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PREFACE

This collection of poems was designed to show the sort
of poetry that has been written in France during, roughly,
the last one hundred years, and the translations have been
chosen, as far as possible, according to their merits as poems
in themselves. | mean that | have tried, as the title
indicates, to show the poets of modern France through the
mirror held to them by the poets of England—some of them
famous and some obscure, but all men or women who know
that the translation of poetry is not a simple act of saying
the same thing in another language, but a very real work
of creation ; and who have some realization of a poem as a
powerful and even dangerous bit of work, to be approached
with respect and handled with as much care as if it were
marked at once " fragile" and " highly explosive ".

Paul Valery, writing about Stephane Mallarme, has
said: " On a cru fort longtemps que certaines com-
binaisons de paroles pouvaient etre chargees de plus de
force que de sens apparent ; etaient mieux comprises par
les choses que par les hommes, par les roches, les eaux,
les fauves, les dieux, par les tresors caches, par les puissances
et les ressorts de la vie que par I'ame raisonnable ; plus
claires pour les Esprits que pour Pesprit. Rien de plus
antique, ni d'ailleurs de plus naturel que cette croyance dans
la force propre de la parole, que Ton pensait agir bien moins
par sa valeur d'dchangeque par je ne sais quelles resonances
qu'elle devait exciter dans la substance des etres."
When Mallarme rediscovered this ancient mnemonic value
of the word, he was simply recognizing a truth that in
other ages and other civilizations was taken for granted ;
that words are more than the petty coinage of conversation
and are not to be too lightly bandied about. It is for this
reason that | believe that translations from poetry can only
be made by poets, that is by people who have retained,
however unconsciously, something of that primitive fear
and respect for the Word which will forbid him the use of
tricks and tinsel and drive him to search for something
below the mere black on white of the printed letter.
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PREFACE

life-sized horror because, or not in spite of, the fact that
they remain for ever the " faute ideale des roses ".

| have chosen Baudelaire as the starting point of this new
poetry which is perceptible to intuition rather than to
reason, because he is, in certain ways a turning point
between new and old. The classic rules governing the form
of French poetry and which have disciplined it into one of
the most exactly logical processes in the world, still held
good for him. Andre Gide, the most penetrating of modern
critics, once said that " In Baudelaire the form is every-
thing ", and indeed the form was so perfect, his mastery
of the precise and dangerous alexandrine so absolute, that
it pulled the wool over even the alert eyes of the Parnassiens
ever on watch for " dangerous innovators ". Baudelaire is
a sufficient proof, if one is needed, that the breaking down
of classc form is really only the natural result of the
breaking down of classic content. Poets who had entered
into a whole new world had to search for a new form in
which to express their discoveries, but the real innovators
were the men who had opened the gates for them.

It was not perhaps by hazard that the birth of modern
poetry coincided with the opening of the industrial era
Mechanization is probably the greatest enemy of the artist
and aworld run in the interests of mass-production is apt
to fill its poets with repulsion ; <0 that at this period we
begin to find the poet withdrawing into himself—that is,
passing from objective to subjective art.

The Parnassien school,® which dominated the artistic
life of Paris during most of the latter part of the nineteenth
century, had decreed that Beauty alone was the worthy
preoccupation of a poet. Leconte de Lisle, high-priest of
the cult, had proclaimed : " L'art est Punique revelation
du Beau et il le revele uniquement,” and " Le monde du
Beau, Punique domaine de PArt, est, en soi, un infini sans

! French poetry has a tendency, far more marked than in England,
to form " schools . This is useful for purposes of rough classification,
but lays many a snare for the critic, since most great figures tend to
burst arbitrary bounds.

Xii



PREFACE

contact possible avec tout autre conception que ce soit."
But Leconte de Lisle fitted very comfortably into his
generation. His eyes were fixed on the youths and maidens
of Grecian legend and a particularly hideous reality had
not yet forced itself on his attention. It was still possible—
although increasingly difficult—to ignore the truth ; the
ivory tower, although leaning already slightly askew, still
had the appearance of a fairly solid refuge.

When the ivory tower finally crumbled, it was the end of
Beauty with a capital B. And here we come to the fork in
the road, with Mallarme taking one turning, Rimbaud the
other. The Symbolists fled unashamedly from abominable
reality, refused to participate in the new, clamorous, and
vulgar world, and went into a retreat of their own, taking
with them only their pure preoccupation with the music
of words. Real life was to Mallarme merely the " sad
hospital " from the window of which he gazed out at the
enchanting landscapes of the mind. Laforgue sighed,
" Ah, que la vie es quotidienne ! " and hastened to take
his leave of this all too daily life. The Symbolists tended to
die young, generally of consumption, worn out with the
Canute-like struggle to hold back the scummy tides of
reality. They were the last outpost of Romanticism,
pure lovers of poetry, since nothing outside poetry had any
real existence for them.

The Symbolist school did not survive the Great War,
although a few men, like Paul Fort, continued to write
neo-Symbolist poetry, and echoes of the movement linger
in the work of Supervielle and Reverdy. It breathed an air
too rarefied for the modern age, yet its influence has been
powerful and will probably be permanent. It is only since
the victorious struggle of the Symbolists against the
Parnassiens that it has been generally accepted that a poem
may bejudged by the effect it produces on the reader ; that
a certain atmosphere, emanating from the printed words,
is sufficient to ensure it a universal value. After the publica-
tion of Mallarme's verse it was no longer possible tojudge
a poem absolutely, as " good " or " bad ", or to weigh it
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PREFACE

against certain set rules, as a grocer weighs coffee in his
scdes. Mallarme was aso the first to proclaim openly " le
charme certain du vers faux", as practised by Jules
Laforgue; thus not destroying, but dethroning the
alexandrine, questioning its divine right and opening the
way for experiments which would have been dismissed,
twenty years earlier, as an avowal of incompetence.

The Symbolists accepted the fact that life was unkind to
poets, and withdrew from it into the refuge of their own
minds. They were, to quote Andre Gide's hostile criticism,
" tous... des pessimistes, des renongants, des resignes.”
Lautreamont and Rimbaud, on the other hand, created a
current which has persisted up to the present day, an
attitude not less pessimistic than that of the Symbolists,
but which substituted for resignation and renunciation,
revolt and destruction.

Alfred Jarry, the Bad Man of French poetry, who had
such an immense and vitalizing influence on his con-
temporaries, once suggested that life is like awalled town.
When one is inside the enclosing walls it is quite obviously
a town, familiar and regulated. But if the walls are
destroyed, the town becomes part of the surrounding land-
scape ; it can be seen from outside as well as from inside ;
it merges into its surroundings. The poets who accepted
the influence of Rimbaud set themselves to pull down those
walls, and they have been pulling them down and blowing
them up ever since. The walls represent almost anything
that encloses life in a sa pattern—conventional morality,
logic, society, the boundaries of reality, anything which,
to use a more modern metaphor, prevents conscious life
from merging into the subconscious. Apart from the
Symboalists, neo-Classicists like Moreas, and the three great
Catholic poets, Jammes, Peguy, and Claudel, nearly all the
poets represented in this book have considered their poetry
as dynamite destined to blast a hole in the stifling walls of
the city.

One of the first victims of this destructive poetry was,
naturally enough, any sort of traditional literary form—a
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PREFACE

symbol in itself of the hateful pretention to enclose human
activity within certain st bounds. Freedom and
spontaneity were to be the weapons of liberation ; de Sade,
Lautreamont, and Rimbaud were its patron saints.

Surrealism is the most modern and most highly developed
form of this kind of poetry and the statements of the
Surredlists, especialy in the manifestoes they have issued
from time to time, throw light not only on their own
activities but on those of their predecessors—the Cubists,
the Dadaists, etc.

Surrealism is explained by Andre Breton, its chief apolo-
gist, as " un certain autonomisme psychique qui correspond
axz bien a letat de reve, etat qui et aujourdhui fort
difficile a delimiter *. Waking life and the life of dreams
are now reversed ; dream becomes reality and daily life
an evil dream from which it is the Surrealist's task to awake
himself and to awake others. This he accomplishes by the
exploration of the subconscious mind and the discovery of
truth through spontaneous verbal suggestion arrived at by
a mechanism which resembles the entry of a medium into
a state of trance.

We have grown accustomed to think of painting as art
in space, the juxtaposition of images; and writing as art
in time, the use of words implying a logical sequence. In
Surrealism this natural classification is destroyed, since
Surrealist poetry, just as much as Surrealist painting, con-
gds in thisjuxtaposition of images risen, at hazard, from
the unconscious.

Those " chance " images constitute the poetry-dynamite
which " explodes and leaves a gaping hole in a world of
prudently ordained necessities and murmured fairy tales "
(Eluard). It is the weapon of the Surrealist Revolution,
" anti-bourgeois, anti-literary, and strongly aggressive "
which aims at nothing less than destroying the world as it
is and rebuilding it after the Surrealist model. Whether
this revolution is to be psychological or political, it is
valuable for its own sake, and the poet is valued for what
Georges Hugnet calls " son ton destructeur ".
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PREFACE

The Symbolists complicated cruelly the relationship
between the poet and his readers and each successve step
of the poets who followed the Rimbaudian model rendered
it more difficult. In this book matters have become even
more involved because a third person has been called in to
act as intermediary. That is the translator, whose role is
a hundred times more difficult because he is dealing with
" 'modern " poetry. Is he, for instance, to translate the
exact word in the literal sense ? If he does not, he may be
accused of falsification—yet we have seen that words are
only the raw material of poetry and are incomplete apart
from the effect they produce. |s he, on the other hand, to
translate the image which those words evoke in himself?
But that image may not exist in the minds of those whom he
is trying to help to an understanding of the poem. He will
be using a code to which he alone holds the key.

This is a problem to which there is no exact solution.
The most that can be said is that a very high degree of
intuition and a consummately delicate ear can often succeed
in discovering the word which most nearly arouses the
same general reactions as the original. Some of the poems
in this anthology prove that it can be done, and that, if the
translator has a spark of genius, a new beauty can even be
added. Baudelaire's translations from Edgar Allen Poe
have shed an inimitable radiance on poems which were
originally little more than a good second-rate. Y et genius
is rare and the most that | can hope for, in general, is that
this anthology will recreate something of the atmosphere,
the " feeling " of this poetry which is far too beautiful and
too significant to remain confined within its national
frontiers. For all shortcomings | can only suggest this :
that " toute ame est une melodie qu'il sagit de recover ;
et pour cela, sont la flute ou la viole de chacun". The
tragedy is that the music of this immaterial flute or viola
cannot, like that of its more palpable counterparts, be
exactly transposed from one key to another.
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CHARLES BAUDELAIRE
1821-1867

LA GEANTE

DU temps que la Nature en sa verve puissante
Concevait chaguejour des enfants monstrueux,
Jeusse aime vivre aupres d'une jeune geante,
Comme aux pieds d'une reine un chat voluptueux.

Jeusse aime voir son corps fleurir avec son ame

Et grandir librement dans s terriblesjeux ;
Deviner si son coeur couve une sombre flamme
Aux brouillards humides qui nagent dans ss yeux ;

Parcourir a loisir sss magnifiques formes ;
Ramper sur le versant de $s genoux enormes,
Et parfois en ete, quand les soleils malsains,

Lasse, la font Setendre a travers la campagne,
Dormir nonchalamment a l'ombre de s sains,
Comme un hameau paisible au pied d'une montagne.



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

GIANTESS

WHEN Nature once in lustful hot undress
Conceived gargantuan offspring, then would |
Have loved to live near a young giantess,
Like a voluptuous cat at a queen's feet.

To e her body flower with her desire

And freely spread out in its dreadful play

Guess if her heart concealed some heavy fire
Whose humid smokes would swim upon her eye.

To feel at leisure her stupendous shapes,
Crawl on the cliffs of her enormous knees,
And, when in summer the unhealthy suns

Have stretched her out across the plains, fatigued,
Sleep in the shadows of her breasts at ease
Like a small hamlet at a mountain's base.

Translated by
K. J. SHAPIRO



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

LE CREPUSCULE DU SOIR

V OICI le soir charmant, ami du criminel ;

Il vient comme un complice, apas deloup ; le ciel
Se ferme Ientement comme une grande alcove,

Et rhomme impatient se change en bete fauve.

O soir, aimable soir, desire par celui

Dont lesbras, ssnsmentir, peuvent dire : Aujourd'hui
Nous avons travaille ! — C'est le soir qui soulage
Les esprits que deVore une douleur sauvage,

Le savant obstine dont le front s'alourdit,

Et Pouvrier courbe qui regagne son lit.

Cependant des demons malsains dans Patmosphere
SeVeillent lourdement, comme des gens d'affaire,
Et cognent en volant les volets et Pauvent.

A travers les lueurs que tourmente le vent

La Prostitution s'allume dans les rues ;

Comme une fourmiliere elle ouvre s isues ;
Partout elle se fraye un occulte chemin,

Ainsi que Pennemi qui tente un coup de main ;
Elle remue au sein de la cite de fange

Comme un ver qui derobe al'Hommece qu'il mange.
On entend ca et la les cuisines siffler,

Les theatres glapir, les orchestres ronfler ;

Les tables d'hote, dont lejeu fait les devices,
Semplissent de catins et d'escrocs, leurs complices,
Et les voleurs, qui n'ont ni treve ni merci,

V ont bientot commencer leur travail, eux auss,

Et forcer doucement les portes et les casses

Pour vivre quelquesjours et vetir leurs maitresses.

Recueille-toi, mon ame, en ce grave moment,

Et ferme ton oreille a ce rugissement.

C'est I'heure ou les douleurs des malades s'aigrissent!
4



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

COMES THE CHARMING EVENING

COMES the charming evening, the criminal's friend,
Comes conspirator-like on soft wolf tread.

Like alarge acove the sky slowly closes,

And man approaches his bestial metamorphosis.

To hands that have laboured the hour is kind enough,
Relaxing the straining sinews that have borne their rough
Share of the burden ; evening absolves

Harassed minds from the torment oFthemselves.

The solitary student raises a burdened head,

And the back that bent daylong now sinks into its bed.

Meanwhile the dark dawns, filled with demon familiars
Who rouse reluctantly, like businesssmen to their affairs,
Their heavy flight shaking the shutters and blinds.
Against the lamp-light whose shivering is the wind's,
Prostitution spreads its light and life in the streets :

Like an anthill opening its issues it penetrates
Mysteriously everywhere by its own occult route ;

Like a hidden enemy mining the foundations of afort,

Or aworm in an apple, eating what all should eat,

It circulates securely in the city's clogged heart.

The heat and hiss of kitchens can be felt here and there,
The panting of heavy bands, the theatre's clamour ;

And cheap hotels, the haunts of many dubious solaces,
Arefillingwith tarts, and crooks, their deek accomplices.
And thieves, who have never heard of restraint or remorse,
Are going back to their work as a matter of course,
Forcing complicated safes behind carefully relocked doors,
To get afew days' living, and put clothes on their whores.
Collect yourself, my soul, thisis a serious moment,

Pay no further attention to the noise and movement.

This is the hour when the pains of the sick sharpen,

Night touches them like a torturer, pushes them to the open

5



Lasombre Nuit les prend alagorge ; ils finissent
Leur destinee et vont vers le gouffre commun ;
L'hopital se remplit de leurs soupirs. — Plus d'un
Ne viendra plus chercher la soupe parfumee,

Au coin du feu, le soir, aupres d'une ame aimee.

Encore la plupart n'ont-ilsjamais connu
La douceur du foyer et n'ont jamais vecu !



Trapdoor over the gulf that's all too common.

Their groans fill the hospital. More than one

Will not come back to taste the soup's familiar flavour
In the evening, with some friendly soul, by his own fire.
Indeed, many a one has never even known

The hearth's warm charm. Pity such a one.

Translated by
DAVID PAUL



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

SPLEEN

PLUVIOSE, irritecontrelavieentiere,

De son urne a grands flots verse un froid tenebreux
Aux pales habitants du voisin cimetiere

Et la mortality sur les faubourgs brumeux.

Mon chat sur le carreau cherchant une litiere
Agite sans repos son corps maigre et galeux ;
L'ame d'un vieux poete erre dans la gouttiere
Avec la triste voix d'un fantome frileux.

Le bourdon se lamente, et la buche enfumee
Accompagne en fausset la pendule enrhumee,
Cependant qu'en unjeu plein de sdes parfums,

Heritage fatal d'une vieille hydropique,
Le beau valet de cceur et la dame de pique
Causent sinistrement de leurs amours defunts.



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

SPLEEN

THE bored rain-god spillshisirritation over

The local cemetery's fixed inhabitants

And mortality circulating on the fogged pavements,
Darkening the whole city with an icy shower.

Twisting and twisting, fretful of its discontents,

The thin cat searches fruitlesdy to recover

Its comfort in the window ; asong and a shiver

Rise from the gutter where a ghost-poet sings for pence.

The reluctant clock remarks rustily the hours;

Thefire sputters, the chimney's ruminating sighs increase,
And, exhaling the stdeness of a soiled pack of cards
(Legacy that beguiled their vanished owner's disease)
The handsome knave of hearts and the queen of pades
In cynical communion review their defunct amours.

Trandated by
DAVID PAUL



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

LE SOLEIL

LE long du vieux faubourg, ou pendent aux masures
Les persiennes, abri des secretes luxures,

Quand le soleil cruel frappe a traits redoubles

Sur laville et les champs, sur les toits et les bles,

Je vais m'exercer seul a ma fantasque escrime,
Flairant dans tous les coins les hasards de la rime,
Trébuchant sur les mots comme sur les paves,
Heurtant parfois des vers depuis longtemps reves.

Ce pere nourricier, ennemi des chloroses,
Eveilledans les champs les vers comme les roses ;
Il fait Sevaporer les soucis vers le ciel,

Et remplit les cerveaux et les ruches de miel.

C'est lui qui rajeunit les porteurs de bequilles

Et les rends gais et doux comme desjeunes filles,
Et commande aux moissons de croitre et de murir.
Dans le coeur immortel qui toujours veut fleurir !

Quand, ainsi qu'un poete, il descend dans les villes,
Il ennoblit le sort des choses les plus viles,

Et s'introduit en roi, sans bruit et sans valets,

Dans tous les hopitaux et dans tous les palais.

10



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

THE SUN

AL ONG old terraces where blinds tent the masonry
Each one a separate shelter for private luxury,

When the cruel sun redoubles its sharp stroke

On street and hedgerow, on rooftop and brake,

| walk alone, absorbed in my curious exercise,

Duelling with words that dodge in corners and byways ;
Stumbling on rhymes as on crooked seits, colliding

With a sudden clear line which dreams were past finding.

The all-satisfying sun, anaemids enemy,

Giveslife to theworm and rose impartially ;

Evaporating care and sending it skywards

He brings honey to the hive, and to the mute mind words.
It is he who makes the ancient cripples young again

With the gaiety and gentleness of young children ;

He orders the harvest to increase and flourish

In that old heart where life is the perpetual wish.

When he comes down into the city, like a poet,

He transfigures the values of things the most abject;
Entering, like royalty unaccompanied by officials,
All the palatial hotels and all the hospitals.

Trandlated by
DAVID PAUL
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CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

LES CHATS

LES amoureux fervents et les savants austeres
Aiment egalement, dans leur mure saison,

Les chats puissants et doux, orgueil de la maison,

Qui comme eux sont frileux et comme eux sedentaires.

Amis de la science et de la volupte,

IIs cherchent le silence et I'horreur des tenebres ;
L'Erebe les eut pris pour ss coursiers funebres,
Sils pouvaient au servage incliner leur fierte.

Ils prennent en songeant les nobles attitudes
Des grands sphinx allonges au fond des solitudes,
Qui semblent sendormir dans un reve sans fin ;

Leurs reins feconds sont pleins d'eincelles magiques,

Et des parcelles d'or, ainsi qu'un sable fin,
Etoilent vaguement leurs prunelles mystiques.

12



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

THE CATS

THE lover and the stern philosopher

Both love, in their ripe time, the confident
Soft cats, the house's chiefest ornament,

Who like themselves are cold and seldom stir.

Of knowledge and of pleasures amorous,

Silence they seek and Darkness fell domain ;

Had not their proud souls scorned to brook hisrein,
They would have made grim steeds for Erebus.

Pensive they rest in noble attitudes
Like great stretched Sphinxes in vast solitudes
Which seem to deep wrapt in an endless dream ;

Their fruitful loins are full of sparks divine,
Andgleamsof goldwithintheir pupilsshine
As 'twere within the shadow of a stream.

Trandlated by
SIR JOHN SQUIRE



CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

DON JUAN AUX ENFERS

Q UA N D Don Juan descendit vers Ponde souterraine
Et lorsqu'il eut donne son obole a Charon,

Un sombre mendiant, Poeil fier comme Antisthene,
D'un brasvengeur et fort saist chaque aviron.

Montrant leurs sans pendants et leurs robes ouvertes,
Des femmes se tordaient sous le noir firmament,

Et, comme un grand troupeau de victimes offertes,
Derrierelui trainait un long mugissement.

Sganarelle en riant lui reclamait s gages,
Tandis que Don Luisavec un doigt tremblant
Montrait atouslesmortserrant sur lesrivages
L efilsaudacieux qui railla son front blane.

Frissonant sous son deuil, la chaste et maigre Elvire,
Presde Pepoux perfide et qui fut son amant,
Semblait lui reclamer un supreme sourire

Oil brillat la douceur de son premier serment.

Tout droit dansson armure, un grand hommede pierre
Setenait ala barre et coupait leflot noir ;
Maislecalme Wros, courbd sur sarapifere,

Regar dait le sillage et ne daignait rien voir.
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CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

DON JUAN IN HELL

T H E night Don Juan came to pay his fess
To Charon, by the caverned water's shore,
A beggar, proud-eyed as Antisthenes,
Stretched out his knotted fingers on the oar.

Mour nful, with drooping breasts and robes unsewn
The shapes of women swayed in ebon sKies,
Trailing behind him with a restless moan

Like cattle herded for a sacrifice.

Here, grinning for his wage, ssood Sganarelle,
And here Don Luis pointed, bent and dim,

To show the dead who lined the holes of Hell,
This was that impious son who mocked at him.

The hollow-eyed, the chaste Elvira came,
Trembling and veiled to view her traitor spouse
Was it one last bright smile she thought to claim,
Such as made sweet the morning of his vows ?

A great gone man rose like a tower on board,
Stood at the helm and cleft the flood profound :
But the calm hero, leaning on his sword,

Gazed back, and would not offer one look round.

Trandated by
JAMES ELROY FLECKER
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CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

LA BELLE DOROTHEE

LE soleil accable la ville de sa lumiere droite et terrible ;
le sable est eblouissant et la mer miroite. Le monde
stupefie saffasse lachement et fait la seste, une seste
gqui est une espece de mort savoureuse ou le dormeur, a
demi eveille, goute les voluptes de son aneantissement.

Cependant Dorothee, forte et fiere comme le soleil,
Savance dans la rue deserte, seule vivante a cette heure
sous Timmense azur, et faisant sur la lumiere une tache
eclatante et noire.

Elle savance, balan9ant mollement son torse si mince
sur s hanches si larges. Sa robe de soie collante, d'un
ton clair et rose, tranche vivement sur les tenebres de sa
peau et moule exactement sa taille longue, son dos creux
et sa gorge pointue.

Son ombrelle rouge, tamisant la lumiere, projette sur
son visage sombre le fard sanglant de ss reflets.

Le poids de son enorme chevelure presque bleue tire en
arriere sa tete delicate et lui donne un air triomphant et
paresseux. De lourdes pendeloques gazouillent secrete-
ment a $s mignonnes oreilles.

De temps en temps la brise de mer souteve par le coin sa
jupe flottante et montre sajambe luisante et superbe ; et
son pied, pareil aux pieds des dresses de marbre que
I'Europe enferme dans s musdes, imprime fidelement sa
forme sur le sable fin. Car Dorothee et si prodigieuse-
ment coquette, que leplaisir d'etre admireel'emporte chez
elle sur Porgueil de Paffranchie, et, bien qu'elle soit libre,
elle marche sans souliers.

Elle savance ainsi, harmonieusement, heureuse de vivre
et souriant d'un blanc sourire, comme si €elle apercevait
au loin dans I'espace un miroir refldtant sa demarche et sa
beaute.

A I'heure ou les chiens eux-memes gemissent de douleur
sous le soleil qui les mord, quel puissant motif fait done
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CHARLES BAUDELAIRE

THE FAIR DOROTHY

THE sun overwhelms the City with his terrible and direct
light; the sand is dazzling and the sea glitters. The
stupefied world sinks in a cowardly fashion on itself and
has its siesta, a siesta which is a savourous kind of death
where the deeper, half awake, tastes the sensation of his
annihilation.

Nevertheless Dorothy, strong and straight as the sun,
advances in the deserted street, the only living being at
this hour under the immense azure, making a shining and
black shadow on the light. She advances, softly, balancing
her slender chest on her large thighs. Her robe of clinging
silk, clear and rose-coloured, contrasts vividly with the
darkness of her skin, showing the outlines of her long waist,
the hollows in her back and her pointed breasts. Her
red umbrella, lessening the light, projects on her sombre
face the blood red rouge of its reflections. The weight
of her enormous blue-black tresses drawn backward on
her delicate head gives her a triumphant and idle aspect.
Heavy ear-rings twitter secretly from hertiny ears. From
time to time the sea-wind lifts by its corner her floating
skirt and shows her shining and superb legs ; and her feet
like the feet of the marble Goddesses in the European
museums, leave their faithful imprint on thefinesand. For
Dorothy is so prodigiously coquettish that the pleasure
of being admired excites her more than her pride of being
a free woman, and, in spite of the fact that she is free, she
walkswithout slippers.

She advances, harmoniously, in all the joy of life, and
she smiles as if she perceives far in space a mirror reflecting
her bearing and her beauty. At this hour when even the
dogs moan with sorrow under the sun that bites them,
what powerful motive has driven out of doors our idle
Dorothy, fair and cold as bronze ? Why has she left her
little cabin so coquettishly arranged, whose flowers and
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aller ainsi |a paresseuse DorotWe, belle et froide comme le
bronze ?

