
M E R C U R Y  S E A S O N  1 8 / 1 9  |  3

M E R C U R Y  M U S I C I A N S D I R E C T O R ’ S  N O T E

Charles Baudelaire’s quest was a challenging one: he proposed to transmute “mud 

into gold” to find the beauty hidden in anything ugly, using the intricate alchemy of 

the French rhyme and its puzzling rhythm… a challenging quest indeed!

Like Pygmalion, the sculptor of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, Baudelaire dedicated his 

whole life to his singular artistic dedication. His poetry would talk about sensual 

experiences, his very own descent into hell! But, unlike Dante before him, he 

wanted to know his subject from inside, to be the main protagonist of his quest, not 

a simple witness.

Flowers of Evil is a testimony of his sojourn in the back alleys of vice. To his 

contemporaries, Baudelaire was a Monster; this judgment seems unfair today, as his 

purpose was to make a statement about the nature of Art and nature of Morality. 

He had to pay a heavy personal price for this intellectual posture, to be faithful 

to his dedication to art. Flowers of Evil was the only work he was able to publish 

before he died prematurely in 1867.

When Antoine asked me to weave a tale around Charles Baudelaire’s poems, I was 

at first excited then terrified. To write an opera about whores, worms, devils and 

assassins, would have been following the same path taken by the infamous poet, a 

perilous one indeed. It is in his childhood where I found an original angle of how to 

enter into his work. 

Baudelaire had a lonely childhood. His beloved father died when he was only five 

years old. A successful man, his father was a bureaucrat in the French Senate 

and he was also a painter. I think the young Charles created in his mind a strong 

chimerical paternal figure, and that he actually wanted to be a painter too, like his 

father. 

Indeed, Baudelaire became not only quite capable at drawing but also a collector 

and art critic. However, he was never able to establish himself as a professional 

painter. This was the premise of my tale: Baudelaire’s desire to be a painter, like 

his father! To tell the story, I decided to separate Baudelaire’s soul into two shards, 

two separate voices, his Anima and Animus, a pair of Gemini symbolizing his own 

internal struggle; that eternal fight between vice and virtue. The 19th century 

abounded with such stories, tense fraternal relationships, like the one of Claude and 

Camille Claudel, the one of Frederik and Lizbeth Nietzche or of the Strauss or Hugo 

brothers: a tale of dedication that turned sour.

— Denis Plante, Director
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