to the | itel Tower;

to the Panthéon. Swiltly 1 Jdescend to the famous

L'\I!':I\\\I;'\]L' JEONCE.
from the Trocadero
vault and pay homage to the tombs of French im-

litv. One moment later T salute the Comédic

-aise: Neither the appearance nor the repertoire
of the venerable institute has changed since 1 saw it
last. The theatre bill — discreetly hidden behind a
metal lattice — announces Moliere's master comedy,
Le Tartuffe. If only I had enough time to see at least
one act of the pesformance! But my Jdream journey
alus. The colors and contours

approaches its end,

around me begin alteady to fade.
How do 1 use, most pertinently, the remaining
es? What a shame! I hiave not yvet _'_:l'f.'L'lL'Li my
Muscum. And i

to Jo. 1 must have a look at

the Louvre it's the
umn free
Diirer's self-portrait — the one in which hie holds
a thistle in his nervous, magnificent hands; and also
at that stunning picture by an anonymous master
from Avignon—a group of women and apostles
lamenting Christ; with golden background; inde-
scribable. Yes, and there is a cosmic vision by Tin-
toretto — dynamic circles, gyrating, rising, climax-
ing in the fiery throne from which the Lord, all
radioactive glory, governs His whirling creation.

I wouldn't like to miss the Em|.~1|.'.*-.-iu|1i.\'[:~' on the
seeotd Hoor — Nanet's ﬂttu'-]'l.lj.'ing boy with the
red cap! Certain unforgettable faces, landscapes and
still-lives by Seurat, Van Gogh, Cézanne! .. . Boware
of the art galleries! — if you are in Paris and in a
rush, There are too many things you might want to
see; you will miss your dream-train. This romantic
scene by Delacroix makes you feel like flying over
to the Musée Gustave Morcau and having another
glance at the decadent fantasies of that curious

master. A perfect profile by Ingres reminds you of

HOMAGE TO PARIS
Picasso’s large women in the cluassical style. Why
not scurry to the Rue de la Boctie? There may be
new Picassos at Rosenberg's. Besides, it will be
worthwhile, anyhow, to make a speedy tour along
the show-windows of this extraordinary strect—
the Rialto of international modern art. Anything
new by Rouault, Braque, Chagall? And lets ex-
change a hasty, cordial smile with the morbid in-
génues of Marie Laurencin, Wide-eyed and anemic,
they seem alw.ys on the point of melting away with
sweet nostalgia. But — more robust than one would
think at last, they endure, they

SUTVIVE .

first — they

How silly! — to nod to our painted friends while
ignoring the living ones althogether. But this is by
no means the proper hour to drop in and say
Hello to French acquaintances. The only one with
whom I can dare to take such liberties, is the con-
cierge of my old hotel, in the Rue Jacob, I find

:

loge, as garrulous and well-informed

Madame in her
as cver. Presently she plunges into one of her scan-
Jdalous stories. "Do you remember the handsome
702 7" Madame asks me.

young couple in apartment
hotl, Monsiear and

“I had to throw them oul
Mademoiselle. There was somethmg really sinister
about them. They dida't have an affaic. Peniez! To
take an apartment together, when there is nothing
“FH tont, ."'.'r' tasnt. ol "'.'r'-".'

cesl trap fort! ]IHE‘- s tOrs —

between them rici
that’s whiat they are. This is a decent hotel, toui-

A %
H"I. M

An indignant deity, she rules in her sultry box,
surrounded by an array of keys, quaint objets d'art,
and nimble, elegant cats. And to think that \'ie__‘il.mt
goddesses of this type are on their posts all over the
City of Paris! Cats and concierges, catly concierges,
concierge-like cats — everywhere, trom Auteuil to
Montparnasse, from the Place de la Bastille to the
suburbs.

My dream ends with a pell-mell of voluminous
concierges, smiling statucs, melancholy children, and
cits — cats of all colors, sizes, and races; the demo-
niac cats invoked by Charles Baudelaire; the smocth
and civilized cats pampered in the boudoirs: exotic
cats with wide, iridescent eyes; homely cats, unkempt
cats, savage cats — a vast, fhtting 51.11'.LL51: of supple

miniature tigers.