Pourquoi a-t-elle quitte sa petite case si coquettement
arrangee, dont les fleurs et les nattes font a si peu de frais
un parfait boudoir ; ou elle prend tant de plaisir a se
peigner, afumer, a se faire eventer ou a se regarder dans
le miroir de sss grands eventails de plumes, pendant que
la mer, qui bat la plage a cent pas de la, fait a ss reveries
indecises un puissant et monotone accompagnement, et
gue la marmite de fer, ou. cuit un ragout de crabes au riz
et au saffron, lui envoie, du fond de la cour, ss parfums
excitants?

Peut-etre a-t-elle un rendez-vous avec quelque jeune
officier qui, sur des plages lointaines, a entendu parler par
s camarades de la celebre Dorothee. Infailliblement
elle le priera, la simple creature, de lui decrire le bal de
I'Opera, et lui demandera si on peut y aller pieds nus,
comme aux dances du dimanche, oh. les vieilles Cafrines
ellesmemes deviennent ivres et furieuses dejoie; et puis
encore s les belles dames de Paris sont toutes plus belles
qu'elle.

Dorothee est admiree et choyee de tous, et elle serait
parfaitement heureuse si elle n'eait obligee dentasser
piastre sur piastre pour racheter sa petite sceur qui a bien
onze ans, et qui et deja mure, et si belle! Elle reussira
sans doute, la bonne Dorothee ; |e maitre de |'enfant est
si avare, trop avare pour comprendre une autre beauti
gue celle des ecus !
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mats make at so little cost so perfect a boudoir ; where
she takes such pleasure in combing her hair, in smoking,
inhaving herself fanned, orinregarding herself inthemirror
of her great feathered fans, while the sea, which beats on
the shore and which she adores, makes so powerful and so
monotonous an accompaniment to her vague reveries,
while the iron fleshpot where a ragout of crabs and rice
and saffron is being cooked, sends forth to her, from the
end of the court, its exciting perfume ?

Perhaps she has an assignation with some young officer,
who, on far-off shores, has heard his friends speak of the
famous Dorothy. Infallibly she will implore him, the
simple creature, to describe the balls at the opera, and
she will ask him whether she could go there with naked
feet, just as she goes to the Sunday dances, where the old
Kaffir women become intoxicated and furious with joy ;
and then if the beautiful women of Paris are more beautiful
than she is.

Dorothy is admired and cherished by everyone, and she
would be perfectly happy, were she not obliged to heap up
piastre on piastre, in order to ransom her little sister who
isjust on eleven, and who is already so ripe, and so lovely !
She will no doubt succeed, the good Dorothy ; the master
of the child is so miserly, much too miserly to understand
any other beauty than that of half-crown pieces !

Trandated by
A.SYMONS
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COMTE DE LAUTRfiAMONT
1846-1870

de LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR
(Fin du premier Chant)

LE frere de la sangsue marchait a pas lents dans la foret
Il sarrete a plusieurs reprises, en ouvrant la bouche pour
parler. Mais, chaque fois sa gorge se resserre, et refoule
en arriere Peffort avorte. Enfin, il secrie: " Homme,
lorsque tu rencontres un chien mort retourne, gppuye’ contre
une ecluse qui Pempeche de partir, n'aille pas, comme les
autres, prendre avec ta main, les vers qui sortent de son
ventre gonfle, les consideVer avec etonnement, ouvrir un
couteau, puis en depecer un grand nombre, en te disant
que, toi aussi, tu ne seras pas plus que ce chien. Quel
mystere cherches-tu ? Ni moi, ni les quatre pattes-nageoires
de Pours marin de Pocean Boreal, n‘avons pu trouver le
probleme de la vie. Prends garde, la nuit sapproche, et
tuesladepuisle matin. Quediratafamille, avec ta petite
soeur, de te voir si tard arriver ? Lave tes mains, reprends
la route qui vaou tu dors... Quel est cet etre, la-bas, a
I'horizon, et qui ose approcher de moi, sans peur, a sauts
obliques et tourmentes ; et quelle mgese’, melee d'une
douceur sereine ! Son regard, quoique doux, est profond.
Ses paupieres enormes jouent avec la brise, et paraissent
vivre. |l m'estinconnu. En fixant $s yeux monstrueux,
mon corps tremble ; c'est la premiere fois, depuis quej'ai
suce les seches mamelles de ce qu'on appelle une mere.
Il'y acomme une aureole de lumiere eblouissante autour de
lui. Quand il a parte, tout ses tu dans la nature, et a
eprouve un grand frisson. Puisqu'il te plait deveniramoi,
comme attire" par un aimant,jenem'y opposerai pas. Qu'il
est beau ! Qa me fait de la peine de le dire. Tu dois etre
puissant; car, tu as une figure plus qu'humaine, triste
comme Punivers, belle comme le suicide. Je t'abhorre
autant que je le peux ; et je prefere voir un serpent,
entrelace® autour de mon cou depuis le commencement des
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COMTE DE LAUTREAMONT

From THE SONG OF MALDOROR

THE Leech's brother walked slowly in the forest. He
stopped often, opening his mouth to speak. But each time
his throat tightened and pushed back the abortive effort.
Finally he cried out : " Men, when you meet a dead dog
with its legs in the air, stopped by a dam which prevents
its progress, do not like others take the worms which issue
from its swollen belly in your hand, regard them with
astonishment, open a knife and cut up a great many and
say to yourself that you too will be no more than that dog.
What mystery do you seek ? Neither myself, nor the four
webbed paws of the walrus of northern seas have resolved
the problem of life. Beware, night approaches and you
have been out since morning. What will your family say,
and your little sister, seeing you return so late? Wash
your hands, and continue the road that leads to your
sleeping place. What is that being in the distance, on the
horizon, who dares approach me without fear, with tor-
mented oblique leapings, and what majesty mingles with
his serene calm ! His gaze though soft is penetrating. His
huge lids flutter on the breeze, and seem to live. He is
unknown to me. Staring at his monstrous eyes, my body
trembles for the first time since | sucked the dried-up
breasts of what is called a mother. It is as though an
aureole of dazzling light was about him. When he has
spoken, all is silent throughout Nature, deeply thrilled.
Because it pleases you to come to me, as though drawn by a
magnet, | do not object. How handsome he is ! It hurts
me to say it. Y ou must be powerful, for your countenance
is more than human, sad as the universe, beautiful as
suicide. | detest you as much as | am able ; and | would
rather see a serpent wreathed about my neck since the birth
of time, than not s your eyes. . . . What! . . . It's you,
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secles, que non pas tes yeux... Comment!... C'est toi,
crapaud !... gros crapaud !... infer tune crapaud !. Par-
donne !... pardonne!... Queviens-tufaire sur cette terre ou
sont les maudits ? Mais, qu'as-tu done fait de tes pustules
visqueuses et fiitides, pour avoir Fair si doux ? Quand tu
descendis d'en haut, par un ordre superieur, avec la mission
de consoler les diverses races d'etres existants, tu t'abattis
sur laterre, avec larapidite* dumilan, les ailes nonfatiguees
de cette longue, magnifique course ; je te vis! Pauvre
crapaud ! Comme alors je pensais a Finfini, en meme
temps qu'a ma fablesse. " Un de plus qui est supeVieur a
ceux de laterre, me disaisje : cela, par lavolonte* divine.
M oi, pourquoi pas aussi ? A quoi bon Pinjustice, dans les
decrets supremes ? Est-il insensd, le Createur ; cependant
le plus fort, dont la colere est terrible ! Depuis que tu
m'es apparu, monarque des etangs et des marecages !
couvert d'une gloire qui n'appartient qu'a Dieu, tum'asen
partie console; mais, ma raison chancelante sabime
devant tant de grandeur ! Qui est-tu done ? Reste... oh !
reste encore sur cette terre ! Replie tes blanches ailes, et
ne regarde pas en haut, avec des paupieres inquietes...
Si tu pars, partons ensemble! " Le crapaud sSassit sur
les cuisses de derriere (qui ressemblent tant a celles de
Phomme!) et, pendant que les limaces, les cloportes et
les limacons senfuyaient a la vue de leur ennemi mortel,
prit la parole en ces termes: " Maldoror, ecoute-moi.
Remarque mafigure, calme comme un miroir, etje crois
avoir une intelligence egale a la tienne. Un jour, tu
m'appelas le soutien de ta vie. Depuis lors, je n'ai pas
dementi la confiance que tu nVavaisvoufe. Jenesuisqu'un
simple habitant des roseaux, €est vrai; mais, grace a ton
propre contact, ne prenant que ce qu'il y avait de beau en
toi, ma raison sest agrandie, et je puis te parler. Je suis
venu vers toi, afin de te retirer de Fabime. Ceux qui
s'intitulent tes amis te regardent, frappes de consternation,
chaque fois gu'ils te rencontrent, pale et voute, dans les
theatres, dans les places publiques, dans les eglises, ou
pressant, de deux cuisses nerveuses, ce cheval qui ne galope
gue pendant lanuit, tandis qu'il porte son maitre-fantome,
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toad ... fat toad ! . . . unfortunate toad ! . .. Forgive me !
... forgive me! ... What brings you on this earth in-
habited by the damned ? And what have you done with
your viscous and fetid pustules, to seem so sweet ?

When, by supreme command, you came from on high
with the mission to console the divers races of existent
beings, you swooped on the earth with the speed of a kite,
your wings still fresh after the long magnificent journey ; |
saw you ! Poor toad ! As then, | was thinking of the
infinite, as aso of my weskness. " One more who is
superior to those of the earth,” | said to myself, " by
divine ordination. Why not me too? What good does
injustice serve in the divine decrees ? |s the Creator mad,
though he is the strongest and his anger terrible ! "

" Since you appeared to me, monarch of lakes and
marshes, covered with a glory which pertains only to God,
you have in part consoled me : but my staggering reason
collapses before so much grandeur ! Who are you, then ?
Stay . . . Oh, stay yet upon this earth ! Fold your white
wings and do not look on high with anxious eyelids. . . .
Ifyou go,let us go together ! " The toad sank back on his
hind thighs (which so much resemble those of man) and
while the dugs, woodlice, and snails fled the sight of their
mortal enemy, began to speak in thesewords : " Maldoror,
listen to me. Observe my face, calm as amirror. | think
| have an intelligence equal to your own. One day, you
called me the prop of your existence. Since then | have not
betrayed the confidence you reposed in me. It is true |
am but a humble dweller in reeds, but thanks to your
contact, and by taking only what wasfinein you, my reason
expanded, and | can talk with you. | have come to save
you from the abyss. They who call themselves your
friends look at you and are struck with consternation each
time they meet you, pallid and bent, whether in theatres,
in public places, in churches, or clasping with two nervous
thighs that horse which only gallops at night carrying his
phantom master wrapped in a long black cloak. Give
up these thoughts which make your heart an empty desert:
they burn more than fire. Y our spiritis so sick that you do
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enveloppe dans un long manteau noir. Abandonne ces
pensees, qui rendent ton coeur vide comme un desert;
elles sont plus brulantes que le feu. Ton esprit est tellement
malade que tu ne t'en apergois pas, et que tu crois etre
dans ton naturel chague fois qu'il sort de ta bouche des
paroles insensees, quoique pleines d'une infernalegrandeur.
Malheureux ! qu'as-tu dit depuis lejour de ta naissance ?
O triste reste d'une intelligence immortelle, que Dieu avait
cree avec tant d'amour ! Tu n'as engendre que des male-
dictions, plus affreuses que la vue de pantheres affamees !
Moi, je prefererais avoir les paupieres collees, mon corps
manquant dejambes et de bras, avoir assassne un homme,
que ne pas etre toi ! Parce queje te hais. Pourquoi avoir
ce caractere qui m'etonne ? De quel droit viens-tu sur
cette terre, pour tourner en decision ceux qui Phabitent,
epave pourrie, ballottee par le scepticisme? Si tu net'y
plais pas, il faut retourner dans les spheres d'ou tu viens.
Un habitant des cites ne doit pas resider dans les villages,
pareil a un etranger. Nous savons que, dans les epaces, il
existe des spheres plus spacieuses que la notre, et dont les
esprits ont une intelligence que nous ne pouvons meme pas
concevoir. Ehbien, va-t-en !... retire-toi de cesol mobile!...
montre enfin ton essence divine, que tu as cached jusqu’
ici ; e, leplustot possible, dirige ton vol ascendant vers ta
sphere, que nous n'envions pas, orgueilleux que tues! car,
j€e ne suis pas parvenu a reconnaitre si tu es un homme ou
plus qu'un homme ! Adieu done ; n'espere plus retrouver
le crapaud sur ton passage. Tu as 6t6 la cause de ma mort.
Moi, je pars pour I'eternite’ ; afin d'implorer ton pardon! "
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not even perceive it, and you think you are yourself when-
ever words, mad though of infernal grandeur, issue from
your lips. Wretch I What have you said since the day that
gave you birth? O miserable remnant of an immortal
intelligence, created with such love by God. Y ou have but
given birthto cursesmore frightful than the sight of starving
panthers ! For myself, 1 would rather have my eyelids
stuck together, my body without legs and arms, or have
murdered a man, than not be you ! For | hate you. Why
have you this character which astonishes me ? By what
right do you come upon this earth, to turn into derision
those that inhabit this rotten wreck, tossed on scepticism's
waves. ... Ifyou do not like it there, you should return to
the spheres whence you came. A dweller in cities should
not, like a stranger, live in villages. We know that in
infinity, other spheres exist more spacious than our own,
whose spirits have an intellect of which we cannot even
conceive. Well, go!...Withdraw from this moving
earth ! . . . Reveal at last your divine essence, hidden till
now, and as soon as may be direct your rising flight towards
your sphere, which we do not envy you, proud as you are !
For | have not yet managed to discover whether you be
man or more than man ! Good-bye, then : do not hope to
find the toad again upon your path. Y ou have been the
cause of my death. I, | leave for eternity that | may
implore forgiveness for you."

Trandated b
JOHN RODKE
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CHARLES CROS
1842-1888

LE HARENG SAUR

IL etait un grand mur blanc — nu, nu, nu,
Contre le mur une echelle — haute, haute, haute,
Et, par terre, un hareng saur — SeC, S&C, SC.

Il vient, tenant dans les mains — sales, sales, sales,
Un marteau lourd, un grand clou — pointu, pointu, pointu
Un peloton de ficelle — gros, gros, gros.

Alors il monteal' echdle — haute, haute, haute,
Et plante le clou pointu — toc, toc, toc,
Tout en haut du grand mur blanc — nu, nu, nu.

Il laise aller le marteau — qui tombe, qui tombe, qui
tombe,

Attache au clou la ficelle — longue, longue, longue,

Et, au bout, le hareng saur — sec, sec, <.

Il redescend |'chelle — haute, haute, haute,
L'emporte avec le marteau — lourd, lourd, lourd,
Et puis, il sen va ailleurs — loin, loin, loin.

Et, depuis, le hareng saur, — sC, €, <,
Au bout de cette ficelle — longue, longue, longue,
Treslentement se balance — toujours, toujours, toujours.

J'ai compost cette histoire — simple, simple, simple,

Pour mettre en fureur les gens — graves, graves, graves,
Et amuser les enfants — petits, petits, petits.
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CHARLES CROS

THE SMOKED HERRING

T HERE was a great whitewall—bare, bare, bare,
Against the wall a ladder—high, high, high,
And, on the ground, a smoked herring—dry, dry, dry,

He comes, bearing in his hands—so dirty, dirty, dirty,
A heavy hammer, a great nail—sharp, sharp, sharp,
A ball of ¢ring—so big, big, big.

Then he climbs the ladder—high, high, high,
And drives the pointed nail—toc, toc, toc,
Into the top of the great white wall—bare, bare, bare.

He lets the hammer go—it falls, falls, falls,
Ties to the nail the string—so long, long, long,
And, to the end, the smoked herring—dry, dry, dry.

He dexends the ladder—so high, high, high,

Carriesit away, with the hammer—so heavy, heavy, heavy,

And sohegoesaway—far, far, far.

And ever since the smoked herring—dry, dry, dry,
At the end of the string—so long, long, long,
Very dowly swings—for ever, ever, ever.

I have made up this little tale—so simple, simple, simple,

Just to enrage people—so grave, grave, grave,
And to amuse children—so small, small, small.

Translated by
A. L. LLOYD
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PAUL VERLAINE

1844-1896

COLOMBINE

LEANDRE le sot
Pierrot qui d'un saut
De puce
Franchit le buisson,
Cassandre sous son
Capuce,

Arlequinaussi,

Cet aigrefin si
Fantasque,

Aux costumes fous

Ses yeux luisants sous
Son masque,

— Do, mi, sol, mi, fa, —
Tout ce monde va,
Rit, chante
Et danse devant
Une belle enfant
M echante

Dont les yeux pervers
Comme les yeux verts
Des chattes
Gardent ss appas
Et disent: " A bas

Les pattes ! "

— Eux ilsvont toujours ! —

Fatidique cours
Des astres,
Oh! dis-moi vers quels
Mornes ou cruels
Desastres
28



PAUL VERLAINE

COLOMBINE

T H E foolish Leander
Cape-covered Cassander
And which

Is Pierrot ? 'tis he

With the hop of a flea
Leaps the ditch ;

And Harlequin who

Rehearses anew

His sly task,

Wi ith his dress that's a wonder,
A nd eyes shining under

His mask ;

Mi, sol, mi, fa, do !

How gaily they go,

And they sing

And they laugh and they twirl
Round the feet of a girl

Like the Spring,

Whose eyes are as green

As acat's are, and keen
Asitsclaws,

And her eyeswithout frown
Bid all newcomers: Down
With your paws !

On they go with the force
Of the stars in their course,
And the speed :

O tell me toward what
Disaster unthought,
Without heed
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L'implacable enfant,
Preste et relevant
Ses jupes
Larose au chapeau,
Conduit son troupeau
De dupes !
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The implacable fair

A rosin her hair,

Holding up

Her skirts as sheruns

L eads this dance of the dunce
And thedupe?

Trandlated by
A. SYMONS
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PAUL VERLAINE

COLLOQUE SENTIMENTALE

DANS levieux pare solitaire et glace
Deux formes ont tout a I'heure passe.

Leurs yeux sont morts et leurs levres sont molles,
Et I'on entend a peine leurs paroles.

Dans le vieux pare solitaire et glace
Deux spectres ont evoque le passe.

— Te souviens-tu de notre extase ancienne ?
— Pourquoi voulez-vous done qu'il m'en souvienne ?

— Ton coeur bat-il toujours a mon seul nom ?
Toujours vois-tu mon ame en reve ? — Non.

— Ah'! les beaux jours de bonheur indicible
Ou nousjoignions nos bouches | — G'est possible.

— Qu'il etait beau le ciel, et grand, Tespoir !
— L'espoir afui, vaincu, versle ciel noir.

Tels ils marchaient dans les avoines folles,
Et la nuit seule entendit leurs paroles.
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PAUL VERLAINE

COLLOQUE SENTIMENTALE

IN the old park, solitary and vast,
Over the frozen ground two forms once passed.

Their lips were languid and their eyes were dead,
And hardly could be heard the words they said.

In the old park, solitary and vast,
Two ghosts once met to summon up the past.

—Do you remember our old ecstasy ?
—Why would you bring it back again to me ?

—Do you still dream as you dreamed long ago ?
Does your heart beat to my heart's beating ?—No.

—Ah, those old days, what joys have those days seen
When your lips met my lips ! —It may have been.

—How blue the sky was, and our hope how light !
—Hope has flown helpless back into the night.

They walked through weeds withered and grasses dead
And only the night heard the words they said.

Trandated by
A. SYMONS



PAUL VERLAINE

BEAUTE DES FEMMES LEUR FAIBLESSE..

BEAUTEdes femmes, leur faiblesse, et ces mains pales
Qui font souvent le bien et peuvent tout le mal,

Et ces yeux, ou plus rien ne reste d'animal

Quejuste asxz pour dire : " assez " aux fureurs males,

Et toujours, maternelle endormeuse des rales,
Meme quand elle ment, cettevoix ! Matinal
Appel, ou chant bien doux a vepre, ou fraissignal,
Ou beau sanglot qui va mourir au pli des chales !...

Hommes durs! Vie atroce et laide d'ici-bas !
Ah ! que du moins, loin des baisers et des combats,
Quelque chose demeure un peu sur la montagne,

Quelque chose du cceur enfantin et subtil,

Bonte, respect ! Car qu'est-ce qui nous accompagne,
Et vraiment, quand la mort viendra, que reste-t-ii ?
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PAUL VERLAINE

WOMEN'SLOVELINESS

WOMEN'S loveliness, their frailty, and those pale hands
Which often bless, and can perform all evil things,

And those eyes, where no more the animal belongs
Except to say : " No more " to furious male demands.

And (even when it lies), that voice's maternal sound
Charming our agony with degp ! Awakenings

Of morning, or clear bell, or low, soft vesper-songs,

Or noble sorrowings that in a shawl's folds are drowned.

O cruel men ! O life, how pitiless, how drear !
O, far, far away from anger and desire
M ay some small thing still linger on the mountainside,

Something of our heart, its early delicacy,

Reverence, goodness ! For how are we accompanied,

And what, in truth, remains, when death has come our
way?

Trandated b
JAMES KIRKU
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PAUL VERLAINE

SONNET

ET|j'ai revu Tenfant unique : il m'a semble

Que s'ouvrait dans mon cceur la derniere blessure,
Celle dont la douleur plus exquise m'assure
D'une mort desirable en unjour console.

La bonne fleche aigue et sa fraicheur qui dure !

En ces instants choisis €lles ont eVeilte,

Les reves un peu lourds du scrupule ennuye,

Et tout mon sang chretien chanta la Chanson pure.

Jentends encor, je vois encor. Loi du devoir
Si douce ! Enfinje sas ce qu'est entendre et voir,
Jentends, je vois toujours ! Voix des bonnes pensess,

Innocence, avenir ! Sage et silencieux,

Queje vais vous aimer, VOusS un instant presses,
Belles petites mains qui fermerez nos yeux !
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PAUL VERLAINE

SONNET

AND I have seen again the marvellous child : it seemed
Then opened in my heart the last wound of my grief,
That whose more tender pain assures me in belief

Of a dear death on some fair day that faith has dreamed.

The patient, pointed spire, and its firm, fresh relief!
In these rare, chosen moments they in me reclaimed
The heavy-lidded dreams of scruple dull and tamed,
And all my Christian blood sang the pure song made chief.

| hear again, | s again. Law of conformity
So sweet | At last | know what means to hear and seg,
| hear, | see, always ! Voice of dear thoughts at rest,

Innocence, future goodness ! Silent, meek and wise,
How | shall love you now, O you a moment pressed,
Beautiful little hands, hands that will close our eyes !

Trandated by
VERNON WATKINS
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD
1854-1891

LE COEUR VOLE

M ON triste cceur bave ala poupe,
M on cceur couvert de caporal :
IIsy lancent desjets de soupe,

M on triste cceur bave ala poupe :
Sous les quolibets de la troupe
Qui pousse un rire general,

M on triste cceur bave ala poupe,
M on coeur couvert de caporal !

Ithyphalliques et pioupiesques,
Leurs quolibets Font deprave" !
Augouvernail onvoit desfresques
Ithyphalliques et pioupiesgues.

O flots abracadabrantesques,
Prenez mon coeur, qu'il soit lave:
Ithyphalliques et pioupiesques
Leurs quolibets I'ont deprave!

Quand ils auront tari leurs chiques
Comment agir, 0 coeur vote ?

Ce seront des hoquets bachiques
Quand ils auront tari leurs chiques,
Jaurai des sursauts stomachiques,
M oi, si mon cceur est ravate :
Quand ils auront tari leurs chiques
Comment agir, o cceur vote ?
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

THE  STOLEN  HEART

MY sad heart drivels at the poop,

My heart that's overlaid with shag ;
They spatter it with squirts of soup,
My sad heart drivels at the poop,
Under the gibes of the whole troop
That howls with laughter at each wag,
My sad heart drivels at the poop,

My heart that's overlaid with shag.

The sturdy-tooled footslogging chaps,
Their gibes have made it turn obscene.
The rudder's carved with witty scraps
By sturdy-tooled, footslogging chaps.
O waves, you mystical claptraps,

Seize on my heart and wash it clean.
The sturdy-tooled, footslogging chaps,
Their gibes have made it turn obscene.

When they have chewed up all their quid,
What to do then, O stolen heart ?

The bacchic belches fly unhid

When they have chewed up all their quid.
My stomach queasily shall skid

If they take you for counterpart :

When they have chewed up all their quid,
What to do then, O stolen heart ?

Trandlated by
NORMAN CAMERON
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

LES CHERCHEUSES DE POUX

QUAND lefront de Fenfant, plein de rouges tourmentes
Implore I'essaim blanc des reves indistincts,

Il vient pres de son lit deux grandes soeurs charmantes
Avec de freles doigts aux ongles argentins.

Elles asseoient |'enfant aupres d'une croisee

Grande ouverte ou Fair bleu baigne un fouillis de fleurs
Et, dans ss lourds cheveux ou tombe la rosee,
Promenent leurs doigts fins, terribles et charmeurs.

Il ecoute chanter leurs haleines craintives
Qui fleure de longs miels vegetaux et roses

Et qu'interrompt parfois un sifHement, salives
Reprises sur la levre ou desir de baisers.

Il entend leurs cils noirs battant sous les silences
Parfumes ; et leurs doigts electriques et doux
Font crepiter, parmi s grises indolences,

Sous leurs ongles royaux la mort des petits poux.

Voila. que monte en lui le vin de |a Paresse,
Soupir d'harmonica qui pourrait delirer :
L'enfant se sent, selon la lenteur des caresses,
Sourdre et mourir sans cese un desir de pleurer.
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

THE LOUSE-CATCHERS

WHEN the child's brow, with torment flushing red,
Implores white dreams to shed their hazy veils,
Two sders, tall and fair, approach his bed

Whose fingers glint with silver-pointed nails.

They seat him by a window, where the blue

Air bathes a sheaf of flowers: with rhythms calm,
Into his heavy hair where fals the dew,

Prowl their long fingersterrible in charm.

He hears their breathing whistle in long sghs
Flowering with ghostly pollen ; and the hiss
Of spittle on the lips withdrawn, where dies
From time to time the fancy of a kiss.

Brushing cool cheeks their feathered lashes flick
The perfumed slences : through drifting veils
He hears their soft electric fingers click
The death of tiny lice with regal nails.

Drowned in the deep wines of forgetfulness,
Delirious harmonies his spirit hears

And to the rhythm of their slow caress
Wavers and pauses on the verge of tears.

Trandated by
ROY CAMPBELL
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

VOYELLES

A NOIR, E blanc, | rouge, U vert, O bleu, voyelles
Je dirai quelque jour vos naissances latentes

A, noir corset velu des mouches eclatantes

Qui bombillent autour des puanteurs cruelles,

Golfe d'ombre ; E, candeur des vapeurs et des tentes,
Lance des glaciers fiers, rois blancs, frissons d'ombelle
| pourpres, sang crache, rire des levres belles

Dans la colere ou les ivresses penitentes ;

U, cycles, vibrements divins des mers virides,
Paix des patis semes d'animaux, paix des rides
Que I'alchimie imprime aux grands fronts studieux ;

O, supreme clairon plein de strideurs etranges,

Silences traverses des Mondes et des Anges ;
— O1'Omega, rayon violet de Ses Yeux !
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

VOYELS

A BLACK, E white, | red, U green, O blue—I'll tell
One day, you voyels how you came to be and whence.
A, black, the glittering of flies that form a dense,
Velvety corset round some foul and cruel smell,

Gulf of dark shadow ; E, the glacier's insolence,
Steams, tents, white kings, the quiver of a flowery bell ;
I, crimsons, blood expectorated, laughs that well
From lovely lips in wrath or drunken penitence ;

U, cycles, the divine vibrations of the seas,
Peace of herb-dotted pastures or the wrinkled ease
That alchemy imprints upon the scholar's brow ;

O, the last trumpet, loud with strangely strident brass
The silences through which the words and angels pass :
O stands for Omega, His Eyes' deep violet glow !

Trandated by
NORMAN CAMERON
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

LE BATEAU IVRE

COM M Eje descendais des Fleuves impassibles,

Je ne me sentis plus guide par les haleurs :

Des Peaux-rouges criards les avaient pris pour cibles,
Les ayant cloues nus aux poteaux de couleurs.

Jetais insoucieux de tous les Equipages,

Porteur de bles flamands ou de cotons anglais.
Quand avec mes haleurs ont fini ces tapages,
Les Fleuves m'ont lase' descendre ouje voulais

Dans les clapotements furieux des marges,

Moi, l'autre hiver, plus sourd que les cerveaux d'enfants,
Je courus ! et les Peninsules demarches

N'ont pas subi tohu-bohus plus triomphants.

La tempete a beni mes eveils maritimes.
Plusteger qu'un bouchonj'ai dansg’ sur les flots
Qu'on appelle rouleurs eternels de vie times,
Dix nuits, sans regretter |'ceil niais des falots.

Plus douce qu'aux enfants la chair des pommes sures,
L'eau verte pe'netra ma coque de sapin

Et des taches de vins bleus et des vomissures

Me lava, dispersant gouvernail et grappin.

Et, des lors, je me suis baigne dans le Poeme
De la Mer, infuse d'astres, et lactescent,
Devorant les azurs verts, oil, flottaison bleme
Et ravie, un noye pensif parfois descend ;

Ou, teignant tout a coup les bleuites, delires
Et rythmes lents sous les rutilements dujour,
Plus fortes que |'alcool, plus vastes que nos lyres,
Fermentent les rousseurs ameres de Pamour !
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

THE DRUNKEN BOAT

AS down the wide indifferent streams | went
No more | felt the haulers guiding ropes,

For targets screeching redskins having seized
My crew nailed naked to the glaring stakes.

But | was cardless still of all such crews,
Porter of Flemish corn or English cloth.
And, with the haulers' noisy outcries done
The rivers let me drift down where | would.

Down through the furious splashing of the tides
Last winter, deafer | than children's brains,
Raced on ! And the peninsulas unmoored
Tossed, tumbled less triumphantly than |.

My sea awakenings by the storm were blessed.
Light as a cork | danced across the waves,
Th'eternal corpse rollers though they are called,
Nor cared, ten nights, for stupid lanthorns eyes.

Sweeter than children find sour apples' flesh,
Green water penetrated my pine hull,

And from blue stains of wine and vomiting
Washed clean, rudder and anchor swept away.

And I, since then, have in the poem bathed
Of star infused and milky glowing sees
Devouring th'azure green, where flotsam pale
And rapturous, pensive corpses sometimes fall,

Where, tinting the blue shades, delirium,

Slow rhythms in theflashing glare of day,
Stronger than wine and vaster than your lyres,
Ferment the rusted bitterness of love.
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Je sais les cieux crevant en Eclairs, et les trombes
Et les ressacs et les courants ; je sais le soir,
L'Aube exaltee ainsi qu'un peuple de colombes,
Etj'ai vu quelquefois ce que Phomme a cru voir.

J'ai vu le soleil bas tache d'horreurs mystiques
[1Tuminant de longsfigementsviolets,

Pareils a des acteurs de drames tres antiques,
Les flots roulant au loin leurs frissons de volets.

J'ai reve la nuit verte aux neiges eblouies,

Baiser montant aux yeux des mers avec lenteurs,
La circulation des saves inouies,

Et Peveil jaune et bleu des phosphores chanteurs !

J'ai suivi, des mois pleins, pareille aux vacheries
Hysteriques, la houle a I'assaut des recifs,

Sans songer que les pieds lumineux des Maries
Pussent forcer le muffle aux Oceans poussifs.

J'ai heurte, savez-vous ? d'incroyables Florides

Melant aux fleurs des yeux de pantheres a peaux
D'hommes ! Des arcs-en-ciel tendus comme des brides.
Sous I'horizon des mers, a de glaugues troupeaux.

J'ai vu fermenter les marais, enormes nases
Ou pourrit dans lesjoncs tout un Leviathan !
Des ecroulements d'eaux au milieu des bonaces
Et les loin tains vers les gouffres cataractant !

Glaciers, soleiis d'argent, flots nacreux, cieux de braises,
Echouages hideux au fond des golfes bruns

Ou les serpents grants devores des punaises

Choient, des arbres tordus, avec de noirs parfums !

Jaurais voulu montrer aux enfants ces dorades
Du flot bleu, ces poissons d'or, ces poissons chantants
Des ecumes de fleurs ont beni mes derades,
Et d'ineffables vents m'ont aile par instants.
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| know skies burst in lightning, waterspouts

And surfs and currents ; | the evening know,
And white dove populace exalted dawn ;

Have sometimes seen what men believed they saw.

Seen the low sun with mystic horrors stained,
[lluminating the long violet clots ;

Like actors of most ancient tragedies

The distant waves their flickering shutters rol .

| dreamed through the green night of dazzling snows,
Kisses that slowly mount to the seds eyes,

The circulation of unheard-of saps,

And singing phosphors' blue and yellow wake.

Whole months | followed, like a herd of cows,
Hysteric, the assault of surf on reef,

Nor thought to see the Mary's glowing feet
Trample the ocean's puffing, panting snout.

I, do you know, touched unthought Floridas,
Whereflowersare mixed with panthers' eyes, the skins
Of men with rainbows, bridlewise outstretched
Beneath sea horizons to glaucous herds.

Marshes | saw ferment, enormous traps,
Where, whole, Leviathans rot in the reeds ;
Down-crashing waters in the tepid air,
The distances in cataract to th'abyss.

Snows, perlous waves, suns silver, embered skies,
A nd hideous strandings far in the brown gulfs,
Where giant serpents, eaten up with lice,

Fall from the twisted trees amid black scents.

| would have shown the children these dorades
Of the blue waves, fish golden, singing fish.

A foam of flowers blessed my wayward drift,
Sometimes | winged down with winds ineffable.
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Parfois, martyr lasse des poles et des zones,

La mer, dont le sanglot faisait mon roulis doux,

Montait vers moi s fleurs d'ombre aux ventousesjaunes
Et je restais ainsi qu'une femme a genoux...

Presqu'ile, ballottant sur mes bords les querelles

Et les fientes d'oiseaux clabaudeurs aux yeux blonds,
Et je voguais, lorsqu'a travers mes liens freles

Des noyes descendaient dormir, a reculons...

Or moi, bateau perdu sous les cheveux des anses,
Jete par I'ouragan dans |'ther sans oiseau,

M oi dont les Monitors et les voiliers des Hanses
N'auraient pas repeche la carcasse ivre d'eau ;

Libre, fumant, monte de brumes violettes,

M oi qui trouais le ciel rougeoyant comme un mur
Qui porte, confiture exquise aux bons pontes,

Des lichens de soleil et des morves d'azur ;

Qui courais tache de lunules electriques,

Planche folle, escorte’ des hippocampes noirs,

Quand lesjuillets faisaient crouler a coups de triques
Les cieux ultramarins aux ardents entonnoirs ;

M oi qui tremblais, sentant geindre a cinquante lieues
Le rut des Behemots et des Maelstroms epais,

Fileur eternel desimmobility bleues,

Je regrette I'Europe aux anciens parapets !

J'ai vu des archipels sidéraux ! et desiles

Dont les cieux ddlirants sont ouverts au vogueur :
Est-ce en ces nuits sans fond que tu dors et t'exiles,
Million d'oiseaux d'or, o future Vigueur ?

Mais, vrai,j'ai trop pleure. Les Aubes sont havrantes.

Toute lune est atroce et tout soleil amer !

L'acre amour m'a gonfte de torpeurs enivrantes.

O! gquemaaquilledelate! O, quej'aille alamer !
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At times, tired martyr of the poles and zones,

The sea, whose sobbing soothed the pitch and roll,
Lifted, shades, yellow suckered flowersto me ;
There, like a kneeling woman | remained.

Peninsula tossing on my flanks the quarrels

And dung of clattering birds with their pale eyes ;
Cadt off again, when through my fragile bonds
Drowned men with backward motion sank to deep.

But I, lost boat beneath the hair of creeks,
Or thrown by tempests through the birdless void,
| whom the Monitors and the Hanse sails
Woulfl not have salved, a carcase drunk with sea

Free, smoking, ridden by the violet mists,
| who pierced like awall the reddening sky,
Which bears good poets an exquisitejam,
The lichens of the sun, and azure dimes ;

Who hastened, with electric lunules streaked,
Free plank, escorted by black hippocamps,
When the Julys smashed in with swinging clubs
Ultramarine and ardent whirlpool skies,

| shivering felt, thudding for fifty leagues,
Behemoths and the Magelstroms thick in rut,
Blue immobilities eternal tramp,

| regret Europe's ancient parapets.

| saw star archipeligos, and ides,

Delirious skies to travellers opened wide :

Exiled within those boundless nights degpest thou,
Million of golden birds, O future Strength ?

But, come, I've cried too long. Dawns are too sad,
And moons unbearable, and bitter suns,
Acrid love swelled mewith drunk torpidness.
O, might my hull burst; might | go to sea !
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Si je desire une eau d'Europe, c'est la flache
Noire et froide ou vers le crepuscule embaume"
Un enfant accroupi, plein de tristesses, lache
Un bateau frele comme un papillon de mai.

Je ne puis plus, baigne" de vos langueurs, o lames,
Enlever leur sillage aux porteurs de cotons,

Ni traverser Porgueil des drapeaux et des flammes,
Ni nager sous les yeux horribles des pontons.
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If | ask one of Europe's waters, 'tis

Some cold, black pool, where in the scented dusk
A crouching child, with sadnessfilled, puts of f

A boat as fral as a May butterfly.

| can no longer, by your languor bathed,
Sweep off, O waves, the cotton carriers' wakes.
Nor can | cross the pride of flags and flames,
Nor float beneath the pontoon's monstrous eyes.

Trandlated by
JULIAN BELL and
CHARLES MAURRON

[In this version two words have been altered with the consent
of Julian BelVs Executor, ]
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

APRES LE DELUGE

AUSSITOT quel'idde du Deluge se fut rassise,

Un lievre sarreta dans les sainfoins et les clochettes
mouvantes, et dit sa priere a l'arc-en-ciel, a travers la toile
d'araignee.

Oh ! les pierres precieuses qui se cachaient, — les fleurs
qui regardaient deja.

Dans la grande rue sale, les etals se dresserent, et Ton
tira les barques vers la mer etagee la-haut comme sur les
gravures.

Le sang coula, chez Barbe-Bleue, — aux abattoirs, dans
les cirques, ou le sceau de Dieu blemit les fenetres. Le sang
et le lait coulerent.

Les castors batirent. Les " mazagrans" fumerent dans
les estaminets.

Dans la grande maison de vitres encore ruisselantes, les
enfants en deuil regarderent les merveilleuses images.

Une porte claqua ; et, sur la place du hameau, Tenfant
tourna s bras, compris des girouettes et des cogs des
clochers de partout, sous |'eclatante giboulee.

Madame *** etablit un piano dans les Alpes. La messe
et les premieres communions se celebrerent aux cent mille
autels de la cathedrale.

Les caravanes partirent. Et le Splendide-Hotel fut bad
de le chaos de glaces et de nuit du pole.

Depuis lors, la Lune entendit les chacals piaulant par les
deserts de thym, — et les eclogues en sabots grognant dans
le verger. Puis, dans la futaie violette, bourgeonnante,
Eucharie me dit que c'e'tait le printemps.

Sourds, etang; — ecume, roule sur le pont et passe
pardessus les bois ; — draps noirs et orgues, eclairs et
tonnerre, montez et roulez ; — eaux et tristesses, montez et
relevez les deluges.

Car depuis qu'ils se sont dissipes, — oh, les pierres
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ARTHUR RIMBAUD

AFTER THE FLOOD

AS soon as the idea of the Flood was assuaged,

A hare paused among the clover and the moving blue-
bells and said his prayer to therainbow through the spider's
web.

Oh! The precious stones stealing out of sight—the
flowers already peeping.

In the littered main street, stalls were erected ; barks
were hauled toward a sea stacked up yonder as it is in
pictures.

Blood flowed in Bluebeard's house,—in abattoirs, in
arenas where the seal of God blenches the windows. Blood
flowed and milk.

Beavers built. Goblets of coffee steamed in the wineshops.

Inthevast still trickling house of window-panes, children
dressed in mourning looked at marvellous picture-books.

A door slammed ; and in the village square, the child
turned his arms, understood by weather-vanes and cocks
on deeples everywhere, under the flashing shower.

Madame Z set up a piano in the Alps. Masses and first
communions were celebrated at the hundred thousand
altars of the cathedral.

Caravans sat forth. And the Splendide-Hotel was built
amid the polar chaos of ice and night.

Since then the moon has heard jackals whimpering
through the wilderness of thyme and eclogues in wooden
shoes muttering in the orchard. Then, in the violet thicket
bursting into bud, the nymph Eucharis told me it was
spring.

Well up, pond ! Foam, roll above the bridge, engulf the
woods. Black drapes and organs, lightnings and thunder,
swell androll. Watersand melancholies, swell and replenish
the floods.

For since they have abated—oh, the precious stones
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precieuses senfouissant, et les fleurs ouvertes ! — c'est un
ennui ! Et laReine, la Sorciere qui allume sa braise dans
le pot de terre, ne voudrajamais nous raconter ce qu'elle
sait, et que nous ignorons.
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burrowing in the ground, and the open flowers !—things
are so dull ' And the Queen, the Sorceress kindling her
embers in the earthen pot, will never tell us what she knows
and what is hid from us.

Tranglated by
RAMON GUTHRIE



STEPHANE MALLARME
1842-1898

L'APRES-MIDI UUN FAUNE
Eglogue

LE FAUNE
CES nymphes, je les veux perpetuer.
Si clair,
Leur incarnat leger, qu'il voltige dans |'air
Assoupi de sommeils touffus.
Aimai-je unreve?
Mon doute, amas de nuit ancienne, Sacheve
En maint rameau subtil, qui, demeure lesvrais
Bois memes, prouve, helas ! que bien seul je rn‘offrais
Pour triomphe la faute ideale de roses.
Reftechissons...
ou si les femmes dont tu gloses
Figurent un souhait de tes sens fabuleux !
Faune, Pillusion sechappe des yeux bleus
Et froids, comme une source en pleurs, de la plus chaste:
Mais, I'autre tout soupirs, dis-tu qu'elle contraste
Comme brise du jour chaude dans ta toison ?
Que non! par I'immobile et lasse pamoison
Suffoquant de chaleurs le matin frais s'il lutte,
Ne murmure point d'eau que ne verse ma flute
Au bosquet arrose d'accords ; et le seul vent
Hors des deux tuyaux prompt a sexhaler avant
Qu'il disperse le son dans une pluie aride,
Cest, al'horizon pas remue d'une ride,
Levisible et serein souffle artificiel
Del'inspiration, qui regagne le ciel.

O bords siciliens d'un calme marecage

Qu'al'envi de soleils ma vanity saccage,

Tacite sous les fleurs d'etincelles, cONTEZ

" Queje coupais id les creux roseaux domptis

" Par le talent; quand, sur Vor glaugque de lointaines
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STEPHANE MALLARME

L'APRESMIDI  PUN FAUNE

| WOULD immortalize these nymphs : so bright
Their sunlit colouring, so airy light,

It floats like drowsy down. Loved | a dream ?
My doubts, born of oblivious darkness, seem

A subtle tracery of branches grown

The tree's true self—proving that 1 have known,
Thinking it love, the blushing of a rose.

But think. These nymphs, their loveliness . . . suppose
They bodied forth your senses fabulous thirst ?
[llusion ! Which the blue eyes of the first,

As cold and chaste as is the weeping spring,
Beget : the other, sighing, passioning,

Is she the wind, warm in your fleece at noon ?
No ; through this quiet, when a weary swoon
Crushes and chokes the latest faint essay

Of morning, cool against the encroaching day,
There is no murmuring water, save the gush

Of my clear fluted notes ; and in the hush
Blows never a wind, save that which through my reed
Puffs out before the rain of notes can speed
Upon the air, with that calm breath of art
That mounts the unwrinkled zenith visibly,
Where inspiration seeks its native sky.

Y ou fringes of a calm Sicilian lake,

The sun's own mirror which | love to take,
Silent beneath your starry flowers, tell

How here| cut the hollow rushes, well

Tamed by my skill, when on the glaucousgold

Of distant lawnsabout their fountain cold

A living whiteness stirs like a lazy wave ;

And at thefirst slow notes my panpipesgave
Theseflocking swans, these naiads, rather fly

Or dive. Noon burns inert and tawny dry,
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" Verdures dediant lew vigne d desfontaines,

" Ondoie une blancheur animale au repos:

" Et quau prelude lent ou naissent les pipeaux,
" Cevol de cygnes, non ! de naiades se sauve

" Quplonge..."

Inerte, tout brule dans Pheure fauve
Sans marquer par quel art ensemble detala
Trop d'hymen souhaite de qui cherchele la :
Alorsm'eVeillerais-je alaferveur premiere,
Droit et seul, sous un flot antique de lumiere,
Lys ! et Tun de vous tous pour Pingenuite.

Autre gque ce doux rien par leur levre ebruite,
Le baiser, qui tout bas des perfides assure,

Mon sein, vierge de preuve, ateste une morsure
MysteYieuse, due a quelque auguste dent;
Mais, bast! arcane tel elut pour confident
Lejonc vaste et jumeau dont sous Pazur onjoue :
Qui, detournant asoi le trouble de lajoue
Reve, dans un solo long, que nous amusions

La beaute d'alentour par des confusions

Faussss entre elle-meme et notre chant credule ;
Et de faire auss haut que Pamour se module
fivanouir du songe ordinaire de dos

Ou de flanc pur suivis avec mes regards clos,
Une sonore, vaine et monotone ligne.

Tache done, instrument des fuites, 0 maligne
Syrinx, de refleurir aux lacs oil tu m'attends !
Moi, de marumeur fier, je vais parler longtemps
Des dressss ; et par d'idolatres peintures,
A leur ombre enlever encore des ceintures :
Ainsi, quand desraisinsj'ai suce laclarte,
Pour bannir un regret par ma feinte ecarte,
Rieur, j'eleve au ciel dete lagrappe vide
Et, souffiant dans ses peaux lumineuses, avide
D'ivresse, jusqu'au soir je regarde au travers,
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Nor marks how clean that Hymen slipped away
From me who sk in song the real A.

Wake, then, to the first ardour and the sight,

O lonely faun, of the oldfiercewhite light,
With, lilies, one of you for innocence.

Other than their lips' delicate pretence,

The light caress that quiets treacherous lovers,
My breast, | know not how to tell, discovers
The bitten print of some immortal's kiss.

But hush I A mystery so great as this

1 dare not tell, save to my double reed,

Which, sharer of my every joy and need,
Dreams down its cadenced monologues that we
Falsdy confuse the beauties that we se

With the bright palpable shapes our song crestes :
My flute, as loud as passion modulates,

Purges the common dream of flank and breast,
Seen through closed eyes and inwardly caressed,
Of every empty and monotonous line.

Bloom then, O Syrinx, in thy flight malign,
A reed once more beside our trysting-lake.
Proud of my music, let me often make
A song of goddessss and see their rape
Profanely done on many a painted shape.
So when the grape's transparent juice | drain,
I quell regret for pleasures past and feign
A new real grape. For holding towards the sky
The empty skin, | blow it tight and lie
Dream-drunk till evening, eyeingit.
Tell oer

Remembered joys and plump the grape once more-
Between the reeds | saw their bodies gleam
Who cool no mortal fever in the stream
Crying to the woods the rage of their desire :
And their bright hair went down injewelled fire
Where crystal broke and dazzed shudderingly.
| check my swift pursuit; for see where lig,
Bruised, being twinsin love, by languor swest,
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O nymphes, regonflons des SOUVENIRS divers.

" Mon cell, trouant lesjones, dardait chaqueencolure
" Immortelle, qui noteen Vondesa brdlure

" Avec un cri derageau del delafor St;

" Etlesplendide bain de cheveux disparait

" Danslesclarieset lesfrissons, opierreries!

" J'accours; quand, amespieds, s entrejoignent (meurtries
" Delalangueur goutee a ce mal d'etre deux)

" Desdormeusesparmi leursseulsbrashasardeux ;
" Jelesravis, sanslesdisenlacer, et vole

" A ce massif, hat par Vombrage frivole,

" Derosestarissant tout parfurn au soleil,

" Oh notreibat au jour consume soit pareil”

Je t'adore, courroux des vierges, o device
Farouche du sacre fardeau nu qui se glisse
Pour fuir ma levre en feu buvant, comme un exlair
Tressaille ! lafrayeur secrete de la chair :

Des pieds de Pinhumaine au coeur de la timide
Que ddaisse a la fois une innocence, humide
De larmes folles ou de moins tristes vapeurs.

" Mon crime, c'est d? avoir, gai devainerecespeurs
" Traitresses, divisi latouffe kkevelee

" Debaisersquelesdieux gardaient si bien melie;

" Car, d peinefallais cocker un rire ardent

" Souslesreplisheureux d'une seule(gardant

" Par un doigt smple, afin que sa candeur de plume
" Seteignitd Vimoi de sa sosur qui sallume,

" Lapetite, naive et nerougissant pas:)

" Quede mes bras, difaitspar de vagues tripos,

" Cetteproie, djamaisingrate, sedelivre

" SanspitU du sanglot j'€'taisencoreivre.”

Tant pis! vers le bonheur d'autres m'entraineront

Par leur tresse nouee aux comes de mon front :

Tu sais, ma passion, que, pourpre et dgja mure,

Chague grenade delate et d'abeilles murmure ;

Et notre sang, epris de qui le va saisir,

Goule pour tout Pessaim eternel du desir.

A Pheure ou ce bois d'or et de cendres se teinte
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Two dleeping girls, clasped at my very feet,

| seize and run with them, nor part the pair,
Breaking this convert of frail petals, where

Roses drink scent of the sun and our light play

" Mid tumbled flowers shall match the death of day,
| love that virginal fury—ah, thewild
Thrill when a maiden body shrinks, defiled,
Shuddering like arctic light, from lips that sear
Its nakedness ... thefleshin secret fear !
Contagiously through my linked pair it flies
Where innocence in either, struggling, dies,
Wet with fond tears or some less piteous dew.
Gay in the conquest of these fears, | grew

So rash that | must needs the sheaf divide

Of ruffled kisses heaven itself had tied.

For as | leaned to dtifle in the hair

Of one my passionate laughter (taking care

With a stretched finger, that her innocence

Might stain with her companion's kindling sense
To touch theyounger little one, who lay
Child-like unblushing) my ungrateful prey

Sips from me, freed by passion's sudden death
Nor heeds the frenzy of my sobbing breath.

Letit pass! Others of their hair shall twist
A rope to drag me to thosejoys | missed.
See how the ripe pomegranates bursting red
To quench the thirst the mumbling bess have bled :
So too our blood, kindled by some chance fire,
Flows for the swarming legions of desire.
At evening, when the woodland green turns gold
And ashen grey, 'mid the quenched leaves, behold !
Red Etna glows, by Venus visited,
Walking the lava with her snowy tread
Whene'er the flamesin thunderous slumber die,
| hold the goddess !

Ah, sure penalty !
But the unthinking soul and body swoon
At last beneath the heavy hush of noon.
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Une fete sexdte en la feuillee eteinte :

Etna! cest parmi toi visite de Venus

Sur ta lave posant ss talons ingenus,

Quand tonne un somme triste ou sepuise la flamme.

Je tienslareine !
O sur chatiment...

Non, mais Tame
De paroles vacante et ce corps alourdi
Tard succombent au fier slence de midi :
Sans plusiil fait dormir en Poubli du blaspheme,
Sur le sable altere gisant et commej'aime
Ouvrir ma bouche a Padtre efficace des vins !

Couple, adieu ; je vaisvoir Pombre que tu devins.
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Forgetful let me lie where summer's drouth

Sifts fine the sand and then with gaping mouth

Dream planet-struck by the grape's round wine-red star.
Nymphs, | shall se the shade that now you are.

Trandated by
ALDOUS HUXLEY
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STEPHANE MALLARME

TRISTESSE D'ETE

LE soleil, sur le sable, o lutteuse endormie,

En For de tes cheveux chauffe un bain langoureux
Et, consumant I'encens sur tajoue ennemie,

Il mele avec les pleurs un breuvage amoureux.

De ce blanc flamboiement rimmuable accamie
T'afait dire, attristee, 0 mes baisers peureux,

" Nous ne sronsjamais une seule momie

Sous Pantique desert et les palmiers heureux ! "

Mais ta chevelure es une riviere tiede,
Ou noyer sans frissons Fame qui nous obsede
Et trouver ce N6ant que tu ne connais pas.