Surrounded by cats, Mistinguctte descends the

45




TOMORRO W

famous stairs of the Casino de Paris — dazzling and
dried-out like a mummificd peacock. The chanson-
niers of Montmartre are .|r|1,|,'ln‘u|}‘ {,'.'llt:,' and ir-
reverent when they poke fun at the supreme authort-
ties of the Third Republic. Josephine Baker tries to
look as feline as possible as she cries out her “two
loves™ — fuiys ot Paris,” Lucienne Boyer keeps
enchantingly! — "Parlez-moi
while Maurice Chevalicr — all straw-hat

mewing — aid  how
amonr!”
and lower lip — addresses his confession to a tiny
cat he rocks tenderly in his

arms: "Paris, e

Pt

He is not a “colluborationist,” in my decam. He

is not even really Maurice Chevalier, perhaps just
a young Frenchimin, an average Parisian, who sings
out his sensual affection and loyalty to his city. Give
him 2 slanting cap and a saucy scarf, and he is the
classical apache — rakish, hard-boiled, sexy. Give

n one ol the becoming capes as the Paris police-

0 weir them, and he will be a "fl&e” (ie., a
Parisian “cop ). 1 visulize him as a rebellious young
]‘t'wi‘.-..:‘.l.n: from the red J r{ b | J.am]}

AT O ',

Cluby; as a French sailor, as a

trom the Jockey
French potlu. as a French farmer boy, He will look
nusquerdde, And

wavs the saae blend: of

there will be al
|

Paiasian Gl

Erench) 1 vven
nonchalance
i lus vowe and in his attitude when he sings or

i " =] " 1. . £ g p Ee
hums or whistles the relrain: “Pasis, jo Fainn

s ST

Paris has been loved and glorified; not like a
city, but like an icresistible human heing. The young
heroes of Stendhal and Balzac fall in love with Paris

heautiful woman

as if the
The

|‘~].|||| tourists ancd

capital of France were a

]

five centuries, the

rtists and adventurers of
the fastidious experts from hve

screne, Paris

the City of

and

contien's were captivated by
Not complacent but self-assured
recerved praises and 5-!5[!':_'-,--\ i all concervable 1
oms. W hat vast concert of lauditions! from the
time of Queen Elizabeth to the time of Gertrude
Stein: Maria Rilke:
from
Abs w0

from Heinrich Heine to Ramer
Mozart to
Dickens and Turgeniev

from Giershwin and  Straymsky,

(R |,|::!:'\ || Lo .:|-|

Billions of words have been writken to scrutinize

the mystery of thus vast attraction. But the .HIIIII‘L:'I

a phenomenon, the more difficult it is to analyze.
The charm of Paris rests on the style and rhythm of
its daily life. The people of Paris have a mature and
intelligent manner of taking plain, tangible things
very scriously, All Parisians are remarkably com-
petent when it comes to evaluating the qualities of
love, wine, and food, the shape of a flower, a bust
or a chandeclier, the tints of a woman’s face, the
shades on a painted canvas. Every Frenchman has

a streak of the peasant and also a streak of the artist.

Puaris is great and lovable because it represents the
perfect marriage of nature and tradition, of style
and instinet, of _x.!-irit and sensuality. Hedonistic and
tragic features are organically combined in the physi-
ognomy of the French capital. Its ancient buildings
and streets have witnessed more drama and violence
than did the ramparts of any other European city.
The French [mr;'t and P;Errflnt. Charles l’t"lz_:n}'_ IS rill,'h!.
when he calls Paris “fa ville qui a le plus souflent

Jroar fe salut tentporel de U'hwmanitd

It is from a soil soaked with blood that this ravish-
inge flower rises. Many a generation of Frenchmen
had to toil and strugele to bring about this mel-

low orace and national refinement. The face of Paris

was often stained and often hathed in tears before it

could take on. and learned how to maintiin, its in-

gnr||]‘.|r.'!-|-_' sile k‘l'l"lIL[ and .;:.':rllk'. sCRsIne and

faintly absent-minded; skeptical and serene, fhppant,

generous, seductive, and laden with experience; pro

foundly versed in all kinds of humain adventure, pas
ston, dand comedy,

Is 1t f-"""'l"l-"' that so much 't_:r.|||.|u:||r and loveli-

ness 1s doomed to become the victim of a maniacal

conquernr?  Paris 18 arreplaceable,  1ts destruction

would inaugurate a hleak, barbaric e¢ra in Lurope,

and not only there. 1t would grieve the Lord to see

His lavonte aty i pieces and His world deprived

of one of s finest colors, The divine résentment

may manifest itself in retaliatory gestures ol terrific

dimensions famine and Iﬂ.‘,_i'_:!,lu_ or another Flood,

T 1 . - ¢ 1 -
No doubt, Péguy articulates the vast, if somewhat
ebulons, emotions of the supreme. Bemng when he

lII.I!_{ ) }]Illl 56ty —H1 A |'--\""