Je gouterai le fard pleure par tes paupieres,

Pour voir s'il sait donner au cceur que tu frappas
L'insensibilite de Pazur et des pierres.
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STEPHANE MALLARME

LANGUOR

MINGLING apotion for his thirst the sun

Dries on your cheek the tears with perfume straying,
My sweet opponent ! languorously fordone,

Bathed in your warm hair, love's fatigue allaying.

Stillness of burning air, the kiss half-won

Have saddened you, and now | hear you saying :
" We two shall never lie embalmed as one
Beneath unending sand and palm-leaves playing."

Yet in your warm hair golden, downward-flowing,
| find Nirvana and leave you unknowing,
And drown unfaltering my soul, my bane ;

And taste your darkened lashes smudged with tears
And drugging the heart you pierced withjoy and pain,
Take on flint-hardness of these azure spheres.

andated by
ITHELL COLQUHOUN



STEPHANE MALLARME

A LA NUE ACCABLANTE TU

A LA nue accablante tu

Bae de basdlte et de laves
A meme les echos esclaves
Par une trompe sans vertu

Quel sepulcra naufrage (tu
Le sais, 6cume, mais'y baves)
Supreme une entre les epaves
Abolit e mat deVetu

Ou cela que furibond faute
De quelque perdition haute
Tout |'abime vain eploye

Dans le si blanc cheveu qui traine
Avarement aura noye
Le flanc enfant d'une sirene

LA MARCHANDE D' HABITS

LE vif oell dont tu regardes
Jusgiies a leur contenu

Me separe de mes hardes

Et comme un dieu je vais nu.
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STEPHANE MALLARME

WREATHED IN  STORM-CLOUDS
OVERHANGING

WREATHED in storm-clouds overhanging
Basalt-columns, base in brine—

Stand where davish echoes whine

Of their trumpets' muffled clanging.

Last of all the wreckage, s !
Splinters down a mast now bare ;
Surf knows whether, foaming there,
Ghastly shipwreck it may be

Or if some seafury's power
May seize, balked by fatal hour
Andvoid of hell vainly displayed,

In dead-white hair that trails enwound
The childish thighs of a mermaid
Whom enviously it has drowned.

Trandated by
ITHELL GOLQUHOUN

THE OLD-CLOTHES WOMAN

HER eye that glances piercingly
Right to my skin below
Separates my clothes from me
And like agod | naked go.

Trandated by
ITHELL GOLQUHOUN
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STEPHANE MALLARME

LE VIERGE, LE VIVACE ET LE BEL
AUJOURD'HUI

LE vierge, le vivace et |le bel aujourd'hui

V a-t-il nous dechirer avec un coup d'aile ivre
Ce lac dur oublie" que hante sous le givre

Le transparent glacier des vols qui n'ont pas fui !

Un cygne d'autrefois se souvient que c'est | ui
Magnifique mais qui sans espoir se delivre
Pour n'avoir pas chante laregion ou vivre
Quand du sterile hiver a resplendi Pennui.

Tout son col secouera cette blanche agonie
Par I'espace infligee a l'oiseau qui le nig,
Mais non I'horreur du sol ou le plumage est pris.

Fantome qu'a ce lieu son pur eclat assigne,

Il simmobilise au songe froid du mepris
Que vet parmi Texil inutile le Cygne.
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STEPHANE MALLARME

THE VIRGIN, BRIGHT, AND BEAUTIFUL
TO-DAY

THE virgin, bright, and beautiful to-day

Dare it now shatter with a drunken wing

This hard, forgotten lake, thisice where cling
These flights of mine that never flew away . . .
Once was a swan, remembers it is he,
Magnificent but hopedess in his strife,

For never having sung the realms of life

When winter shone in bleak sterility.

His neck in awhite agony is shaken,

Shattering the space that mocks him for his pride
But not the soil in which his plumes are taken.
Phantom mere brightness to this scene has drawn,
Immobile in the cold, where dreams deride,
Clothed in the usdess exile of the swan.

Translated by
G. S. FRASER
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JULES LAFORGUE
1860-1887

COMPLAINTE DE LA FIN DES JOURNEES

VOUS qui passez, oyez done un pauvre etre,

Chase des Smples qu'on peut reconnaitre

Soignant, las, quelque oeillet aleur fenetre !
Passants, hatifs passants,

Oh'! qui veut visiter les palais de mes sens ?
Maintsciboires

De deboires
Un encor !

Ah! I'enfant qui vit de ce nom, poete !

Il serevait, seul, pansant Philoctete

Aux nuits de Lemnos ; ou, loin, grele ascete.
Et des vers aux moineaux,

Par |le lycee en vacances, sous les preaux !

Offertoire
En memoire
D'un consort

Mon Dieu, que tout fait signe de se taire !

Mon Dieu, qu'on et follement solitaire !

Ou sont tes yeux, premier dieu de la Terre
Qui ravalacecri :

" Tetue Eternite! jem'en vaisincompris..." ?

Pauvre histoire !
Transitoire

Passeport ?

Jai dit : mon Dieu. Laterreest orpheline
Aux ciels, parmi les seminaires des Routines.
V a, suis quelque robe de mousseline...
— Inconsciente L oi,
Faites que ce crachoir seloigne un peu de moi !
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JULES LAFORGUE

LAMENT AT THE DAY'S END

Hark to a poor soul, all you who pass by

An outcast from among those simple ones you spy

Languidly watering their window boxes up on high
All youwho hurry past

Gome, visit the palace of my snss at last

Accustomed chalice
Of fate's malice
One more

Ah, the child who lived by this name, poet !

He dreamed himself alone, healing Philoctete

By Lemnos nights. Or far away, a frail aeshete
And verses to sparrows

Near the school at holiday, down by the meadows.

Offertory
I'n memory
Of a spouse

My God, how everything bids us be silent !

My God, we live each one in banishment !

Where are your eyes, first god of the firmament
Who forced back this cry

No one has understood—oh, headstrong eternity !

Poor story
Transitory

Passport ?

| said : My God, the earth is parentless
In the skies, among the Routines colleg&s
Go, follow some muslin dress.
Unconscious L aw
Take this spittoon and—just a step—withdraw.
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Vomitoire
De la Foire,
C'est la mort.
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Vomitory
Of the fair
This is death

Translated by
CECILY MACKWORTH
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JULES LAFORGUE

COMPLAWTE DE L'OUBLI DES MORTS

MESDAMES et Messieurs,
Vous dont la mere est morte,
Clest le bon fossoyeur

Qui gratte a votre porte.

Les morts

G'est ous terre ;
Ca n'en sort
Guere.

Vous fumez dans vos bocks,
Vous soldez quelque idylle,
La-bas chante le coq,

Pauvres morts hors des villes !

Grand-papa se penchait,
La, le doigt sur la tempe,
Soeur faisait du crochet,
Mere montait la lampe.

Les morts
Clest discret,
Qadort
Trop au frais.

Vous avez bien dine,
Comment va cette affaire ?
Ah ! les petits morts-nes
Ne se dorlotent guere !

Notez, d'un trait egale,
Au livre de |la caise,

Entre deux frais de bal :

Entretien tombe et messe.
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JULES LAFORGUE

LAMENT OF FORGETFULNESS OF THE DEAD

LADIES and gentlemen

Y ou whose mother is dead
Thisis the good grave-digger
Scratching at your door.

The dead

Are underground ;
They don't come out
Much.

Y ou blow smoke into your beer
Y ou put up some idyll for sale
The cock sings out there,

Poor dead outside the towns !

Grandad bent over

There, his finger at his forehead,
Sister did her crochet work,
Mother turned up the lamp.

The dead
Are discreet

They deep
Too much in the cold.

Y ou have dined well

How is your business doing ?
Ah ! The still-born children,
Have no one to care for them !

Note, with the same stroke
In the book of expenses
Between two items for parties
Care of grave and mass.
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C'est gai,
Cette vie ;
Hein, ma mie,
O gue?
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This life

s gay ;
Isn'tit, swedt,
Ding dong ?

Trandlated by
CECILY MACKWORTH



E. VERHAEREN
1855-1916

LA NEIGE

L A neige tombe indiscontinument
Comme une lente et longue et pauvre laine
Parmi la morne et longue et pauvre plaine,
Froide d'amour, chaude de haine.

La neige tombe, infiniment,

Comme un moment —

Monotone — dans un moment ;

La neige choit, la neige tombe,

Monotone, sur les maisons

Et les granges et leurs cloisons ;

La neige tombe et tombe

Myriadaire, au cimetiere, au creux des tombes.

Le tablier des mauvaises saisons

Violemment, la-haut, est denoue ;

Le tablier des maux est secoue

A coups de vent, sur les hameaux des horizons.

Le gel descend au fond des os,

Et la misere au fond des clos,

La neige et la misere, au fond des ames ;

La neige lourde et diaphane,

Au fond des atres froids et des ames sans flamme
Qui se fanent dans les cabanes.

Aux carrefours des chemins tors
Les villages sont blancs, comme lamort;
Les grands arbres, cristallisds de gel,
Au long de leur cortege par la neige,
Entrecroisent leurs branchages de sel.
Les vieux moulins, ou la mousse blanche sagrege,
Apparaissent comme des pieges,
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E. VERHAEREN

THE SNOW

UNINTERRUPTEDLY fals the snow,

Like the meagre, long wool-strands, scant and slow
O'er the meagre, long plain disconsolate,

Cold with lovelessness, warm with hate.

Infinite, infinite fals the snow.
Like a moment's time,
Monotonously, in amoment'stime;;
On the houses it fals and drops, the snow,
Monotonous, whitening them o'er with rime ;
It falls on the sheds and their palings below,
And myriad-wise, itfalsand lies

In ridged waves
In the churchyard hollows between the graves.

The apron of all inclement weather
Isroughly unfastened, there on high ;
The apron of woes and misery

I s shaken by wind-gustsviolently

Down on the hamlets that crouch together
Beneath the dull horizon-sky.

The frost cregps down to the very bones,

Andwant cregps in through the walls and stones :

Y ea, snow and want round the souls creep close,
—The heavy snow diaphanous—

Round the stone-cold hearths and the flameless souls
That wither away in their huts and holes.

The hamlets bare

White, white as death lie yonder, where
The crooked roadways cross and halt;
Like branching traceries of salt,
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Tout a coup droits sur une butte ;

En bas, les toits et les auvents

Dans la bourrasque, a contre vent,

Depuis Novembre luttent;

Tandis qu'infiniment la neige lourde et pleine
Choit, par la morne et longue et pauvre plaine.

Ainsi sen va la neige au loin,

En chague sente, en chaque coin,
Toujours la neige et son suaire,

La neige pale et mortuaire,

La neige pale et infeconde,

En folles logues vagabondes,

Par a travers I'hiverillimitedu monde.
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Thetrees, all crystallized with frost,

Stretch forth their boughs, entwined and crost,
Along the ways, as on they go

In far procession o'er the snow.

Then here and there, some ancient mill,

Where light, pale mosses aggregate,

Appears on a sudden, standing straight

Like a snare upon its lonely hill.

The roofs and sheds, down there below,

Since November dawned, have been wrestling still,
In contrary blasts, with the hurricane ;

While, thick and full, yet fals again

Theinfinite snow, with itsweary weight,

O'er the meagre, long plain disconsolate.

Thusjourneys the snow afar so fleet,

Into every cranny, on every trail ;
Always the snow and its winding-sheet,
The mortuary snow so pale,

The snow, unfruitful and so pale,

In wild and vagabond tatters hurled
Through the limitless winters of the world.

Translated by
ALMA STRETTELL
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TRISTAN CORBIERE
1845-1875

PATSAGE MAUVAIS

SABLES de vieux os — Le flot rale
Desglas: crevant bruit sur bruit...
— Palud pale, ou la lune avale
De gros vers pour passer la nuit.

— Calme de peste, ou lafievre
Cuit... Lefollet damne languit.
— Herbe puante ou le lievre

Est un sorcier poltron qui fuit...

— La Lavandiere blanche etale
Des trepasses le linge sale,

Au soleil des loups... Les crapauds,
Petits chantres melancoliques,
Empoisonnent de leurs coliques
Les champignons, leurs escabeaux.
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TRISTAN CORBIERI

LANDSCAPE OF EVIL

BONE-WHITE, bane-white, throttles tight
The choking wave's death-night . . .

Pale miserable marsh, where great

Worms tickle the moon's appetite.

No movement in the calm pestiferous ;
Fever burns, and the blue-sprite languishes
Through stinking herbage, hare

Flees, furtive sorcerer.

The night-pale Washerwoman spreads
Sin's dirty linen on the wolf-white stones,
And toads, diminutive

Sad singers, with their warty heads,
Andcaolicsplenitive,

Poison their mushroom thrones.

Trandated by
A.J. BULL
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TRISTAN CORBIERE

LE CRAPAUD

UN chant dans une nuit sans air...
— La lune plaque en metal clair
Les decoupures du vert sombre.

... Un chant; comme un eeho, tout vif
Enterre, la, sous le massif...
— Ca se tait. Viens, cest la, dans |'ombre...

— Un crapaud ! — Pourquoi cette peur,
Pres de moi, ton soldat fidele !

Vois-le, poete tondu, sans aile,

Rossignol de la boue... — Horreur ! —

... — Il chante. — Horreur ! ! — Horreur pourquoi i
Vois-tu pas son oeil de lumiere 2.

Non : il Senva, froid, sous sa pierre.

Bonsoir — Ce crapaud-la, c'est moi.
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TRISTAN CORBIERE

THE TOAD

A SONG in awindless night. . .
—The moon plates in metal bright
The cut-out images of dark green.

... A song ; sudden as an echo, quick,
Buried, there, under the thick
Clump. It stops. Come, it's there, unseen . . .

—A toad !—There in shadow.—Why this terror
Near me, your faithful soldier >—Spring !'—
Look at him, poet clipped, no wing,
Nightingale of the mud . . . —Horror |—

.. .—Hesings.—Horror ! I—Horror ! But why ?
Don't you se that eye of light, his own ?

No : he goes, chilled, beneath his stone.
Good-night. That toad you heard is I.

Trandlated by
VERNON WATKINS



ALBERT SAMAIN
i858-1900

CLEOPATRE

A CCOUDEE en silence aux creneaux de la tour,
La Reine aux cheveux bleus sarres de bandel ettes,
Sous Tincantation trouble des cassolettes,

Sent monter dans son coeur ta mer, immense Amour.

Immobile, sous s paupieres violettes

Elle reve, pamee aux fuites des coussins,

Et les lourds colliers d'or souleves par $s seins
Racontent sa langeur et s fievres muettes.

Un adieu rose flotte au front des monuments,
Le soir, veloute d'ombre, e plein d'enchantements ;
Et cependant qu'au loin pleurent les crocodiles,

La Reine aux doigts crispes, sanglotante d'aveux,

Frissonne de sentir, lascives et subtiles,
Des mains qui dans le vent epuisent ss cheveux.
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ALBERT SAMAIN

CLEOPATRA

SILENTLY gazing from the tower, apart,
The Queen, whose night-black hair is bound with braid,

Feds, in a trance of censors slowly swayed,
Your sea, O immense Love, mount in her heart.

Her eydids close on dreams, and she is laid
Among her cushions, swooning as she ress ;
The heavy gold chains lifted by her breasts
Tell the mute, fevered longing of the maid.

Over the monuments float strange farewells ;
The evening, soft with shade, is full of spells ;
And, while the crocodiles far distant weep,

The Queen, hands clenched and sobbing to have sinned,
Shudders to fed lascivious fingers creep
Among her hair and spend it to the wind.

Translated by
F. S. FLINT
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MAURICE MAETERLINCK
ne 1862

ET SUL REVENAIT

ET sl revenait unjour
Que faut-il lui dire?

— Dites-lui qu'on|'attendit
Jusgu'a sen mourir...

Et s'il m'interroge encore

Sans me reconnaitre ?

— Parlez-lui comme une soevr,
Il souffre peut-etre...

Et s'il demande ou vous ees
Quefaut-il repondre?

— Donnez-lui mon anneau d'or
Sansrien lui repondre...

Et s'il veut savoir pourquoi

La sdle est deserte ?

— Montrez-lui lalampe eteinte
Et la porte ouverte...

Et s'il m'interroge aors
Sur la derniere heure ?
— Dites-lui quej'ai souri
De peur qu'il ne pleure...
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MAURICE MAETERLINCK

IF HE SHOULD COME AGAIN

AND oh ! if he should come again one day,
What shall | say ?

—Tell him that | did wait till breath
Melted in death.

And if he ask me where you live or lie,
Say what reply ?

—Take and give him my golden ring
For answering.

And if he ask me of thy lot

And know me not ?

—Speak to him sisterly, perchance is he
In misery.

And if he would know why the empty room
Is like atomb ?

—Show him the open door without a clamp
And the dead lamp.

And if he ask of those hours overcast
That were the last ?

—Tell him | smiled before | fell adeep
Lest he should weep.

Trand ated by
LORD ALFRED DOUGLAS
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JEAN MOREAS
1856-1910

De STANCES

LA rose dujardin quej'avais me'prisee

A cause de son simple et modeste contour,
Sans se baigner d'azur, sans humer la rosee,
Dans le vase, captive, avecu plus d'unjour.

Puis lasse, abandonee a ces paleurs fatales,
Ayant fini declore et de Sepanouir,

Elle laisse tomber lentement s petales,
Indifferente au soin de vivre ou de mourir.

Lorsque I'obscur destin passe, sachons nous taire.
Pourquoi ce souvenir quej'emporteaujourd‘hui ?
M on coeur est trop charge d'ombres et de mystere ;
L e spectre d'une fleur est un fardeau pour lui.

90



JEAN MOREAS

From STANCES

THE garden rose | paid no honour to,

So humbly poised and fashioned on its spray,
Has now by wind unkissed, undrenched by dew,
Lived captive in her vase beyond a day.

And tired and pale, bereft of earth and sun,
Her blossom over and her hour of pride,

She dropped down all her petals, one by one,
Unmindful if she lived or how she died.

When doom is passing in her dusky glade

Let us learn silence. In this evening hour,

O heart bowed down with mystery and shade,
Too heavy lies the spectre of a flower !

Trandlated by
JAMES ELROY FLECKER
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HENRI DE REGNIER
1864-1936

POUR LA PORTE DES GUERRIERS

PORTE haute ! ne crains point Pombre, laisse ouvert
Ton battant d'airain dur et ton battant de fer.

On ajete tes clefs au fond de la citerne.

Sois maudite ajamais si la peur te referme ;

Et coupe, comme au fil d'un double couperet,

L e poing de toute main qui te refermerait.

Gar, sous ta voute sombre ou resonnaient leurs pas,
Des hommes ont passe qui ne reculent pas,

Et laVictoire prompte et haletante encor

Marchait au milieu d'eux, nue en ss ailes d'or,

Et les guidait du geste calme de son glaive ;

Et son ardent baiser en pourpre sur leur levre
Saignait, et les clairons aux roses de leurs bouches
Vibraient, rumeur de cuivre et d'abeilles farouches !
Ivre essaim de la guerre aux ruches des armures,
Allez cueillir la mort sur la fleur des chairs mures,
Et si vous revenez vers laville natale

Qu'on suive sur mon seuil au marbre de s dalles,
Quand ils auront passe, Victoire, sous tes ailes,

La marque d'un sang clair a leurs rouges semelles !
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HENRI DE REGNIER

THE GATE OF THE ARMIES

SWING out thy doors, high gate that dreadst not night
Bronze to the left and iron to theright.

Deep in a cistern has been flung thy key ;

If dread thee close, anathema on thee ;

And like twin shears let thy twin portals cut

The hand's fist through that would thee fasdy shut.
Again thy dusky vault has heard resound

Steps of strong men who never yet gave ground,
Marching with whom came breathless and came bold
Victory naked with broad wings of gold.

Her glaive to guide thee calmly soars and dips ;

Her kissis lifeblood's purple on their lips.

From rose-round mouths the clarions sheke and shrill,
A brazen boom of bees that hunt to kill.

" Drink, swarm of war, stream from your plated hives
And cull death's dust on flower-fleshed fierce lives,

So, when back home to native town ye march,
Beneath those golden wings and my black arch,

May all men watch my pavement, as each pace

Of your red feet leaves clear its sanguine trace."

Trandlated by
JAMESELROY FLECKER
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FRANCIS VIELE-GRIFFIN
1864-1932

CESHEURESLA

CES heures-la nous furent bonnes,
Comme des oeurs apitoyees ;
Heures douces et monotones,
Pdles et de brumes noyees,

Avec leurs pales voiles de nonnes.

Ne valaient-ils done pas nosrires,
Ces sourires sans amertumes
Verslelourd passe dont nous fumes ?
Ah'! chere, il e des heures pires
Que css heures aux voiles de brumes.

Elles passaient en souriant

— Comme des nonnes qui vont priant —
De lueurs opalines baignees,

Les douces heures resignees.

V a, nos ames sont encore eurs
Des heures de Tautomne grises,
Dont la pdnombre dans nos cocurs
Estompent lesvieilles meprises

Et nous ne voyions plus nos pleurs.
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FRANCIS VIELE-GRIFFIN,

HOURS GREY

THOSE hours were good to us,
Like nuns with pity pale,

Sweet hours monotonous,
Drowning in mist as does

A sister in her veil.

Those smiles that had not, after,
The writhen lip of gall,

Were they not worth our laughter ?
Dear, worse hours can befall

Than those in foggy pall.

They went by sad and swathed,
Aspraying nuns do wind,
In gleams of opal bathed,
The gentle hours resigned.

Our souls are sisters still

Of hours of autumn gray.

Their gleaming brought no chill,
But blurred our follies, till

Our hearts were hid away.

Translated by
JETHRO BITHELL
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PAUL FORT
ne 1872

PHILOMELE

CHANTE au coeur du silence, o ro signol cache ! Tout
le jardin de roses ecoute et sest penche.

L'aile du clair de lune apeine glisse-t-elle. Pas un souffle
en ces roses oil chante Philomele ?

Pas un souffle en ces roses, dont le parfurn s'accroit de ne
pouvoir jeter leur ame a cette voix !

Le chant du rossignol est, dans la nuit sereine, comme un
appel aux dieux de I'Ombre souterraine,

mais non, helas ! aux roses dont le parfum saccroit de
nepouvoir mourir, d'un souffle, acettevoix !

N'est-ce pas le silence qui chante avec son cceur 2. Un
rosier qui seffeuille gjoute a la torpeur.

Silence traverse d'eclairs comme un orage, puis berce
mollement comme un leger nuage,

par cet hymne voite, pur, strident, moduli, qu'exhale,
au clair de lune, Tame de Philomele !

Est-elle d'un oiseau cette voix immortelle? Ah ! — son
enchantement ne devrait pas finir.

Vient-elle des Enfers cette voix immortelle? Mais il
n'est plus un souffle, a present, pour mourir.

Sans un souffle, pourtant, que de metamorphoses ! Le
clair de lune assge a la ruine des roses.
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PAUL FORT

PHILOMEL

O SING, in heart of silence hiding near,

Thou whom the roses bend their heads to hear !
In silence down the moonlight dides her wing :
Will no rose breathe while Philomel doth sing ?
No breath—and deeper yet the perfume grows :
The voice of Philomel can dlay arose :

The voice of Philomel on nights serene
Implores the gods who roam in shades unseen,
But never calls the roses, whose perfume
Deepens and deepens, as they wait their doom.
Isit not silence whose great bosom heaves ?
Listen, arose-tree drops her quiet leaves.

Now silenceflasheslightninglikeastorm:

Now silenceisacloud, and cradled warm

By risings and by fallings of the tune

That Philomel doth sing, as shines the moon,
—A bird's or some immortal voice from Hell ?
Thereisno breath to diewith, Philomel !

And yet theworld has changed without a breath,
The moon lies heavy on the roses death,

And every rosebush droops its leafy crown.

A gust of roses has gone sweeping down.

The panicked garden drives her leaves about :
The moon is masked : it flares and flickers out.
O shivering petals on your lawn of fear,
Turn down to earth and hear what you shall hear.
A beat, a beat, a beat beneath the ground,
And hurrying beats and one great beat profound,
A heart is coming close : | have heard pass
The noise of a great Heart upon the grass.
The petalsreel. Earth opens : from beneath
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Deja tous les rosiers ont flechi sur leurs tiges. 11 passe une
rafale de roses en vertige

dans le rapide espace que fait I'herbe couchee, seffrayant
de ton hymne, o rossignol cache !

Un long frisson de crainte effeuille lejardin. La lune
met des masques ; e€lle brille et seteint.

Dans le gazon peureux, petales grelottants, tournez-vous
vers la terre et vers ce qu'on entend.

Ecoutez : celavient du plusprofond del'Ombre. Est-ce
le coeur du monde qui bat sous lejardin ?

On entend un coup sourd, deux coups, trois coups qui
montent; d'autres precipites, sonores et qui montent.

Prisonnier de la terre, un coeur approche ; il vient le
bruit d'un coeur immense a travers I'herbe rase.

Les petales voletent. La terre se souleve. Et, le corps
s0us les roses bleuies de clair de lune,

I'eernelle deese, la puissante Cybele, douce et levant le
front, ecoute Philomele.
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The ashen ross on their lawn of death,
Raising her peaceful brow, the grand and pae
Demeter listens to the nightingale.

Trandated by
JAMES ELROY FLECKER
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PAUL FORT

LA VISON HARMONIEUSE DE LA TERRE

fiPOUSEZ-VOUS, mes sns, toucher, regard, ouie. Jai
gravi lamontagne et je suis en plein cieL La terre est sous
mesyeux. Oh ! qu'ellemeregjouit ! Vaporeuse a mes pieds,
comme la terre est belle, et distincte et joyeuse au dela des
vapeurs ! La courbe d'un vallon m'a fait battre le coeur.
Et je sais que mon plus beau jour est aujourd'hui. fipousez-
vous, mes sns, toucher, regard, ouie.

Je vois la plaine au loin vibrante comme un son, qui
parcourt la paroi remuee d'une cloche d'or. Doucement les
moissons, frappees du soleil, sonnent. Un champ de
coguelicots es comme un son plus fort. Jusqu'ou le ciel
rejoint la terre, lavibration parcourt la nappe immense des
epis qui frissonnent. Que j'aime des grands bles la douce
inflexion ! Et le bout de la plaine e mourant comme
un son.

La terreje la vais, la terre je I'entends, |a terre et sous
mes yeux et vit dans mon oreille. Rythmique et musicale,
elle e encor plus belle! Ses bleus etages descendent,
remontent, prennent un temps. Un lent dernier plateau de
bruyere sur la plaine, devale, puis c'est la plaine avec s
moissons d'or | La terre et sous mes yeux rythmique et
musicale, et telle queje I'entends, plus musicale encore.

Je voudrais de mes doigts caresser la nature, comme un
bel instrument qui repond a mon reve. — Faire sortir d'un
chdne un son que l'air acheve ! — Je vous ferais chanter
comme la mer aux zephyrs, grands bl6s, si je pouvais
m'etendre avec loisir, a la facon des vents heureux ; sije
pouvais !... j'eprouverais partout la terre en son murmure.
Je voudrais de mes doigts caresser la nature.

Mais toute la nature es au seuil de mon coeur. Laterre
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PAUL FORT
THE HARMONIOUS VISON OF THE EARTH

BE married, senses mine, hearing and touch and sight.
The mountain | have climbed. | stand in the clear sky.
Earth is beneath my eyes. O how it yields delight !
Vaporous at my feet how fair the earthfields lie

And lustrous and distinct beyond the vapour's heat.
The curved line of a valley has set my heart to beat;
This day of all my days | fedl has fairest light.

Be married, snsss mine, hearing and touch and sight.

| s the plain far-off, vibrating like a call

Which passss through a wall stirred by a golden bell.
Softly the harvest-plains, struck by the sun, resound.
One poppy-field is like a more accented sound.

That echo runs to where earth touches heaven, along
The enormous width of ears that quiver with the song.
Great cornfields, how | love their tender rise and fall
And, at the end, the plain is dying, like a call.

Earth is the earth | see Earth is the earth | hear,
Earth is beneath my eyes and lives within my ear.
Rhythmic and musical, yet more, still more sublime !
Its stories blue fly down, float up, take windless time.
A slow last level heath drops low upon the plain,
Then—then it is the plain with harvest-fields of gold.
Earth is beneath my eyes musically controlled,

And, as | listen still, more musical again.

Nature with my own fingerswould | might caress

Like arich instrument attuned as thought conceives,
Draw from an oak a sound such as the air achieves !

Then | would make you sing like ss the soft winds chase,
Great cornfields, could | stretch my limbs at ease on grass,
Lie like the happy winds, ah ! could | share their mirth,
Everywhere | would feel, in her own murmur, Earth.
Nature with my own fingerswould | might caress.

Y et nature lies before the threshold of my heart.
Earth and the sun have both one cadence, and their own
Throbswith my throbbing life, beatswith the sdfsame tone.
The daylight penetrates, it enters you, my life !
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et le soleil ont la meme cadence, rythmee a I'unisson des
battements de mavie. Lalumtere dujour te penere, 0 ma
vie! Elle sgoute a moi comme une recompense, quand je
laisse mes sens errer de Fastre aux fleurs. La terre et le
soleil en moi sont en cadence, et toute la nature est entree
dans mon coeur.

Il est ivre dejoie. — L'emotion se propage sur la terre,
d'un grand vent dejoie ivre agitee. Les bles sembrassent,
et dans les prairies enchantees le cou des peupliers se tourne
et leur front nage, voluptueusement, au gre des vents d'ete.
M on coeur alanature entiere pour empire. Elle et fondue
en lui, et lui en elle. O vivre, ainsi, toujours, berce du
mouvement des arbres...

Et ne voyez-vous pas que les hommes seraient dieux, Sils
voulaient m'ecouter, laisser vivre leurs sens, dans le vent,
sur la terre, en plein ciel, et loin deux ! Ah! que n'y
mettent-ils un peu de complaisance ? Tout l'univers alors
(recompense adorable !) serait leur ame Sparse, leur coeur
inepuisable. Et que dis-je? lis ont tous le moyen d'etre
heureux. " Laisse penser tes sens, homme, et tu es ton
Dieu."

O terre, dans mon coeur, rythmique et musicale, descends
avec tes neiges, remonte avec tes vignes ; que les torrents
y croulent; que ce fleuvey devale ; quej'icoute en mon
coeur Fauguste chant des lignes ! Jetends les bras. Mes
mains caressent Fhorizon doux et souple, ou s'incline la
nappe des moissons, qui vont sous le ciel bleu coucher un
flot plus pale, et la meme caresse et en moi, musicale.

Jai gravi la montagne — ma vue tombe du ciel. La
terreet le soleil sont lameme patrie : maislaterre est mon
doux sujet de frenesie. Au grede tous messens, oh ! quela
terre et belle ! Dans un air cristallin saccusent des bour-
gades. Toits rouges, notes claires des vallons sous les
arbres ! Et les clochers d'ardoise, limpides au soleil, ont le
reflet changeant des gorges de tourterelles.
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It adds itself to me like a reward of strife.

When once from star to flower | let my sensss dart
The cadences of earth and sun in me unite.
Nature in all its power has entered in my heart.

Drunken it iswithjoy. Joy multiplies on earth

Moved by a great wind of instinctive ecstasy.

The fronds of corn embrace, and in the spellbound plains
The poplars crane their necks and throw voluptuously
Brows back to Summer winds. For kingdom my heart gains
All nature. It dissolves and melts in my sweet mirth

As mine in nature melts. O to live ever thus

Wakened and lulled by movement of the swaying trees. . .

And do you not discern that men would be divine

If they would hear my voice, and let their snss live

In wind, on earth, in heaven, O swift and unconfined !
Ah why do they to this no slender credence give ?

Then the whole universe (delicious recompense !)

Would be their spacious souls, their hearts most fathomless.
And why—all have the means of this rare happiness :

" Man, let your senss live, and you are God intense.'

0 earth in my own heart rhythmic and musical,

Drop downward with thy snows and reascend with vines.
Let torrents crumble there, there let this river fall ;

Let me in my own heart hear the deep chant of lines !

1 stretch my arms. My hands caress the soft and pure
Horizon, where inclines the brilliant width of corn
Which flows beneath blue sky a paler wave to lure,

And this caress is in me, musically borne.

The mountain | have climbed—my gaze falls from the sky
Earth and the sun are one, one country borne in air :
But Earth is my most dear pretext of ecstasy.
Springing to every sense, O how the Earth is fair !
Crystalline air reveals small hamlets in relief,
Red roofs, clear notes of valleys under trees in ledf,
And the date steeples, limpid as the sunbeam moves,
Throw out a changing light like throats of turtledoves.
Translated by
VERNON WATKINS
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PIERRE-JEAN TOULET
1867-1920

De CONTRARIMES

VOUS qui reournez du Cathai
Par les Messageries

Quand vous bercaient a leurs fagries
L'opium ou le the

Dans un palais d'aventurine
Ou se mourait lejour

Avez vous vu Boudroul boudour
Princesse de Chine ?

Plus blanche en pantelon noir
Que nacre ous Pecaille ?

Au clair de lune Jean Chicaille
Vous est-il venu voir

En pleurant comme Tasphodele
Aux iles d'Ouac-Wac

Et jurer de coudre en sc

Son Spouse infidele

Mais telle qu'a travers le vent

Des mers sur le rivage

Senvole et brille un paon sauvage
Dans le soleil levant ?
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PIERRE-JEAN TOULET

From  CONTRARIMES

Y OU who return from far Cathay
By the Messageries

Still enchanted and astray

From their opium and teas

In the eternal clair-obscur

Of an opalescent palace

Did you s Boudroulboudour
The Chinese princess ?

Whiter in her black pantaloon

Than pearl beneath the shell ?

Did Jean Chicaille, by light of the moon
Visit you as well,

Like the asphodels that mourn

In the ides of the Ouac-Wac
Vowing to seize his wife foresworn
And sew her in asack,

Though like the wild peacock she
That when high sea-winds run
Gleams as it turns to flee

Into the rising sun ?

Trandlated by
CECILY MACKWORTH
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ALFRED JARRY
1873-1907

FABLE

U NE boite de corned-beef, enchainee comme une lorgnette,

Vit passer un homard qui lui resemblait fraternellement.

Il se cuirassait d'une carapace dure

Sur laquelle etait ecrit qu'a l'interieur, comme €lle, il etait
sans aretes,

(Boneless and economical)

Et sous sa queue replied

Il cachait vraisemblablement une cle destined a Pouvrir.

Frappe d'amour, le corned-beef sddentaire

Dé6clara a la petite boite automobile de conserves vivantes

Que si €lle consentait a s'acclimater

Presdelui, aux devantures terrestres,

Elle serait decoree de plusieurs medailles d'or.
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ALFRED JARRY

FABLE

A TIN of corned beef, chained like a lorgnette

Saw a lobster go by, bearing a family resemblance to him
He was buckled within a hard case

On which was written that inside, like her, he was boneless
(Boneless and economical)

And beneath his folded tail,

He probably hid a key for opening her.

Lovestricken, the sedentary corned beef

Declared to the little automobile box of living preserves
That if she'd deign to acclimatize herself

Staying by his side, in the terrestial shopfront,

She too would be decorated with many gold medals.

Trandlated by
A. L. LLOYD
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ALFRED JARRY

SONNET

PARMI lesbruyeres, penil de menhirs,

Selon un pourboire, e sourd-muet qui rode
Autour du trou du champ des os des martyres
Tate avec sa lanterne au bout d'une corde.

Sur lesflots de carmin, le vent souffle encor

La licorne de mer par lalande oscille
L'ombre des spectres d'os, que la lune apporte,
Chas de leur acier la martre et Thermine.

Contre le chene aforme humaine, elle ari,
En mangeant le bruit des hannetons, chavarre
Et sebouriffe, oursin, loin sur un rocher.

Le voyageur marchant sur son ombre ecrit

Sans attendre que le ciel marque minuit
Sous le bataille de plumes la pierre sonne.

108



ALFRED JARRY

SONNE!

ACROSS the heath, the monolith's pubic arch,
the prowling deaf-mute looking for a tip

in the gashed meadow and the martyr's bones
gropes with his lantern hanging from a rope.

Over the carmine waves the wind blows still,
the unicorn of the s across the moor

jostles the bony ghosts brought by the moon
and hunts the sable and ermine from their sted

It laughed beside the human-bodied oak,
swallowed the whirr of may-bugs, now it scuffles
is ruffled sea-urchin straddling a far rock.

The striding traveller writes his shadow down ;
not waiting for the sky to strike midnight
the feathers hammer on the chiming stone.

Trandated by
FRANCIS SCARFE
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GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE
1880-1918

ZONE

A LA fintu est las de ce monde ancien
Bergere o tour Eiffel le troupeau de ponts bele ce matin
Tu en as asxz de vivre dans!' antiquite grecque et romaine

I ci meme les automobiles ont Pair d'etre anciennes
Lareligion seule est rested toute neuve lareligion
Est rested simple comme les hangars de Port-Aviation

Seul en Europe tu n'es pas antique 6 Christianisme

L'Europeen le plus moderne c'est vous Pape Pie X

Et toi que les fenetres observent |a honte te retient

D'entrer dans une eglise et de t'y confesser ce matin

Tu lis les prospectus les catalogues les affiches qui chantent
tout haut

Voilalapoesie ce matin et pour laproseil y alesjournaux

Il y ales livraisons a 25 centimes pleines d'aventures
policieres

Portraits des grands hommes et mille titres divers

J'ai vu ce matin unejolie rue dontj'ai oublie le nom
Neuve et propre du soleil elle etait le clairon
Les directeurs les ouvriers les belles st*no-dactylographes
Dulundi matin au samedi soir quatre fois par jour y passent
Le matin par trois fois la sirene y gemit
Une cloche rageuse y aboie vers midi
Les inscriptions des enseignes et des murailles
Les plagues les avis a la fagon des perroquets criaillent
Jaime la grace de cette rue industrielle
Situee a Paris entre larue Aumont ThieVille et Favenue des

Ternes
Voilalajeune rue et tu n'es encore qu'un petit enfant
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GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE

ZONE

Y O U have grown weary of a world effete

This morning Eiffel-tower shepherdess your flocks of bridges
bleat

Too long you have lived with Roman and Greek

Here even the cars seem pseudo-antique

Religion alone remains religion fresh revealed

Simple like the hangars on a landing-field

Christ alone in Europe belongs not to ancient men

The most modern European is you Pope Pius X

And you whom windows watch and shame restrains

From entering a church to confess your sins

You read prospectus catalogue posters which shout in rows

This is your morning-poetry newspapers are your prose
Numbers at a penny full of crime-adventures
Portraits of the great and a thousand diverse features

This morning | saw a pretty street whose name | forget

Fresh and clean it was the sun's trumpet

Directors workmen handsome shorthand-typists

From Monday morning to Saturday night four times daily
tread this street

Each morning three times you hear the siren moan

And a crazy bell barks each day about noon

The inscriptions of the sign-boards and the walls

The plaques and notices like hoarse parrot-calls

I like the beauty of this industrial street

Situated in Paris between rue Aumont-Thieville and
avenue des Ternes

Once again the youthful street and you a little mite

Whom your Mother still keeps clothed in blue and white
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Ta mere ne t'habille que de bleu et de blanc

Tu es tres pieux et avec le plus ancien de tes camerades
Rene Dalize

Vous n‘aimez rien tant que les pompes de I'figlise

Il est neuf heures le gaz est baisse tout bleu vous sortez du
dortoir en cachette

Vous priez toute la nuit dans la chapelle du college

Tandis qu'eternelle et adorable profondeur amethyste

Tourne ajamais laflamboyante gloire du Christ

Cest le beau lys que tous nous cultivons

Cest la torche aux cheveux roux gue n'eteint pas le vent

Cest lefilspale et vermeil de la douleureuse mere

Cest Parbre toujours touffu de toutes les prieres

Cest la double potence de Phonneur et de I'eternite

Cest I'etoile a six branches

Cest Dieu qui meurt le vendredi et ressuscite le dimanche

Cest le Christ qui monte au ciel mieux que les aviateurs

Il detient le record du monde pour la hauteur

Pupille Christ de Pceil

Vingtieme pupille des secles il sait y faire

Et change® en oiseau ce siecle comme Jesus monte dans |'air

Les diables dans les abimes levent la tete pour le regarder

lisdisent qu'il imite Simon Mage en Judee

[Is crient s'il sait voler qu'on Pappelle voleur

Les anges voltigent autour dujoli voltigeur

Icare finoch Elie Apollonius de Thyane

Flottent autour du premier aeroplane

lis secartent parfois pour laisser passer ceux que transporte
la Sainte-Eucharistie

Ces pretres qui montent eternellement en Levant Phostie

L'avion se pose enfin sans refermer les ailes

Leciel semplit de millions d'hirondelles

A tire d'aile viennent les corbeaux les faucons les hiboux

D'Afrique arrivent les ibis les flamants les marabouts

L'oiseau Roc celebre’ par les conteurs et les poetes

Plane tenant dans les serres le crane d'Adam la premiere
tete

L'aigle fond de Thorizon en poussant un grand cri

Et d'Amerique vient le petit colibri
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Y ou are very pious with your oldest friend Rene Daclize

Loving nothing so much as the Church's mysteries

Itisnineo'clock the gas-jet lowered blue from the dormitory
you steal.

Youwill pray all night in the college chapel

While the eternal and adorable depth of amethyst

Turns for ever the flaming glory of Christ

It is the lovely lily before whose shrine we stand devout

It is the auburn-haired torch the wind cannot put out

It is the pale scarlet son of the mater dolorosa

It is the tree where prayers sprout ever closer

It is the double rood of honour and eternity

It isthe star with six-fold ray

It is God who dies Friday and rises from the dead Sunday
It is Christ who soars higher than airmen have soared

It is he who holds the world's altitude record

Pupil Christ of the eye

Twentieth pupil of the centuries he can do it alone

And changed into abird this century mounts like Jesus to a
throne

The devils in the pit raise their heads to peer

They say heisimitating Simon Magus of Judea

They shout if he can fly let us call him thefly one

The angels fly round theflying-trapeze man

Icarus Enoch Elias Apollonius of Thyane

Hover around this first aeroplane

They divide sometimes for those borne by the Eucharist to
clear the coast

Those priests who mount eternally elevating the host

The aeroplane lands at last without folding its wings

The sky fillswith millions of swallows this spectacle brings

Rapidly thither fly falcons owls crows

From Africa |bis marabouts flamingos

The Roc bird of whom poet-fabulists tell

Soars holding in its talons Adam's skul

As the eagle swoops from the sky-line its cry is heard

Andfrom Americacomesthelittle humming-bird
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De Chine sont venus les pihis longs et souples

Qui n'ont qu'une seule aile et qui volent par couples
Puisvoici la colombe esprit immacule

Qu'escortent Poiseau-lyre et le paon ocelle

Le phenix ce bucher qui soi-meme sengendre

Un instant voile tout de son ardente cendre

Les sSirenes laissant les perilleux detroits

Arrivent en chantant bellement toutes trois

Et tous aigle phenix et pihis de la Chine

Fraternisent avec la volante machine

Maintenant tu marches dans Paris tout seul parmi la foule

Des troupeaux d'autobus mugissants pres de toi roulent

L'angoisse de I'amour te serre le gosier

Comme si tu ne devaisjamais plus etre aime

Si tu vivais dans I'ancien temps tu entrerais dans un
monastere

Vous avez honte quand vous vous surprenez a dire une
priere

Tu temoque de toi et comme lefeu deI'Enfer tonrirepetille

Les etincelles de ton rire dorent le fonds de tavie

C'est un tableau pendu dans un sombre musee

Et quelquesfois tu vas la regarder de pres

Aujourd'hui tu marches dans Paris les femmes sont
ensanglantees

C'etait etje voudrais ne pas m'en souvenir c'etait au declin
de la beaute

Entouree de flammes ferventes Notre-Dame m'a regarde a
Chartres

Le sang de votre Sacre-Coeur m'ainonde a Montmartre

Je suis malade d'ouir les paroles bienheureuses

L'amour dont je souffre est une maladie honteuse

Et I'image qui te possede te fait survivre dans I'insomnie et
dans I'angoisse

C'est toujours pres de toi cette image qui pase

Maintenant tu es au bord de la Mediterranee
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From China have come the pihis on long and supple feather
Their wing span is one and they fly two together

Here is the dove the immaculate spirit

Lyre-bird and argus-eyed peacock escort it

The phoenix arising from its wing-fanned pyre

Veils all for a moment with its burning fire

The sirens leaving the perillous straits

Arrive all three singing gloriously in the heights

And eagle phoenix pihis of China and condor

Fraternize all with the Flying Wonder

Y ou walk now in Paris all alone amid the throng

Herds of lowing buses near you glide along

The tortures of love your throat constrain

As if you were never to be loved again

Ifyou lived of old in a monastery you would seek retreat
Now you are ashamed at the prayer you repeat

You rail and your laughter pedls like a hellfire of sin
The sparks of your laughter gild the life within

It is a picture hanging in a dim gallery

And sometimes you go to gaze at it attentively

To-day you walk in Paris where the women are dyed
sanguine

It was though | would forget this it was beauty in decline

Surrounded with fervent flames Notre-Dame gazed on me
at Chartres

The blood of your Sacred-Heart flooded me at Montmartrc

The blessed words have robbed me of ail ease

The love | suffer from is a shameful disease

And you survive deepless and anguished in this image

which posseses
Y ou to whom so close it is this image which passes

Now | find you by the Mediterranean shore

Beneath the lime-trees all the year in flower

With some of your friends you take a boat out to sea
Oneisfrom Nice one from Menton and two from La Turbie
We watch in a panic the octopus of the deep
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Sous les citronniers qui sont en fleur toute I'anned

Avec tes amis tu te promenes en barque

L'un est Nissard il y aun Mentonasque et deux Turbiasques
Nous regardons avec effroi les poulpes des profondeurs

Et parmi les algues nagent les poissons images du Sauveur

Tu es dans lejardin d'une auberge aux environs de Prague
Tu te sns tout heureux une rose est sur la table

Et tu observes au lieu d'ecrire ton conte en prose

La cetoine qui dort dans le coeur de la rose

Epouvante tu te vois dessine dans les agates de Saint-Vit
Tu etais triste a mourir lejour ou tu t'y vis

Tu ressembles au Lazare afadle* par lejour

Lesaiguilles de I'horloge du quartierjuifvont arebours
Et tu recules auss dans ta vie lentement

En montant au Hradchin et le soir en ecoutant

Dans les tavernes chanter les chansons tcheques

Tevoici k Marseille au milieu des pasteques
Tevoici a Coblentz a Photel du Geant
Te voici a Rome asis sous un neflier du Japon

Te voici k Amsterdam avec une jeune fille que tu trouves

belle et qui et laide
Elle doit se marier avec un etudiant de Leyde
On y loue des chambres en latin Cubicula locanda
Je m'en souviensj'y ai pase troisjours et autant a Gouda

ILU CSA Parischczlejugedestruction
Comme un criminel on te met en éat d'arrestation
Tu as fait de douleureux et de joyeux voyages
Avant de t'apercevoir du mensonge et de Page
Tu as souffert del' amour a vingt et a trente ans
J'ai vecu comme un fou et 'ai perdu mon temps
Tu n'oses plus regarder tes mains et a tous moments je
voudrais sangloter
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Symbols of our Saviour the fish swim among the kelp

You are in the tavern-garden in the suburbs of Prague
Y ou feel happy and a rose lies before you on the table
Y ou observe instead of writing your tale in prose

The canker that lies in the heart of the rose

Terrified you see yourself pictured in Saint Vitus agate

Y ou were mortally sad when your eyes that image met

Y ou are like Lazarus bewildered by the day

The clock-hands in the ghetto are moving the wrong way
And you retreat slowly into your life within

Going up to hear in the taverns at Hradchin

The peasants who sing an ancient Czech song

Here at Marseilles now the melons among

Here at Coblenz Hotel Geant your home

Here sitting under a Japanese medlar at Rome

Here at Amsterdam with one you deem lovely but is in
truth an ugly maiden

She is destined to marry a student at Leyden

One can hire rooms in latin Cubicula locanda

| remember | spent three days there and as many at Gouda

Now in Paris before the judge they attest

While you as acriminal are under arrest

Y ou have made journeys both grievous and happy

Before you were conscious of age and the lie

Of love at twenty and thirty you bitterly tasted

| have lived like a madman and my days were wasted

Y ou dare no more behold your hands | can scarce restrain
my tears

Over you over her | love over all that brought your fears

Y ou watch with moistened eyes these poor emigrants
They believe in God they pray the mothers suckle their
infants
They fill with their odour the hall of Gare Saint-Lazare
Like the Wise Kings they have faith in their star
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Sur toi sur celle quej'aime sur tout ce qui t'a epouvante

Tu regardes les yeux pleins de larmes ces pauvres Emigrants

IIscroient en Dieuils prient lesfemmes all aitent des enfants

II's emplissent de leur odeur le hall de la Gare Saint-Lazare

Ils ont foi dans leur etoile comme les rois mages

Il's esperent gagner de I'argent dans FArgentine

Et revenir dans leur pays apres avoir fait fortune

Une famille transporte un edredon rouge comme vous
transportez votre coeur

Cet edredon et nos reves sont aussi irreels

Quelgues-uns de ces Emigrants restent ici et se logent

Rue des Rosiers ou rue des ficouffes dans les bouges

Je les ai vus souvent le soir ils prennent Fair dans la rue

Et se deplacent rarement comme les pieces aux tehees

Il'y a surtout des Juifs leurs femmes portent perrugue

Elles restent asises exsangues au fond des boutiques

Tu es debout devant le zinc d'un bar crapuleux
Tu prends un cafe a deux sous parmi les malheureux

Tu es la nuit dans un grand restaurant

Ces femmes ne sont pas mechantes elles ont des soucis
cependant

Toutes meme la plus laide a fait souffrir son amant

Elle et la fille d'un sergent de ville de Jersey

Scs mains queje n'avaisjamais vues sont dures et gercies
J'ai une pitie immense pour les coutures de son ventre

Jhumilie maintcnant a une pauvre fille au rire horrible ma
b ouche

Tu es seul le matin vavenir
Leslaitiers font tinter leurs bidons dans les rues

Lanuit seloigne ainsi qu'une belle Motive
(Test Ferdine lafausse ou Lea |'attentive
118



They hope to make money in the Argentine

And their fortune made back home enjoy their gain

A family removes an eiderdown as you would your heart

That eiderdown and our dreams are just as unreal

Some of the emigrants stay and find here a roof

In these hovels rue des Rosiers and rue des Ecouffes

| have seen them often in the evening they take the air in
the street

They move as rarely as pieces in chess

There are above all Jews whose wives in their pallor

And wearing wigs sit in the shop back-parlour

Y ou stand against the bar with its filthy counter of zinc
Among the down-and-outs taking your simple coffee-drink

You are to be found in the big restaurant at night

These women are not bad and their burdens are not light

All have brought suffering to their lover even the worst
fright

She is a policeman's daughter in the island of Jersey

Her hands which | have not seen are tough and creasy

| feel a great pity for the stitches of her belly

To a poor wench with a hideous laugh | now humiliate my
lips

Y ou are alone the morning will come
The milkmen clatter their milkcans in the street

Night moves off the loveliest of half-breeds
It is Ferdine the fase or Leah attentive to my needs

And you drink this alcohol burning like your days
Your days that you drain like a dram to the less

Y ou walk towards Auteuil weary-footed wend home
Among your fetishes of Oceana and Guinea lie down
They are Christs of different form and faith

Each inferior Christ the fase hope of a wraith
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Et tu bois cet alcool brulant comme tavie
Tavie que tu bois comme une eau-de-vie

Tu marches vers Auteuil tu veux aller chez toi apied
Dormir parmi tes fetiches d'Oceanie et du Guinee

lis sont des Christ d'une autre forme et d'une autre croyance
Ce sont les Christ infeYieurs des obscures esperances

Adieu Adieu

Soleil cou coupe
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Farewell farewell
Sun so soon sunk

Translated b
W. J. STRACHA
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GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE

LE PONT MIRABEAU

SOUS le pont Mirabeau coule la Seine
Et nos amours
Faut-il queje m'en souvienne
Lajoie venait toujours apres la peine

Vienne la nuit sonne Pheure
Lesjours sen vont je demeure

Les mains dans les mains restons face a face
Tandis que sous
Le pont de nos bras passe
Des eternels regards |'onde s lase

Vienne la nuit sonne Pheure
Lesjours sen vont je demeure

L'amour sen va comme cette eau courante
L'amour sen va
Comme la vie et lente
Et comme PEsperance e violente

Vienne la nuit sonne Pheure
Lesjours sen vont je demeure

Passent lesjours et passent les semaines
Ni temps passe
Ni les amours reviennent
Sous |le pont Mirabeau coule la Seine

Vienne la nuit sonne Pheure
Lesjours sen vont je demeure
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GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE

PONT  MIRABEAU

BENEATH Pont Mirabeau flowsthe Seine
And our loves too

Must ever there remain

The memory thatjoy succeeded pain

Night must come the hour go by

The days move swiftly on not |

Hand clasped in hand and face to face we tarry
While beneath

Our bridge of arms the O so weary

Waves of eternal glances hurry

Night must come the hour go by

The days move swiftly on not |

Love like this running water goes
Love aso goes

Life how quiescent

Tormenting Hope how violent

Night must come the hour go by

The days move swiftly on not |

Of days and weeks moves on the train
And time that's gone

No former loves return again

Beneath Pont Mirabeau flowsthe Seine

Tranglated by
W. J. STRACHAN
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GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE

CORS DE CHASSE

NOTRE histoire es noble et tragiquc
Comme le masgue d'un tyran

Nul drame hasardeux ou magique
Aucun detail indifferent

Ne rend notre amour patheHique

Et Thomas de Quincey buvant
L'opium poison doux et chaste
A sa pauvre Anne alait revant

Passons passons puisque tout pase
Je me retournerali souvent

Les souvenirs sont cors de chasse
Dont meurt le bruit parmi le vent
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GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE

HUNTING HORNS

OUR history is the noble tragic
Mask of a king

No hasardous or magic

Drama no insignificant thing
Makes our love moving

And Thomas de Quincey drinking

His opium sweet and chaste

To his poor Ann would wander thinking
L et us pass | et us pass since al| must pass
Oft may | backward turn

Memories are a hunting-horn
Whose notes the wind effaced

Trandated by
W. J. STRACHAN
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MAX JACOB
1876-1944

MOISE ENFANT

M OI SE enfant, dans cette poivriere,

— Clest une tour avec toit de donjon —
Pensat a Dieu et faisait sa priere,

Ne sachant pas gouverner dans lesjoncs,
L'enfant Jesus, la pailie et son nuage ;
C'est bien plus chaud et cest bien plusjoli:
Il alapailie et n'a pas de logis.

Moise enfant, education des meges,
Maille a partir avecque la magie,

L 'autre petit, quand sa maison voyage,

A pour maison leciel d'ltalic.

Hussards hongrois, sous vas noirs pardessus,
Qui trombonez dans ma courbe gondole,
Trombonez tous a la gloire de Jesus !

Que vos plumets |ui soient une aureole.
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MAX JACOB

THE INFANT MOSES

THE infant Moses, in this pepper-pot
—It's a tower with a dungeon's roof—
Thought about God and prayed his prayer
Since among the rushes he could not rule.
The infant Jesus has straw for his cloud ;

Its prettier far, and far more warm ;

He has the straw and he has no home.

The infant Moses, magicians at school,

Ever at war with wizardry,

When the other baby's house is a-wander
His house is the sky of Italy.

Playing the trombone in my curved gondola,
Y ou black-dolmened Hussars from Hungary,
Make him a halo out of your plumes

And trombone away to Jesus glory.

Trandlated by
CECILY MACKWORTH
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ANDRE SALMON
ne 1881

MASSACRE DES INNOCENTS

ENFANT Svouesau suicide
Qui riez aux paves des cours,
Levre coite et paupiere humide,
Blancsvisitesdu noir Amour ;

L'ceil d'un chat vous sert de chandelle
Pour suivre aux livresinterdits

Les chestes debauches mortelles

Qui vous font grands, pauvres petits !

Saintement vas meres sappliquent
Aux chatiments indefinis
Propices aux coeurs heroiques,

Enfants laids, beaux d'etre promis

A de funebres hymenees,
Felix, Adolphe, Idomenee!
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ANDRE SALMON

THE MASSACRE OF THE [INNOCENTS

CHILDREN vowed to suicide
Laughing on the stone-paved floor
Lips unmoved and humid-eyed
Whites visited by the black-Amor ;

The cat's eyeisyour living torch
In banned books to contemplate
The chaste but transient debauch
Which, poor little ones, make you great!

Y our mothers turn their pious arts
To chastisements indefinite
Fit for such heroic hearts,

Favoured less in looks than fate
Of marriages funereal,
Felix, Adolphus, Lionel!

Trandated by
W. J. STRAGHAN
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ANDRE SALMON

OVANUNA CROYAIT...

OVANUNA croyait qu'en Amerique
Il nevolait oiseau que mecanique.

La faute en est a cet amant qui pour t'apprendre |'ortho-
graphe

Te menait chague soir au cinematographe.

Suis-moi plutot,

Reveuse en mon beau chateau.

Je t'apprendrai grace au calcul differentiel

Qu'en verite les gratte-ciel

Grattent si bien et au si juste endroit

Que le ciel eclatant de rire,

Grevant dejoie,

Fait, tous les quarante ans,

Trembler la terre en eclatant,

— Ainsi tomba Frisco

Chute immense dont le sans-il porta l'echo —
Comme une ablette cassant en sept la poele a frire.
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ANDRE SALMON

OVANUNA BELIEVED

OV ANUNA believed that in the United States
No bird flew but an engine motivates

The fault is this lover's who to teach you orthography
Took you each evening to study cinematography.
Follow me rather in retreat,

Dreamy to my lovely country-seat.

I will teach thanks to the differential calculus

That sky-scrapers, or so they tell us,

Scrape so well and cunningly

That the sky with laughter riven,

Bursting in unholy glee,

Sets each fortieth year,

Being so tickle o' the sere,

The earth a-tremble ; so fell 'Frisco

Great fall of which the wireless bore the echo—
Like a bleak breaking the frying-pan in seven.

Trandated by
W. J. STRACHAN
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FRANCIS JAMMES
1868-1938

PRIERE POUR ALLER AU PARADIS AVEC LES
ANES

LORSQU'IL faudraaller versvous, o mon Dieu, faites

gue ce soit par unjour ou la campagne en fete

poudroiera. Je desire, ainsi quejefisici-bas,

choisir un chemin pour aller, comme il me plaira,

au Paradis, ou sont en pleinjour les etoiles.

Je prendrai mon baton et sur la grande route

j'irai, etje dirai aux anes, mes amis :

Je suis Francis Jammes et je vais au Paradis,

car il n'y a pas denfer au pays du Bon-Dieu.

Jeleur dirai : Venez, doux amis du ciel bleu,

pauvres betes cheries qui, d'un brusque mouvement
d'oreille,

chassez les mouches plates, les coups et les abeilles...

Queje vous apparaisse au milieu de ces betes
guej'aime tant parce qu'elles baissent la tete
doucement, et Sarretent en joignant leurs petits pieds
d'une facon bien douce et qui vous fait pitie*.
Jarriverai suivi deleursmilliersd'oreilles,
suivi de ceux qui porterent au flanc des corbeilles,
de ceux trainant des voitures de saltimbanques
ou des voitures de plumeaux et de fer-blanc,
de ceux qui ont au dos des bidons bossues,
des anessss pleines comme des outres, aux pas Casses,
de ceux a qui Ton met de petits pantalons
a cause des plaies bleues et suintantes que font
les mouches entities qui Sy groupent en ronds.
Mon Dieu, faites qu'avec ces anesje vous vienne.
Faites que, dans la paix, des anges nous conduiscnt
vers des ruisseaux touffus ou tremblent des cerises
lisses comme la chair qui rit desjeunes fillcs,
et faites que, penche' dans ce sgjour des ames,
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FRANCIS JAMMES

PRAYER TO GO TO PARADISE WTH THE
DONKEYS

WHEN it behoves me to go to you, O my God, let

it be upon a day when the country for a fete

powders the road. | want, as | did here below,

to choose a way to go, just as | like to go,

to Paradise, where are in full daylight the clear stars.

I'll take my walking-stick, and on the highroad's rise

['ll1 go, and I'l | say to the donkeys, my friends :

| am Francis Jammes, and | am going to Paradise,

for there is not a hell in the land of the good God.

| shall tell them : Come, sweet friends of the blue sky, who
with a nod,

poor, loved beasts, with a quick movement of the ear, chase

away
the flat, tormenting flies, the buffets, and the bess . . .

0 let me come before you in the middle of these beasts
that | love so because they lower their heads, indeed
very gently, and stop still, joining their little feet

in a most piteous way, very kindly, that brings tears.

| shall arrive, followed by their thousands of ears,
followed by those who carried baskets on their flanks,
by those drawing clownwise their somersaulting carts
or cartloads of feathery dusters and tin,

by those whose backs clatter with dented water-cans,
by she-ases wide as leathern bottles, halting often,

by those one dresses up in little pantaloons

because of the wet sores, blue and aching, that make
infatuated fliesthat surround them in rings.

My God, make it be that with these donkeys | come to you.
Make it be that angdls lead us forward in peace

to tufted river-banks where tremble bright cherries
desk and glossy as the laughing flesh of young girls,
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sur vos divines eaux, je Sois pareil aux ines
qui mireront leur humble et douce pauvrete
alalimpidity de I'amour eternel.

134



and make it be that leaning, in this place of souls essg
over your divine waters, | shall be like the donkeys
that will watch their humble and sweet poverty move
towards the limpidity of the eternal love.

Trandlated by
VERNON WATKINS



PAUL CLAUDEL
ne 1868

de CANTATE A TROIS VOIX

BEATA — Jedirai, puisque tu le veux,

Larose. Qu'est-ce que larose? O rose !

Eh quoi ! lorsque nous respirons cette odeur qui fait
vivre les dieux,

N'arriverons-nous qu'a ce petit cceur insubsistant

Qui, des qu'on le saisit entre ss doigts, seffeuille et fond,

Comme d'une chair sur elle-meme toute en son propre
baiser

Millefois resserree et replied ?

Ah, jevous le dis, ce n'est point larose ! c'est son odeur

Une seconde respiree qui est eternelle !

Non le parfum de larose ! cest celui de toute la Chose
que Dieu afaite en son ete !

Aucune rose | mais cette parole parfaite en une circon-
feYence ineffable

En qui toute chose enfin pour un moment a cette heure
supreme est nee !

O paradis dans les tenebres !

Cest la redlite’ un instant pour nous qui eclot sous ces
voiles fragiles et la profonde delice a notre ame de tonte
chose que Dieu afaite !

Quoi de plus mortel a exhaler pour un etre pe>issable

Que Peternelle essence et pour une seconde I'inepuisable
odeur de la rose ?

Plus une chose meurt, pluselle arrive au bout d'elle-mejne,

Plus elle expire de ce mot qu'elle ne peut dire et de ce
secret qui latire!

Ah, qu'au milieu de Panned cet instant de |'eternite est
fragile, extreme et suspendu !

— Et nous trois, Laeta, Fausta, Beata,

N'appartenons-nous pas a cejardin auss,

A ce moment qui est entre le printemps et Pete un peu
de nuit,
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PAUL CLAUDEL

from CANTICLE FOR THREE VOICES

BEATA : Sinceyouwill have it so, | sing the rose.
What is't? Ahme ! the Rose !
How, when we take that breath
Which keeps the gods from death,
Attain we but the tiny insubstantial core
Which fingered, melts and is no more,
As flesh on flesh, in its self-kiss
Intensified, redoubled unendingly is?
Mark you, tis not the rose, it is her scent,
Inhaled a moment, that has ne'er an end !
Nor hers alone, but that of every Thing
By God made in His Summer-Spring !
And not the rose, but that all-saying breath
Ineffably enrondured, wherein all
At last in sovran hour an instant bids befall !
O inmost Eden in the gloom !
Reality one instant breaks to bloom
Beneath those tenuous veils,
And to the soul darts home
The dear delight that all God's doing exhales !
What mortal thing more breathable by creature of a day
Than the rose's deathless essence
And her teeming fragrance on a second's stay ?
Sure as a creature dies past being's boundaries,
Even so her latest breath is the word that ne'er she saith
Drawn out by the arcane whereof her soul is fain.
How frail in midmost year,
How poised and fine and clear
I's this our instant of Eternity !
We three, Joy, Comfort, Bliss,
Are we not of this garden too,
This moment twixt the Summer and the Spring
With nightfall tinged,
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(Comme d'yeux pour un moment qui se ferment dans la
volupte,)

Avec pour notre parfum la voix et ce coeur qui
souvre,

Pour entre les bras de celui qui nous aime etre cette rose
impuissante a mourir !

Ah, I'important n'est pas de vivre, mais de mourir et
d'etre consomme !

Et de savoir en un autre cceur ce lieu d'oii le re tour est
perdu,

Aussi fragile a un seul touchement de la main que la rose
qui s'evanouit entre les doigts !

Et la rose fleurit vaguement : un seul soir,

Et de chaque tige le complexe papillon a l'aile d'elle-
meme prisonniere a fui !

Mais toi, mon ame, dis : Je ne suis pas n€e en vain et
celui qui est appete a me cueillir existe !

Ah, qu'il reste un peu a l'ecart ! je le veux, qu'il reste
encore un peu de temps a Pecart !

Puisque ou serait la foi, sil etait la? ou serait le temps ?
oil le risque ? oil serait le desir ? et comment devenir
pleinement, sil etait la, une rose ?

C'est son absence seule qui nous fait naitre

Et qui sous le mortel hiver et le printemps incertain
compose

Entre les feuilles epineuses parfaite enfin la rouge fleur
de desir en son ardente geometrie !

— Et demain deja expirent ces noces de la terre et il
n'y aura plus de nuit.

Mais qu'importe, si, par dela le vide immense de |'ete
et I"hiver qui I'approfondit.

Les vierges de notre seYail deja dans le jardin futur
saluent leurs sceurs reparaissantes ?

Qui a trouve le bonheur rencontre une enceinte sans
defaut,

Tels Tun sous Pautre les petales de la fleur sacree,

D'un tel art insures qu'on n'y trouve rien qui commence
et aucune fin.

Oujesuis, vous etes la, mes sceurs, avec moi,
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(As closing eyes, with rapture fringed,)

With voice and widening breast for fragrant breath

To be in the belov'd embrace that rose which knows not
death !

Ah! tis the great thing not to live but die, but con
summated be !

To know the place in other's heart whence the way back i
lost

Frail to hand's touch as rose by fingers crost !

Precarious blooms the rose : a single night,
And from each stem the parti-coloured thing
Self-captive to her wing, hath taken flight !

But thou my soul, tell true :
| was not born in vain
And one there is, fated to garner me !
Let him withhold awhile
Him would | beguile
To stand aloof for yet a little while !
For, were he manifest, what room for faith
Or time, or wish, or longing, and how grow
Quite, were he here, to fullness of the rose ?

Only his absence brings us to the birth
And under deathly winter and fickle springtime knows
To plan 'mid thorny leaves the red flow'r of desire
In her most strict geometry of fire!

E'en by to-morrow fades the marriage-feast of earth
And night shall be no more.
Good lack, if past the void profound
Of summer, and of winter, its sole bound,
Our harem's girls €en now in pleasaunces to be
Hail their emergent ssters ?

Who finds bliss meets enclosure without flaw,
Like superimposed petals of the Flower of Awe,
Set with such art that none is last or first.

Where | am, you, my sisters, are with me
And mystically our hands imparted be
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Et nos mains mystiquement ne sont pas disjointes quoique
lalune eclaire tour-a-tour nos visages.

Qui possede Tune tient les deux autres ensemble,
prisonnier desormais comme le nombre |'est de |a puissance.

Oh manque larose, le fruit ne fait pas deTaut.

Oh cese |e baiser, le chantjaillit !

Oh le soleil se cache, eclate le ciel !

Nous ne sommes point sortis de ce paradis de delices ou
Dieu d'abord nous a places,

(Et lejardin seulement, comme son possesseur, est blesse).

Son enceinte est plus infranchissable que le feu et son
calice d'un tel tissu

Que Dieu lui-meme avec nous n'y trouve point d'issue.
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Albeit the moon with alternating sheen

Visit our faces.

Who has the one keeps two and three together
Evermore captive as in powers the factor.

When the rose fails, the fruit is still to the good !
When kisses languish, song bestirs her mood !
When sun is hid the skies unlid
Amillionmillioneyes!

We never left that Paradise

Where God in the beginning set our place,
(Tho' Eden, like its tenant, is to blame)

Its fence is more impassable than flame,

Its calix, of such weft

That from us even God of outlet is bereft.

Trandated by
MGR. J. O'CONNOR
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CHARLES PEGUY
1873-1914

de EVE

HEUREU X ceux qui sont morts pour laterre charnelle
Mais pourvu que ce fut dans unejuste guerre.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts pour les quatre coins de terre.
Heureux ceux qui sont morts d'une mort solonelle.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts dans les grandes batailles,
Couches dessus le sol a la face de Dieu.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts sur un dernier haut lieu,
Parmi tout |'appareil de grandes fun”railles.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts pour des cites charnelles.
Car €les sont les corps de la cite de Dieu.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts pour leur atre et leur feu,
Et les pauvres honneurs des maisons paternelles.

Car dles sont I'image et le commencement

Et le corps et I'essai de la maison de Dieu.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts dans cet embrassement,
Dans Petreinte d'honneur et |e terrestre aveu.

Car cet aveu d'honneur est le commencement

Et le premier d'un kernel aveu.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts dans cet ecrasement,
Dans I'accomplissement de ce terrestre vceu.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournes
Dans la premiere terre et dans la discipline,

Ils sont redevenus la pauvre figuline.

II's sont redevenus des vases facones.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournes
Dans leur premiere formeet fiddle figure.

Il's sont redevenus ces objets de nature

Que le pouce d'un Dieu lui-meme a faconnes.



CHARLES PEGUY

From EVE

HAPPY are they who die for a temporal land,
When ajust war calls, and they obey and go forth,
Happy are they who die for a handful of earth,
Happy are they who die in so noble a band.

Happy are they who die in their country's defence,
Lying outstretched before God with upturned faces.
Happy are they who die in those last high places,
Such funeral rites have a great magnificence.

Happy are they who die for their cities of earth,

They are the outward forms of the City above.

Happy are they who die for their fire and their hearth,
Their father's house and its humble honour and love.

That house and its pride are the first inauguration
The image and form of a celestial mansion.
Happy are they who die in that consecration

The pledge of honour and its earthly confession.

That pledge of honour begins a new construction,
The first attempt at another, holier troth.

Happy are they that die in that dark destruction
In the fulfilment of a terrestrial oath.

Happy are they who die, for they are enfolded

Into the primitive earth and its rule austere,

They have become once again like the potter's ware,
They have become once again like urns new moulded.

Happy are they who die, for they are enfolded

Into their primitive form and their truthful figure,

They have become once more the objects of nature
Which the hand of God Himself drew forth and moul ded.
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Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournes
Dans la premiere terre et la premiere argile.

Il's se sont remoules dans la moule fragile

D'ou le pouce d'un Dieu les avait demoutes.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournes
Dans ce memelimon d'ou Dieu lesreveiila.

I1's se sont rendormis dans cet alleluia

Qu'ils avaient desappris devant que d'etre nes.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont revenus
Dans |la demeure antique et lavieille maison.

Ils sont redescendus dans lajeune saison

D'ou Dieu les suscita miserables et nus.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournis
Dans cette grasse argile d'ou Dieu les modela,

Et dans ce reservoir d'ou Dieu les appela.

Heureux les grands vaincus, les rois decouronnes.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournes
Dans ce premier terroir d'ou Dieu les revoqua,

Et dans ce reposoir d'ou Dieu les convoqua.
Heureux les grands vaincus, les rois depossed6s.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournes
Dans cette grasse terre ou Dieu les faconna.

Ils se sont recouches dedans ce hosanna

Qu'ils avaient desappris devant que d'etre nes.

Heureux ceux qui sont morts, car ils sont retournes
Dans ce premier terreau nourris de leur depouille,
Dans ce premier caveau, dans la tourbe et la houille.
Heureux les grands vaincus, les rois deabuses.

Heureux les grands vainqueurs. Paix aux hommes de guerre.
Qu'ils soient ensevelis dans un dernier silence.
Que Dieu mette avec eux dans lajuste balance
Un peu de ce terreau d'ordure et de poussiere.
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Happy are they who die, for they are enfolded

Into the primitive clay, their lodging of old,

They are remade within that destructible mould
Whence by the hand of God they had been unmoulded.

Happy are they who die. To familiar earth

They return, whence the voice of God awoke them.

They deep, and alleluias shall once more cloak them
Which they had forgotten ere they were brought to birth.

Happy are they who die, for they are included

Once more in their antique home, their ancient mansion,
They have discovered once more their youthful season
From whence God hurried them forth, poor and denuded,

Happy are they who die, for they have retreated

Into that oozy clay out of which God wrought them,
Into that reservation whence God had sought them.
Happy the discrowned kings and the great defeated.

Happy are they who die, for they have retreated

Into that primitive soil whence God evoked them,

And into that resting place whence God convoked them.
Happy the banished kings and the great defeated.

Happy are they who die. Deep in that oozy earth

Where they have returned and from whence divinely made
In a hosanna they newly are wrapt and laid,

Which they had forgotten ere they were brought to birth.

Happy are they who die, for they have retreated

Into the primitive earth, that darkest retreat,

Among the coal beds and peat they fed with their sweat.
Happy the sad-eyed kings and the great defeated.

Happy the mighty victors. Peace to the men of war.
May they be enshrouded in ultimate silence.

May God put beside them in the perfect balance

A little of that soil of filth and dusty ore.

145



Que Dieu mette avec eux dans le juste plateau

Ce qu'ils ont tant aime, quelques grammes de terre
Un peu de cette vigne, un peu de ce coteau,

Un peu de ce ravin sauvage et solitaire.

Mere voici vos fils qui ce sont tant battus.
Vous les voyez couches parmi les nations.
Que Dieu manage un peu ces etres debattus,
Ces coeurs pleins de tristesse et d'hesitations.
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May God put beside them in the perfect balance

That which they loved so much, a handful of their land,
A cutting of that vine, something of that pleasaunce,

A corner of that valley, solitary and grand.

Mother, behold your sons, those warrior natures,

Y ou see them lie outstretched among all the nations.
O may the hand of God on His broken creatures
Be light, on hearts of sadness and hesitations.

Trandlated by
PANSY PACKENHAM
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CHARLES PEGUY

PARIS DOUBLE  GALERE

DEPUIS le Point du Jour jusqu'aux cedres bibliques
Double galere assis au long du grand bazar,

Et du grand ministere, et du morne alcazar,

Parmi les deuils privet et les vertus publiques ;

Sous les quatre-vingts rois et les trois Republiques,
Et sous Napoleon Alexandre et Cesar,

Nos peres ont tente' le centuple hasard,
Fidelement courbes sur tes rames obliques.

Et nous prenant leur place au meme banc de chtoe,
Nous ramerons des reins, de la nuque, de Tame,
Plies, cases, meurtris, saignants sous notre chaine ;

Et nous tiendrons le coup, rives sur notre rame,

Forcat fils de forcats aux deux rives de Seine,
Gateriens couches aux pieds de Notre-Dame.
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CHARLES PEGUY

PARIS TWIN-GALLEYS

FROM time of swamp to perfumed Lebanon,
Paris, twin-galleys, here at anchor rode ;

And then through tale of palace come and gone,
Of private griefs, of glory spread abroad,

Of Roman emperors, of Napoleon . . .

When our forefathers harnessed to the load,

Who kings had borne and thrice a people's throne,
Hung over slanting oars with shoulders bowed.
We, too, are chained to this, the well-worn seat,
With body, mind and soul must ply the oars,
Bent, broken, bruised but not effete,.

Slave on these galleys here between her shores :
Our soul the phoenix rising from defest,

Our body crouched by Notre-Dame's grey towers.

Trandated by
W. J. STRACHAN
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PAUL VALERY
1871-1945

de LE SERPENT

EVE,jadis, jelasurpris,

Parmi ss premieres pensees

La levre entr'ouverte aux esprits
Qui naissaient des roses bercees.
Gette parfaite m'apparut,

Son flanc vedte et d'or parcouru
Ne craignant le soleil ni rhomme ;
Tout offerte aux regards de Pair,
L'ame encore stupide, et comme
Interdite au seuil de la chair.

O masx de beatitude,

Tuess belle, juste prix

Delatoute sollicitude

Des bons et des meilleurs esprits !
Pour gu'a tes levres ils soient pris

Il leur suffit que tu soupires !

Les plus purs sy penchent les pires,
Les plus durs sont les plus meurtris...
Jusques k moi, tu m'attendris,

De qui relevent les vampires !

Oui! demon poge de feuillage,
Reptile aux extases d'oiseau,
Cependant que mon babillage
Tissait de russs le reseay,
Je te buvais, o belle sourde !
Came, claire, de charmes lourde,
Je dominais furtivement,
L'oeil dans For ardent de ta laine,
Ta nugue enigmatique et pleine
Dea secrets de ton mouvement!
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PAUL VALERY

from THE SERPENT

EVE, as once | came upon her,
Among her first thoughts stood forlorn ;
To spirits her lips parted were,

Spirits of cradled roses born.

Before me stood this perfect one,

Her flank, vast, with gold o'errun,

Of sun or man without a fear ;

Offered to any air that scanned,

The soul still stupefied, as it were,

At a loss on flesh's borderland.

O mass of blessadness, you are

So beautiful, thejust reward

Of the all and every care

Of the best minds, as of good !

To your lips that they be led

Enough for them that you should sigh !
The poorest stoop most abjectly,

The hardest are the deepest bled . . .
Me even, me you have softened,
Whom vampires are governed by !

Yea! from my leafy post above,
Reptile, tasting bird-like bliss,
Even the while my chittering wove
The network of its wiliness,
Unlisting Beauty, | drank you in,
Heavy with charms, limpid, serene ;
| dominated, furtively,
Eyeing your burning golden waool,
Y our nape, inscrutable, and full
Of all your motion's secrecy !
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J etais present comme une odeur,
Comme Parome d'une idee
Dont ne puisse etre elucidee
L'insidieuse profondeur !

Etje t'inqutetais, candeur,

O chair mollement decidee,
Sans queje teusse intimidde,

A chanceler dans la splendeur !...
Bientot, jet'aurai, jeparie,
Dejata nuance varie !

(Lasuperbe simplicity

Demande dimmenses egards !

Sa transparence de regards,
Sottise, orgueil, felicite,

Gardent bien la belle cite!
Sachons lui creer des hasards,

Et par ce plus rare des arts,

Soit le coeur pur sollicitd !

Cest lamon fort, c'est lamon fin,
A moi les moyens de mafin!)

Or, d'une eblouissante bave,
Filons les systemes lagers

Ou Poisive et I'Eve suave
Sengage en de vagues dangers !
Que sous une charge de soie,
Tremble la peau de cette proie
Accoutumeeau seul azur !...
Mais de gaze point de subtile,

Ni de fil invisible et sur,

Plus qu'une trame de mon style !

Dore, langue! dore-lui les
Plus doux des dits que tu connaisses !
Allusions, fables, finesses,
Milles slences cistes,
Use de tout ce qui lui nuise :
Rien qui neflatte et ne Pinduise
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| was present like a smell,

Like the aroma of a thought,

Of which vainly were it sought

The insidious depth to tell !

And | perturbed you, Innocence,

O flesh that never had known its will
Had | not fed you fears until

Y ou staggered in the bright intense !
My lifeonit, I'l'l have you, soon,

Y our thought already changes tone !

(Such superb simplicity

For great consideration prays !

Her transparency of gaze,

Silliness, pride, felicity,

Guard the lovely city well !

Learn we chances to impart,

And to this, the rarest art,

Be the pure heart susceptible !

There ismy forte ! That is my game !
Be mine the means to reach my aim !)

Then, light sysems let us spin

For Eve s0 leisurely, Eve so swest,
Spinwith a dazzling dribble wherein
Vague perils may entoil her feet!
Beneath a load of silk then may

Be trembling the skin of this prey
Wont open tothesky tobe ! . ..
Gauze there is not known whose guile,
Thread'sstrength, invisibility,

Excel aweaving in my style !

Golden, make her golden the
Swesetest sayings, tongue, you know !
Subtleties, fables, hints, but so
Let many a chiselled silence be ;
Use all things that may work heri | | :
Only what flatters, or what will
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A se perdre dans mes dcssins,

Docile a ces pentes qui rehdent

Aux profondeurs des bleus bassins

Les ruisseaux qui des cieux descendent

O quelle prose nonpareille,

Que d'esprit n'ai-je pasjete
Dans le dedde duvete

De cette merveilleuse oreille !
La, pensaisie, rien de perdu ;
Tout profite au coeur suspendu !
Sur triomphe ! si ma parole,
De Tame obsedant le tresor,
Comme une abeille une corolle
Ne quitte plus Poreille d'or !

Rien, lui souffiaisjen'est moins sur
Que la parole divine, Eve !
Unesciencevivecreve

Uenormiti de cefruit mfir!

N'ecoute VEtre vieil et pur

Qui maudit la morsure brlve !

Ques ta bouchefait un reve,

Cette soif qui songe d la she,

Ce dilice d demifutur,

'C'est Veterniti fondante, Eve !

Elle buvait mes petits mots

Qui batissaient une ceuvre etrange ;
Son cell, parfois, perdait un ange
Pour revenir a mes rameaux !...

Le plus ruse des animaux

Qui teraille d'etre si dure,

O perfide et grose de maux, *
N'est gu'une voix dans la verdure
— Mais ®Vieuz Ffive etait

Qui sous la branche I'ecoutait!

Ame, Amedisaisje, doux sgjour
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Lead her to lose herself in my toils,
Docile to those dopes that call

To the depths of the blue pools

The streams that from the heavens fall !

O what prose beyond compare,
What of wit have | not thrown
Into the labyrinth of down

Of this marvel of an ear !

There, thought I, is nothing vain ;
All to thefaltering heart isgain !
Sure triumph ! if the tales by me
For siege of the soul's treasure told,
Like corolla's sege by bee,

Leave never more that ear of gold !

" Nothing," | breathed to her, " is less
Sure than the divine word, Eve !

A quickened knowledge is to reave

From this fat fruit the heinousness !

Heed not the Being, pure, old, who says
His curseis on a bite so brief!

Y our mouth has but a dream to weave ;
This thirst that dreams the sgp to receive,
This delight's forestalledness,

Thisis luscious Eternity, Eve ! "

She drank in each little saying,

Words that built a building strange ;

Her eyes from an angel at times would range
Back to my branches would be straying !
The wiliest animal that goes,

Mocking you, that so hard you be,

O faithless woman, big with woes,

I's but a voice in the greenery !

—But how grave was our Eve, as she
Listened to him under the tree !

" Soul," said I, " sweet place of rest
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Detouteextaseprohibie,

Sens-tu lasinueuse amour

Qjiefai du perederobee?
JeVaty cette essencedu del,
Adesjinsplusdoucesquemiel
Dilicatement ordonnie...
Trendsdecefruit... Dresseton bras!
Pour cueillir cequetu voudras

Ta belle main te fut donnie!

Quel silence battud'uncil !

Mais quel souffle sous le sein sombre
Que mordait PArbre de son ombre !
L'autre brillait comme un pistil !

— Sffle, siffle! mechantait-il !

Etje sentais fremir le nombre,

Tout lelong de mon fouet subtil,

De ces replis dont je m'encombre :
lisroulaient depuis le beryl

De macrete, jusqu'au peril !

Genie! O longue impatience !

A lafin, les temps sont venus

Qu'un pas vers la neuve Science
Vadonejaillir de ces pieds nus !

Le marbre aspire, I'or se cambre !

Ces blondes bases d'ombre et d'ambre
Tremblent au bord du mouvement!...
Elle chancelle, la grande urne

D'ou vafuir le consentement

De Fapparente taciturne !

Du plaisir quetu teproposes
Cide, cher corps, cldeaux app&ts!
Queta soifde metamor phoses
Autour de VArbre du Tripos
Engendreunechainedeposes!
Vienssansvenir ! Formedespas
Vaguement commelourdsderoses...
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For all forbidden joysto stray,

The sinuous love have you not guessed
That | from the Father stole away ?

| have it, this essance of the skies,

With nicety it ready lies

For ends more sweet than honey-dew . . .
Take of this fruit. . . lift your arm higher !
To gather what you may desire

Y our lovely hand was givenyou ! "

What slence an eyelash beat upon !

But what breath, under the dark breast
That the Tree's nibbling shade caressed !
The other like a pistil shone !

Whistle! Whistle! It sang to me'!

And of atremor | was aware,
Thelength of my whip-like subtlety

In all these many coils | bear :

From beryl of my crest they rolled,
Perilously uncontrolled !

Genius ! O patience surely found !

At lagt, at last, the times we greet

When towards the Knowledge new a bound
I's thus to spring from these bare feet!

To marble, breath ! To gold, arched graced !
Sombre or amber, each fair base

Is poised o'er movement, tremblingly ! . . .
Itistottering, this great urn,

Whence the consent is now to flee

Of her who seemed so taciturn! . . .

Toitslures, asyouwould attain

The pleasure, yield, dear body, yield !

Y our thirst for change, and change again,

Around the Tree of Death be reveaed

In postures, linked as on a chain !

Gomewithout coming ! Make steps unsought

Vague, as though burdens of rosss restrain . . .
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Danse, cher corps! Ne pense pas!
Id les delices sont causes
Suflisantes au coursdes choses!

O follement queje m'orTras

Cette infertile jouissance :

Voir le long pur d'un dos si frais
Fre'mir la desob& ssance !...

Deja delivrant son essence

De sgese et d'illusions,

Tout PArbre de la Connaissance
Echevele de visions,

Agitait son grand corps qui plonge
Au soleil, et suce le songe !

Arbre, grand Arbre, Ombre des Cieux,
Irresistible Arbre des arbres,

Qui dans les faiblesses des marbres,
Poursuis des sues delicieux,

Toi qui pousss tels labyrinthes

Par qui les tenebres etreintes

Sliront perdre dans le saphir

De ldendle matinee,

Douce perte, arome ou zephir,

Ou colombe predestined,

O Chanteur, 6 secret buveur

Des plus profondespierreries,

Berceau du reptile reveur

Qui jetal'Eve en reveries,

Grand Etre agite de savair,

Qui toujours, comme pour mieux voir,
Grandis a Pappel de ta cime,

Toi qui dans Tor tres pur promeus
Tes bras durs, tes rameaux fumeux,
D'autre part, creusant vers |'abimc,

Tu peux repousser 1'infini
Qui n'eg fait que de ta croissance,
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Dance, dear body ! Banish thought!
Here delights will well explain
Whatever followsin their train !

O madly did | gloat to se

(Though barren the enjoyment were)

So pure and fresh a back to be

With disobedienceal | astir ! . . .

Its essnce already delivering

(Of wisdom andillusions bred),

The Tree of Knowledgeisquivering,
Withitsvision-towsled head,

Through all its mighty frame, that dives
Sunwards, and thence the dream derives !

Tree, great Tree, Shadow of Heaven
Irresistable Tree of Trees,

Who in the marble's wesknesses

To hunts for lusciousjuice art given,
Who sinkest mazes in the deep

Whereby the close-hugged shadows creep
To lose themsdlves in sapphir bright

Of never-ending morn above ;

Swest loss, if scent, or zephyr light,

Or if it be predestined dove,

O singer, O drinker in secrecy

Of the profoundest precious stone,
Cradle of reptile dreamer, he

By whom Eve into dreams was thrown ;
Great Being moved by lust to know,
Who, to see better, still must grow

To topmost off-shoots summonses ;
Who in the purest gold dost raise

Thy hard arms, thy branches' haze,
Conversely, delving towards the diyss ;

Thou cangt repel the infinite
That lives not from thy growth apart
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Et de la tombejusgu'au nid

Te sentir toute ConnaissanceL.
Mais ce vieil amateur d'echecs,
Dans l'or oisif des soleils sees

Sur ton branchage vient se tordre,
Et parmi I'etincellement

De sa queue eternellement
Eternellement e bout mordre...
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From tomb in pit to nest in height

Canst fed that thou all Knowledge art ! . . .

But this old lover of failures, by

Suns that are leisured, golden, dry,
Comes in thy boughs his coils to bend ;
And where the night goes starrily

He lies gnawing eternally,

Eternally gnawing his tail-end. . . .

Trandated b
MARK WARDL
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PAUL VALERY

CANTIQUE DES COLONNES

DOUCES colonnes, aux
Chapeaux garnis dejour,
Ornes de vrais oiseaux
Qui marchent sur le tour,

Douces colonnes, o
L'orchestre de fuseaux !
Ghacun immol e son
Silence a Punisson.

— Que portez-vous si haut,
figales radieuses ?

— Au desir sans defaut
Nos graces studieuses !

Nous chantons a la fois
Que nous portons les cieux !
O seule et sage voix

Qui chantes pour les yeux !

Vois quels hymnes candides !
Quell e sonorite*

Nos elements limpides
Tirent delaclarte!

Si froides et dories
Nous fumes .de nos lits
Par le ciseau tiroes,
Pour devenir ces lys !

De nos lits de cristal

Nous fumes eveiltees,

Des griffes de metal

Nous ont appareillees.
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PAUL VALERY

SONG OF THE COLUMNS

SWEET columns, with

Chaplets adorned with day,
Crowned with true birds, no myth,
That walk the stone-fledged way,

Sweet columns, O

The bobbins' orchestra !
Each one confides its own
Hush to the unison.

—What do you bear so high
Equal in radiance ?

—For desire's faultless eye
Our studious elegance.

We sing by mutual choice
That we bear up the skies.
O se and single voice
Singing for the eyes !

See what clear hymns !
What sonority

Our light-enamoured limbs
Draw from limpidity !

So chill, chased with dawn,
We from our beds early

By the chisel were drawn
To become these lilies !

From our beds of cold crystal

We were awakened,

Talons of metal

Gripped us and dackened.
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Pour affronter la lune,
Laluneet le soleil,

On nous polit chacune
Comme Tongledel'orteil !

Servantes sans genoux,
Sourires sans figures,

La belle devant nous
Se sent les jambes pures.

Pieusement pareilles,

Le nez sous le bandeau

Et nos riches oreilles
Sourdes au blanc fardeau,

Un temple sur les yeux
Noirs pour |'eternite,
Nous allons sans les dieux
A la divinite* !

Nos antiques jeunesses,

Chair mate et belles ombres,
Sont fieres des finesses

Qui naissent par les nombres !

Filles des nombres d'or
Fortes des lois du ciel,

Sur nous tombe et sendort
Un Dieu couleur de miel.

Il dort content, lejour,
Que chaguejour offrons
Sur la table d' amour
Etale sur nos fronts.

Incorruptiblessceurs,
Mi-brulantes, mi-fraiches,
Nous primes pour danseurs
Brises et feuilles seches,
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To face the moon,

The moon and sun-glow,
We were polished each one
Like a nail of the toe !

Servant-maids inflexuous,
Smileswith no viewer,
The girl before us

Feds her legs pure.

Piously matched peers,

The nose beneath the string-course
And our rich ears

Deaf to the white load's force,

A temple on our eyes,
Dark for eternity,
Without the gods we rise
Tothat divinity !

Our antique youths,

Dull flesh, fair shadesof mirth,
Arebright with subtle truths
Which numbersbring to birth.

Girls of the golden numbers,
Strong with heaven's laws and rod,
On us there fals and slumbers

A honey-coloured god.

He degps at ease, the Day,
Whom every day with vows
We on love's table lay,
Slack-tided on our brows.

Incorruptiblesigers,

Half fire, half cool as eves,

We took for dancers

Breezes and dry leaves,
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Et les secles par dix,
Et les peuples passes,
C'est un profondjadis,
Jadisjamais asez !

Sous Nos memes amours
Plus lourdes que |le monde
Nous traversons lesjours
Comme une pierre I'onde !

Nous marchons dans le temps
Et nos corps eclatants

Ont des pas ineffables

Qui marquent dans les fables...
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And the centuries, by ten,
And the past peoples' tide,
It is a deep-found Then,
Then never satisfied !

Beneath our loves that raise

A weight than Earth more grave
Silent we cross the days

Like a stone the wave !

We walk in time, and these
Our dazzling bodies

Have seps ineffable

That mark in fable . . .

Trandated by
VERNON WATKINS
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LEON-PAUL FARGUE
ne 1878

de JETERNM MEMORISE PATRIS
Un seul itrevous manque et tout est depeupU

DEPUIS, il y atoujours, suspendu dans mon front et qui
me fait mal,

Delave, raidi de salpetre et suri, comme une toile d'araignee
qui pend dans une cave,

Un voile de larmes toujours pret a tomber sur mes yeux.

Je n'ose plus remuer lajoue; le plus petit mouvement
reflexe, le moindre tic

Sacheve en larmes.

Sij'oublie un instant ma douleur,

Tout a coup, au milieu d'une avenue, dans le souffle des
arbres,

Dans la chasse des rues, dans Pangoisse des gares,

Au bras d'un vieil ami qui parle avec douceur,

Ou dans une plainte lointaine,

A I'appel d'un sifflet qui repand du froid sous .des hangars,

Ou dans une odeur de cuisine, un soir,

Qui rappelle un silence d'autrefois a table...

Amende par la moindre chose

Ou touche'e comme d'un coup sec du doigt de Dieu sur ma
cendre,

Elle ressuscite ! Et d6gaine !

Et metransperce du coup mortel sorti del'invisible bataille,

Aussi fort que la catastrophe creve le tunnel.
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LEON-PAUL FARGUE

from  AETERNM MEMORISE  PATRIS

SINGE then, there has been always, suspended on my
brow and hurting me,

Diluted, stiffened with saltpetre and soured, like a spider's
web in a cellar,

A veil of tears, ready always to fall upon my eyes.

I no longer dare to move my cheek ; the smallest reflex
motion, the least twitch

Endsin tears.

If | forget my sorrow for a moment.

Suddenly, on an avenue, in the breath of the trees,

In the chase of the streets, the anguish of railway stations,

On the arm of an old friend who spesks gently,

Or in a far-off plaint,

At the call of a whistle scattering a cold blast beneath the
hangars,

Or the smell of a kitchen at evening,

Recalling a silence at table long ago,

Brought by a trifle,

Or like a dry touch of God's fingers on my ashes,

It rises ! And unsheathes ! And pierces me through and
through with mortal blow from an invisible battle,

Strong as a castastrophe bursting a tunnel.

Trandlated by
E. JOLAS
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LEON-PAUL FARGUE

AU FIL DE UHEURE PALE

UN jour, au crepuscule, on pase, agpres lapluie,

Le long des murs d'un pare ou songent de beaux arbres,
On les suit longtemps. L'heure pase

Que les mains de la nuit faufilent aux vieux murs...
Mais qu'est-ce qui vous trouble au fil de Theure pale
Qui s'ourle aux mains noires des grilles ?

Ge soir, le calme apres la pluie a quelque chose

Qui fait songer a de I'exil et a la nuit...

On entend le bruit nombreux

Des feuilles partout

Gomme un feu qui prend...

Des branches clignent. Le silence

Epie

Et il passe des odeurs si penetrantes

Qu'on oublie qu'il y en ait d'autres

Et qu'elles semblent I'odeur meme de la vie...

Plus tard, un peu de soleil dore

Une feuille, et deux, et puis tout !

Alors, Poiseai* nouveau qui Pose le premier
Apreslapluie

Chante !

Et comme une acre fleur sort d'une lampe e*tente
I monte de mon cceur Poffrande d'un vieux reve...

Un rayon rode encore a la crete du mur,

Glisse d'une main calme et nous conduit vers rombre...
Est-ce lapluie ? Est-ce lanuit ?

Au loin, des pas vieux et noirs

Sen vont

Le long des murs du pare ou les vieux arbres songent...
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LEON-PAUL FARGUE

ON THE THREAD OF THE PALE HOUR

ONE day, at dusk, we pass, after the rain

Skirting the parkside walls where dream the trees . . .
Long, long we follow. The hour deds by

That night's deft fingers stitch upon the walls . . .

But what disturbs you in this pale thread of time
Hemmed to the hands, the black hands of the bars ?
The dusk, the calm after the rain have somehow turned
Our dreams to exile and to night ...

Now we hear the harmonious sigh

Of leaves around

As of afire that takes . . .

And branches nod. Silence

Looks on

And scents so all-pervasive rise

That we forget that others can exist

For these would seem the scent of life itself. . .

Later a gleam of sunshine gilds

One legf, then two then every one !

Then thefirst bird to venture forth

After the rain

Sings !

And as an acrid smell mounts from a deadened wick
So from my heart this offering of a dream . . .

A ray of light still lingers on the wall

Slips from a quiet hand towards the shade . . .
Isit therain? Isit the night ?

Far-off some black and aged deps

Move off
Along the parkside walls where old trees dream . . .

Trandated by
W. J. STRACHAN
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JULES SUPERVIELLE
ne 1884

WHISPER IN AGONY

NE vous etonnez pas,
Abaissez les paupieres
Jusgu'a ce qu'elles soient
Deveritablepierre.

Laissez faire le ceeur,
Et meme S'il sarrete
I bat pour lui tout seul
Sur sa pente secrete.

Les mains salongeront
Dans leur bargue de glace
Et e front sera un
Comme une grande place
Vide, entre deux armees.

172



JULES SUPERVIELLE

WHISPER IN AGONY

DO not be surprised,
But lower your eyelids
Until they have turned
To real stone.

Let the heart beat on,
And should it ceasg,
It will beat for itself
On a secret dope.

The hands shall be laid
In their bark of glass
And the forehead bared
Like avast, empty place
Between two armies.

Trandlated by
JAMESKIRKUP
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JULES SUPERVIELLE

POINTE DE FLAMME

TOUT lelong de savie
[l avait aime alire

Avec une bougie

Et souvent il passait

La main dessus la flamme
Pour se persuader

Qu'il vivait,

Qu'il vivait.

Depuis le jour de sa mort
Il tient a cote de lui

Une bougie aliunde
Mais garde les mains cachees.
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JULES SUPERVIELLE

BY CANDLELIGHT

HIS whole life through
He had loved to read

By candlelight

And often he would pass
His hand over the flame
To make quite sure
That he was still

Alive, still living.

Since the day of his death

He keeps by his side

A lighted candle

But he has hidden his hands away.

Trandlated b
JAMESKIRKU
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JULES SUPERVIELLE

DANSLA FORET

DANS la foret sans heures
On abat un grand arbre.
Un vide vertical

Tremble en forme de fut
Pres du tronc dtendu.

Gherchez, cherchez, oiseaux,
La place de vos nids

Dans ce haut souvenir

Tant qu'il murmure encore.
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JULES SUPERVIELLE

IN THE FOREST

IN the forest without number

A tall tree is felled

A void

Trembles upright shaped like a trunk
Above the fallen tree.

While it still is murmuring,

Seek, birds, sk

Where your nests once rested
In this lofty memory.

Trandated b
JAMES KIRKU
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PIERRE-JEAN JOUVE
ne 1887

LA FEMME ET LA TERRE

QUAND elle etait, ce coeur 6tait plus fort quelalumiire
Son sang sous Pinfluence de la lune etait plus ouvert
Que le sang repandu, et sa nuit plus obscure et velue
Que lanuit mais auss scintillante et dure

Un sexe plus qu'une ame un astre plus qu'un sexe

Une eglise la chevelure la surmbntait

Et vous qui dormez ! autre granit et vieilles roses
Qui passez et disparaissez dans un bain pur

Sans faiblesse comme sans distance

Hautes hautes terres etranger azur

Pesez sur elle qui n'est plus

Dans le temps ni sein ni spasmes ni larmes
Qui sest retournee sous la terre

Vers |'autre plus cendreux soleil.
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PIERRE-JEAN JOUVE

WOMAN AND EARTH

WAS stronger than the light this heart which beat in her

Her blood to the moon's influence more open lay

Than lifeblood shed ; her night was denser and more
hirsute than

The Night, andjust as sparkling and as hard—

More s than soul a star more than a sx

Temple with tresss drifting from the dome

Are deeping now that other granite, rosss overblown
That pass away and vanish in the light's pure lake—
Old wesknessss felt no more, all distance done away :
O lofty lofty lands and alien azure sky

Weigh down on her who now is not more known

As bosom or as gpasm or as hot tears spilt in Time :
Who underneath the ground has turned right round
To face another, a more ashen sun.

Trandated by
DAVID GASGOYNE
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PIERRE-JEAN JOUVE

LES DEUX TEMOINS

D UR agneau prends pitie des deux derniers temoins
Qui seront tues dans le manteau rouge sans sepulture
O liberty prends en vertu leurs corps saignants

Car ils sont les deux chandeliers du Seigneur

Car ils ont le pouvoir de fermer le ciel

Car le feu de leur bouche a devore I'injuste

Car ils ont change Peau en sang

Mais alafin laBete de Tabime

A regu pouvoir de les delivrer

A fait la guerre les a tues et les a defaits.
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PIERRE-JEAN JOUVE

THE TWO  WITNESSES

HAV E pity, O harsh lamb upon these last two

Witnesses who shall in scarlet cloak be slain and have no
tomb

And take O Liberty into thy charge their red remains

For these are the two holy candle-bearers of the L ord

For they have been given power to shut the sky

For their mouth's fire has quite consumed the unjust man

For they have turned the watersinto blood

But at last the Beast of the abyss

Has been sent power to deliver them

Has made war and has killed them and all their deeds has
undone.

Trandated by
DAVID GASCOYNE
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PIERRE REVERDY
ne 1889

TOUT VEST ETEINT

TOUT Set eteint
Le vent pase en chantant
Et les arbres frissonnent

Les animaux sont morts
Il n'y a plus personne
Regarde

Les etoiles ont cese de briller

La terre ne tourne plus
Une tete sest inclinee

Les cheveux balayent la nuit
Le dernier clocher reste debout

Sonne minuit
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PIERREREVERDY

EVERYTHING IS DARK

EVERYTHING isdark
The wind goes by singing
And the trees tremble

The animals are dead
There is no one any more
Look

The stars have stopped shining
The earth no longer spins
A head leans over
Its hair sweeping the darkness
The last steeple left standing

Strikesmidnight.

Trandated b
JAMES KIRKU
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ST. JEAN PERSE
ne 1889

de ANABASE

C'EST laletraindu mondeetjen'ai quedubienaendire—
Fondation delaville. Pierreet bronze. Desfeux deronces
a Paurore

mirent a nu ces grandes

pierres vertes et huileuses comme des fonds de temples, de
latrines,

et le navigateur en mer atteint de nos fumees vit que la
terre, jusqu'au faite, avait change d'image (de grands
ecobuages vus du large et ces travaux de captation d'eaux
vives en montaigne).

Ainsi lavillefut fondle et placee au matin sous les labiales
d'un nom pur. Les campements s'annulent aux collines !
Et nous qui sommes la sur les galeries de bois,

t6te nue et pieds nus dans la fraicheur du monde,

qu'avons-nous done a rire, mais qu'avons nous a rire,
sur nos sieges, pour un debarquement de filles et de mules ?

et qu'est-ce a dire, depuis Paube, de tout ce peuple sous
les voiles ? — Des arrivages de farines ?... et les vaisseaux
plus hauts que I'llion sous le paon blanc du ciel, ayant
franchi la barre, s'arretaient

en cepoint mortouflotteunane mort. (11 s'agit d'arbi-
trer ce fleuve pale, sans destin, d'une couleur de sauterelles
ecrasees dans leur seve)

Au grand bruit frais de Pautre rive, les forgerons sont
maitresdeleursfeux ! Lesclaguementsdu fouet dechargent
aux rues neuves des tombereaux de malheurs ineclos. O
mules, nos tenebres sous le sabre de cuivre ! quatre tetes
retives au nceud du poing font unvivant corymbesur Fazur.
Les fondateurs d*adles s'arretent sous un arbre et les idees
leur viennent pour le choix des terrains. lis m'enseignent le
sns ct la destination des batiments : face honored, face
muette ; lesgaleriesdelaterite, lesvestibulesdepierrenoire
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ST. JEAN PERSE

From ANABASS

SUCH istheway of theworld and | have nothing but good
to say of it.—Foundation of the City. Stone and bronze.
Thornfiresat dawn

bared these great

green stones and viscid like the bases of temples, of
latrines,

and the mariner at ssa whom our smoke reached saw
that the earth to the summit had changed its form (great
turf-burnings seen afar and these operations of channelling
theliving waters on the mountains).

Thus was the city founded and placed in the morning
under the labials of a holy name. The encampments are
razed from the hills! Andwewho are there in the wooden
galleries,

head bare and foot bare in the freshness of the world,

what have we to laugh at, but what have we to laugh at,
in our places, for adisembarkation of girlsand mules ?

and what is there to say, since the dawn, of all this
people under sail >—Arrivalsof grain! . . . And the ships
taller than Ilion under the white peacock of heaven, having
crossed the bar, hove to

inthisdead water therefloatsadead ass+ (Wemust ordain
thefate of thispale meaninglessriver, colour of grasshoppers
crushed in their sap.)

In the great fresh noise of the yonder bank, the black-
smiths are masters of their fires! The cracking of whipsin
the new streets unloads whole wainsful of unhatched evils.
O mules, our shadows under the copper sword ! four restive
heads knotted to the fist make aliving tuft against the blue.
The founders of asylums meet beneath a tree and find their
ideas for the choice of situations. They teach me the mean-
ing and the purpose of the buildings : front adorned, back
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et les piscines d'ombre claire pour bibliotheques ; des con-
structions tres fraiches pour les produits pharmaceutiques.
Et puis sen viennent les banquiers qui sifflent dans leurs
clefs. Et deja par les rues un homme chantait seul, de ceux
qui peignent sur leur front le chiffre de leur Dieu. (Crepite-
ments d'insectes a jamais dans ce quartier aux detritus !)
... Et ce n'est point le lieu de vous conter nos aliances avec
les gens de l'autre rive ; Peau offerte dans les outres, les
prestations de cavalerie pour les travaux du port et les
princes payes en monnaie de poissons. (Un enfant triste
comme la mort des singes — sceur ainee d'une grande
beaute — nous offrait une caille dans un Soulier de satin
rose.)

...Solitude ! Pceuf bleu que pond un grand oiseau de mer,
et les baies au matin tout encombrees de citrons d'or ! —
C'eait hier ! L'oiseau senfut !

Demain les fetes, les clameurs, les avenues plantees
d'arbres a gousses et les services de voierie emportant a
Paurore de grands morceaux de palmes mortes, debris
d'ailes geantes... Demain les fetes,

les elections de magistrats du port, les vocalises aux
banlieues et, sous les tiedes couvaisons d'orage,

la ville jaune, casguee d'ombre, avec s calecons de
filles aux fenetres.

... A latroisieme lunaison, ceux qui veillaient aux crates
descollinesreplierent leurestoiles. On fit bruler un corpsde
femme dans les sables. Et un homme savanca a I'entrese du
Desert — profession de son pere : marchant de flacons.
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blind ; the galleries of laterite, the vestibules of black stone
and the pools of clear shadow for libraries ; cool places for
the wares of the druggist. And then come the bankers blowing
into their keys. And aready in the streets a man sang alone,
one of those who paint on their brow the cipher of their god.
(Perpetual crackling of insects in this quarter of vacant lots
and rubbish) . . . And thisisno time to tell you, no time to
reckon our alliances with the people of the other shore ;
water presented in skins, commandeering of cavalry for the
dockworks and princes paid in currency of fish. (A child
sorrowful as the death of apes—one that had an elder sister of
great beauty—offered us a quail in a slipper of rose-coloured
satin.)

Solitude ! the blue egg laid by a great sea-bird, and the
bay-leaves at morning all laden with gold lemons ! Yester-
day it was ! The bird made off !

to-morrow the festivals and tumults, the avenues planted
with podded trees, and the dustmen at dawn bearing away
huge pieces of dead palm trees, fragments of giant wings . ..
To-morrow the festivals,

the election of harbour-masters, the voices practising in
the suburbs and under the moist incubation of storms,

the yellow town, casqued in shadow, with the girls
knickerbockers hanging at the windows.

At the third lunation, those who kept watch on the
hilltops folded their canvas. The body of a woman was
burnt in the sands. And a man strode forth at the threshold
of the desert—profession of his father : dealer in scent-
bottles.

Trandlated b
T. S. ELIO
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JULESROMAINS
ne 188

UNE AUTRE AME VAVANCE...

QU'EST-CE qui transfigure ainsi e boulevard ?
L'allure des passants n'est presque pas physique ;

Ce ne sont plus des mouvements, ce sont des rythmes,
Etje n'ai plus besoin de mes yeux pour les voir.

L'air qu'on respire a comme un gout mental.
Les hommes
Ressemblent aux idees qui longent un esprit.
D'eux a moi, rien ne cese d'etre interieur ;
Rien ne m'est etranger de leur joue a majoue,
Et I'espace nous lie en pensant avec nous.
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JULES ROMAINS

ANOTHER  SPIRIT ADVANCES

WHAT isit so transforms the boulevard ?

The lure of the passershy is not of the flesh ;

There are no movements; there are flowing rhythms
And | have no need of eyes to se them there.

The air | breathe is fresh with spirit-savour.

Men are ideas that a mind sends forth.

From them to me all flows, yet isinternal ;

Cheek to chesk we lie across the distance,

Space in communion binds us in one thought.

Trandlated by
JOSEPH SHIPLEY
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TRISTAN TZARA
ne 189%

LEFEU DEFENDU

LA nuit eclairait la nuit

la nuit dans ses pieges a loups
les vagues mendient aux 0iseaux
et Teau Seteint

des lors se fut le silence

engloutisseur de villes k I'ecart des morts

en silence gardeuse de lampes

ronge les mites de lumiere

sans autre tristesse sans autre silence que la lumiere
et qu'un long lit de chevelures de femmes

les yeux segarent degja le cri du nourrisson
ni joie ni pleur — les eaux bercees

les ours eux-memes ont mal ala terre

et je suis toujours la et je n'ai jamais bouge
de nosloisirs giboyeux

ni espoir ni mensonge
inventeurs de magies
nouvelles comme le monde
n'en saurait contredire
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TRISTAN TZARA

THE FORBIDDEN FIRE

THE night illuminated the night
the night in its wolf-traps

the waves beg from the birds
and the water fades away

since then there has been the silence

that swamps the towns apart from the dead

in silence watcher over the lamps

gnaw at the crumbs of light

without other sorrow without other silence than the light
or along bed of the hair of women

the eyes grow vague already the nursling's cry
neither joy nor weeping—the rocked waters
even the bears suffer from the earth

and | am dways there and | have never moved
from our gamy leisures

neither hope nor lie
inventors of new magic
such magic as the world
may never more gainsay

Trandlated by
CECILY MACKWORTH
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PAUL ELUARD
ne 18%

MAX ERNST

DANSun coin Finceste agile

Tourne autour delavirginite d'une petite robe
Dans un coin le ciel delivre

Aux Opines de I'orage laisse des boules blanches.

Dans un coin plus clair de tous les yeux
On attend des poissons dangoisse.
Dans un coin lavoiture de verdure de Fee'

Immoabile glorieuse et pour toujours.

A lalueur de lajeunesse

Des lampes alumees tres tard
La premiere montre s sans que tuent des insectes rouges.
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PAUL ELUARD

MAX  ERNST

In one corner the nimble incest

Hovers round the virginity of a small dress.
In one corner the sky, unbridled,
Abandons white balls to thorns of thunder.

In one corner brighter for all the eyes
They await thefishesof anguish.

In one corner summer's verdant coach
Stands gloriously and ever motionless.

In the glow of youth
Of lamps lighted very late
The first-come bares her breasts for insects red to kill.

Trandated by
GEORGEREAVEY
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PAUL ELUARD

TELLE FEMME, PRINCIPE DE VIE,
INTERLOCUTRICE IDEALE

VEUX-TU voir

La forme obscure du soleil

Les contours de lavie

Ou bien te laisser eblouir

Par le feu qui mele tout

Le flambeau passeur de pudeurs
En chair en or ce beau geste

L'erreur est auss inconnue

Que les limites du printemps

La tentation est prodigieuse

Tout se touche tout te traverse

Ce ne fut d'abord qu'un tonnerre d'encens
Ce que tu aimes le plus

La louange belle a quatre

Belle nue immobile

Violon muet mais palpable
Je te parle de voir

Je te parlerai de tes yeux

Sois sans visage si tu veux

De leur couleur contre le gre

Des pierres lumineuses

Decolorees

Devant rhomme que tu conquiers
Son enthousiasme aveugle

Regne naivement comme une source
Dans le desert

Entre les plages de la nuit et les vagues du jour
Entre la terre et Peau

Nulleride acombler

Nul chemin possible
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PAUL ELUARD

SUCH A WOMAN, THE PRINCIPLE OF LIFE,
THE IDEAL QUESTIONER

WOUL D you gaze upon

The uncertain shape of the sun
The contours of life

Or dse allow yourself to be dazzled
By the fire that mingles all things
The torch ferryman of all shame
Infleshand in gold this brave deed

The error is unknown

As are the boundaries of spring

The temptation is overwhelming

A1l things meet all things penetrate you
At firstit was only the thunder of incense
That you adore above all

To be praised to the skies

Woman motionless lovely and naked
Mute but palpable violin

| am speaking of seeing

| will speak to you of your eyes
Have no face if you so desire

Of their colour against the grain
Of sparkling jewels

Grown dull

Before the man you endave

His blind rapture

An ingenuous lord a spring

In the wastes of the desert

Between the shores of the night and the breakers of day
Between the land and the water

No ripple to smooth

No road is open
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Entre tes yeux et les images quej'y vois

Il y atout ce quej'en pense

M oi-meme indeVacinable

Comme une plante qui samase

Qui simule un rocher parmi d'autres rochers
Ce queje porte de certain

Toi tout entiere

Tout ce que tu regardes

Tout

Ceci es un bateau

Qui vasur une riviere douce

Il porte des femmes qui jouent

Et des graines qui patientent

Ceci e un cheval qui descend la colline

Ou bien une flamme qui seleve

Un grand rire pieds nus dans une cour miserable
Un comble de I'automne des verdures amadouees
Un oiseau acharne a mettre des ailes a son nid
Un matin qui disperse des lampes de rosee

Pour eveiller les champs

Ceci e une ombrelle

Et ceci la toilette

D'une dentelliere plus seduisante qu'un bouquet
Au son des cloches de Tarc-en-ciel

Ceci dejoue Pimmensite*
Ceci n'ajamais asxz de place
La bienvenue est toujours ailleurs
Avec lafoudre avec le flot
Qui saccompagnent
De meduses et d'incendies
Complaisants a merveille
lis detruisent I'echafaudage
Surmonte d'un triste drapeau de couleur
Une etoile limite
Dont les doigts sont paralysed
Je parle de te voir
Je te sais vivante
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Between your eyes and the images | see there
Are all the thoughts | devoted to them

Myself firmly rooted

Like a plant that gathers

That assumes a rock among other rocks
The certitude | have given me

Youall entire

All that you s

All

Thisis a boat

That moves upon a gentle river

And carries playing women

And patient sseds

This is a horse that goes down the hill-side
Or d= a flame that leaps

A loud laugh bare-footed in a squalid yard
Autumn's wealth of lauded pot-herbs

A bird intent on fitting wings to its nest

A morning that scatters lamps of dew

To awaken the fields

This is a parasol

And thisis the dress

Of a lace-maker more ravishing than any nosegay
To the pealing of the rain-bow's bells

Thisbaflesinfinity
This has never enough room
The welcome is adways dsawhere
With the thunderbolt and the tidal-wave
In whose wake come
Jelly-fish and conflagrations
Miracul ously accommodating
They destroy the scaffolding
Surmounted by a sorry-coloured flag
A star confines
Its fingers paralysed

197



Tout exisgetout e visible
Il n'y a pas une goutte de nuit dans tes yeux

Jevisdans une lumier e exclusive la tienne.
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| spesk of seeing you

| know that you are living

All exigs and all isvisible

Your eyes hold not a drop of night

I live in one light only yours.

Trandated b
RUTHVEN TOD

199



PAUL ELUARD

De UUNIVERS-SOLITUDE

[
UNE femme chague nuit
Voyage en grand secret.

[
Villages de la lassitude
Oil lesfilles ont les bras nus
Comme des jets d'eau
Lajeunesse grandit en dles
Et rit sur la pointe des pieds
Villages de la lassitude
Ou tous les etres sont pareils.

v
Pour voir les yeux ou Ton senferme
Et les rires ou Ton prend place.

Vi
Je veux t'embrasser je t'embrasse
Je veux te quitter tu t'ennuies
Mais aux limites de nos forces
Tu revets une armure plus dangereuse qu'une arme.

VI
Le corps et les honneurs profanes
Incroyable conspiration
Des angles doux comme des ailes

— Mais lamain qui me carese
Clest mon rire qui I'ouvre

Cest ma gorge qui la retient
Qui la supprime.

Incroyable conspiration

Des decouvertes et des surprises.
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PAUL ELUARD

From UNIVERSE-SOLITUDE

[
A woman every night
Journeys secretly.

1
Villages of weariness
Where the arms of girls are bare
Asjets of water
Where their youth increasing in them
Laughs and laughs and laughs on tiptoe
Villages of weariness where all the people are alike.

Y
To se the eyes that cloister you
And the laughter that receives you.

Vi
| want to kiss thee | do kiss thee
| want to leave thee thou art tired
But when our strengths are at an ebb
Thou puttest on an armour more perilous than an arm.

VIl
The body and the profane honours
Incredible conspiracy
Of the angles soft as wings.
But the hand caressing me
It is my laughter that unclasps it
It is my throat that clings to it
That ends it
Incredible conspiracy
Of the discoveries and surprises.
201



I X
Fantome de ta nudite*
Fantome enfant de tasimplicity
Dompteur pueVil sommeil charnel
Delibertesimaginaires.

XI
A ce souffle a ce soleil d'hier
Qui joint tes levres
Cette carese toute fraiche
Pour courir les merstegeres de ta pudeur
Pour en faconner dans I'ombre
Les miroirs dejasmin
L e probleme du calme.

X1
Desarmee
Elle ne se connait plus d'ennemis.

XV
Ellesalonge
Pour se sentir moins seule.

XVII
Jadmirais descendant vers toi
L'espace occupe par le temps
Nos souvenirs me transportaient
Il te mangque beaucoup de place
Pour etre toujours avec moi.

XVIII
Dechirant s baisers e s peurs
Elle seVeille la nuit
Pour setonner de tout ce qui I'a remplacee.
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[ X
Phantom of thy nudity
Phantom child of thy simplicity
Child victor carnal deep
Of unreal liberties.

X1
It is the breath of yestersun
Joining thy lips
Anditisthe caress the fresh caress
To scout the frail sees of thy shame
To fashion them in gloom
It isthe mirrors of jasmine
The problem of calm.

X1
Disarmed
She knows no enemy.

XV
She dtretches herself
That she may fed less alone.

XVl
| admired descending upon thee
Time in the chariot of space
Our memories transported me
Much room is denied thee
For ever with me.

XVIII
Rending her kisses and her fears
She wakes in the night
To wonder at all that has replaced her.

Trandated by
SAMUEL BECKETT
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ARAGON
ne 1900

deVALSE DU  TCHELIABTRAKTROSTROI

C'EST une valse ancienne

qui tournait pour les paresseux
Jadis on respirait a peine

quand les yeux

rencontraient

les yeux

Au son de la meme rengaine
aujourdhui Petrange boston

ce qui tourne sans perdre haleine
c'est le melangeur de beton

Toute la ville ouvre s grands yeux proletariens sur la
course insensee

Dans les fleurs un orchestre au milieu des rubans de paille

oublie et I'heure et le sujet de la soiree et le ciel noir sur
I'Europe et la sueur

formidable au dos puissant des travailleurs

La brigade

avec la solennite’ que tout ceci comporte a promis

de donner trois fois sajournee en un soir

Les petits enfants au lieu de dormir sont venus

voir

L'orchestre reprend la romance

qui grisait le monde aboli

Dans mes bras Madame O demence
Demon que vous etesjoli

Au cceur mfeme de la cadence
gu'est-ce qui bat comme un tambour
C'est cependant la meme danse

mais ce n'est plus le meme amour

Celui qui vient de son village
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ARAGON

From TCHELIABTRAKTROSTROI WALTZ

THISisan ancient waltz

That the idle danced amid sighs

It would bring a catch in the breath
When they gazed in each other's eyes
To-day a peculiar boston

Whirls to the stale elixir

For what spins without losing breath
I's the mortar and concrete mixer

The whole town opens wide proletarian eyes in amaze

At such crazy speeding

In a nest of flowersstreamers and ribbons sits an orchestra

And plays mindless of the hour and the ceremony's import

And of the black night over Europe and the sweat

Massive on the workers' strong backs

Whilewith all due solemnity that such things comport

The brigade has sworn to give three times a day's worth
in one night

Andthelittle children instead of sleeping have cometo gaze

The band strikes up again

The romance of aworld that's gone
In my arms love ah what sweet folly
Demon | am undone

In the heart itself of the cadence

A drum-beat seems to move
Although surely the self-same dance
It's no longer the same love

He who comes from his village
Knowing nothing but the hardness of fieldsin the hoeing
And the interaiinable span
Of winter
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et qui ne sait rien que les champs durs alapioche et le long
Tin terminable

hiver

au premier rang setonne et rit sans comprendre et peut-
etre

prend peur devant la passion dont les flammes

mordent la fleur immense des mille regards

Celui qui vient de son village au premier rang se pose

toutes les questions de |la philosophic

qui sont comme les poux sur la tete humaine tournie

vers les constellations

Les camarades

pour la centieme fois chargent le melangeur

Camarades le pase crague

au creux puissant de vos pas
Emportons lavieille baraque
dans les camions de nos bras
Le canon contre nous se braque
Mais malgre les feux et les fers
le ciel desriches se detraque

et leur soleil marche a I'envers

Quatre cents cing cents six cents sept
cents meangeurs craches dans le delire Ou sommes-nous
C'est le pays de laviolence et des yeux bleus
L 'intelligence enorme des genoux
plie a chaque pelletde
sous|'effort revolutionnaire des betonneurs
C'est le pays du Leninismela main ala pelle
qui repond a Pappel de Tavenir cing ans d'avance
C'est leLeninismelapelle alamain le Leninisme
sur la breche du siecle prenant
tout I'elan de lapioche et qui rit
sans essuyer son front splendide
et sans rejeter s cheveux
a laterre docile et dure
a la nature fantasque et folle
aux hommes encore incertains
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Sits in the front row amazed laughs without quite under-
standing

Uneasy too at this passionate flame

In the bouquet of a thousand eyes

Sits in the front row he who comes from his village

And all the philosophical questions assail him

That are like fleas on the head of humanity

Upturned searching the starry vault

And the comrades for the thousandth time now

Are feeding the mixer

Comrades the past is cracking
Where your powerful emblem stands
Let us cart off the old wreckage

In the wagon of our hands

They train the cannon against us
But despite the bullets and jail

The sky of the rich is falling

And their sun has begun to fail

Four five six and seven
Hundred mixings spat out in frenzy
Where is it we are
It's a land of violence a blue-eyed land
The immense perception of knees
Flexed under each shovelling
Under the revolutionary urge of the concrete workers
It's the land of Leninism hand on shovel
That answers the future's call five years ahead
Leninism shovel in hand Leninism
In the breach of the century taking on
The swing of the pick itself
Careless of sweating brow
And tangled hair laughing
At earth both hard and docile
At nature mad and whimsical
At the uncertainty still in men laughing at electricity
Its child its vassal daughter
Leninismwithitsframeof fire
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quirital'electricite

safille esclave son enfant

le Leninisme au corps de flammes
aux pieds d'acier

aux mains de chair

Mille la machine a par mille
fois vide son ventre tournant
ainsi qu'une loterie agile

au gre' d'un eternel gagnant
Tous les ouvriers de laville
debout criant hagards heureux
comme une casque tte inutile
jettent le nombre mille aux cieux
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With its feat of sted
With its human hands

Now from the bellying drum
The thousandth emptying spins
Like a nimble fortune-wheel

To a player who aways wins
All the workers of the town
Leap up and with frenzied eyes
Like a cap torn from the head
Hurl their thousand to the skies

Trandlated by
NANCY CUNARD
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ARAGON

ZONE LIBRE

FADING delatristesse oubli

Le bruit du coeur brisg' faiblit

Et la cendre blanchit |a braise
J'ai bu Fee* comrae un vin doux
Jai revet pendant ce mois d'aout
Dans un chateau rose en Correze

Qu'etait-ce qui faisait soudain
Un sanglot lourd dans lejardin
Un sourd reproche dans la brise
Ah ne m'eVeillez pas trop tot
Rien qu'un instant le bel canto
Le desespoir demobilise

Il m'avait un instant semble
Entendre au milieu des bles
Confusenent le bruit des armes
D'ou me venait ce grand chagrin
Ni I'ceillet ni leromarin

N'ont garde le parfum des larmes

Jai perduje ne sds comment

Le noir secret de mon tourment
A son tour I'ombre se demembre
Je cherchais a n'en plus finir
Cette douleur sans souvenir
Quand parut |'aube de septembre

Mon amour j'etais dans tes bras

Au dehors quelqu'un murmura

Une vieille chanson de France

Mon mal enfin sest reconnu

Et son refrain comme un pied nu

Troubla Teau verte du silence
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ARAGON

ZONE LIBRE

CROSS-FADE of grief to nothingness,
The beat of the crushed heart grew less,
The coals grew white and lost their gleam ;
Drinking the wine of summer's haze

In a rose-castle in Correze

I changed this August into dream.

What could it be that of a sudden
Brought an aching sob in the garden,

A voice of low reproach in the air ?

Ah not so soon, ah do not wake me ;
This merest snatch of song must take me
Out of the barracks of despair.

I thought for a moment that | heard
In the middle of the corn a blurred
Noise of arms—a theme that sears.
Whence did this theme return to me ?
Not carnation nor rosemary

Had thus retained the scent of tears.

By hook or crook | had got relief
From the dark secret of my grief
When lo—the shadows redivide ;
My eyes were only on the track
Of apathy that looks not back
When September dawned outside.

My love, withinyour arms | lay

When someone hummed across the way
An ancient song of France ; my illness
At last came clear to me for good—
That phrase of song like a naked foot
Rippled the green water of stillness.

Trandated by
LOUIS MAGNEICE
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ARAGON

LES YEUX D'ELSA

T E S yeux sont si profonds qu'en me penchant pour boire
J'ai vu tous les soleils y venir se mirer

Syjeter a mourir tous les desesperes

Tes yeux sont si profonds quej'y perds la memoire

A Pombre des oiseaux c'est Pocean trouble

Puis le beau temps soudain se leve et tes yeux changent
L'ete taille la nue au tablier des anges

Le ciel n'est jamais bleu comme il Test sur les bles

Les vents chassent en vain les chagrins de Fazur
Tes yeux plus clairs que lui lorsqu'une larmey luit
Tes yeux rendent jaloux le ciel d'apres la pluie
Leverren'estjamais si bleu qu'a sa brisure

M er e des sept douleurs o lumiere mouillee

Sept glaives ont perce le prisme des couleurs
Lejour est plus poignant qui point entre les pleurs
L'iris troue de noir plus bleu d'etre endeuille"

Tes yeux dans le malheur ouvrent la double breche
Par ou sereproduit le miracle des Rois

Lorsque le cceur battant ils virent tous les trois

Le manteau de M ar ie accroche* dans la creche

Une bouche suffit au mois de M ai des mots

Pour toutes les chansons et pour tous les helas
Trop peu d'un firmament pour des millions d'astres
Il leur fallait tes yeux et leurs secrets gemeaux

L'enfant accapare' par les belles images

Ecarquille les sens moins demesur ement

Quand tu fais les grands yeux je ne sais si tu mens

On dirait que Faverse ouvre des fleur s'sauvages
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ARAGON

ELSA'S EYES

SO deep your eyes that as | lean to drink
Their pools the light of all the suns reflect
Loversin despair plunge from their brink
—S0 deep—I lose the power to recollect

Now beneath black wings the ocean heaves
Then sunshine in your eyes and gone the scorn
June clouds are shaken from an angel's deaves
Never more blue the sky than over corn

The winds dispel the heaven's wrath in vain

Y our eyes are still more bright when tears they lodge
The very sky isjealous of their rain

No glass s0 blue as at the fragment's edge

Mother of saven sorrows tear-drenched rays

Seven swords have pierced the prisms gaily painted
For dawns where tears have flown bring sharper days
Bluer the iris when with grief acquainted

Your eyes in Sorrow made a double rent

Where through the miracle of the Kings' was seen
As by the manger head in reverence bent

They saw the mantle of Our blessed Queen

One pair of lipsin May can voice the airs
Of all the songs and breathe each sad Alas
Y et Heaven's too small for all the million stars
Lacking your eyes to spesk of all that was

Child gazing in his picture-book wide-eyed

I magination fastened by its power

Y our open eyes who knows if they have lied

—Wild flowers expanding after April shower
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Cachent-ils des Eclairs dans cette lavande oil

Des insectes deTont leurs amours violentes

Je suis pris au filet des etoiles filantes

Comme un marin qui meurt en mer en plein mois d'aout

J'ai retire ce radium de la pechblende

Etj'ai brute mes doigts a ce feu deTendu

O paradis cent fois retrouve reperdu

Tes yeux sont mon Perou ma Golconde mes Indes

Il advint qu'un beau soir |'univers se brisa

Sur des recifs que les naufrageurs enflammerent
M oi je voyais briller au-dessus de la mer

Les yeux d'Elsa les yeux d'Elsa les yeux d'Elsa
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What hidden lightning from those beds may stab
O lavender where insects rape their prey

| am at the mercy of the weaving web

A sailor drowning in mid-August s

| have searched pitchblend where radium lies
My fingers burned at the forbidden fire

Yet | have rediscovered Paradise

Here in your eyes—Peru—Golconda of desire

And then one night befell the crack of doom
Amid the redfs the wreckers st alight

| saw above the waves in Stygian gloom
Your eyes, your eyes O Elsa gleaming bright

Trandated by
W. J. STRAGHAN
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JEAN MALAQUAIS
ne 1902

PARISAMSEINE

— M ONSIEUR avez-vous oul parler de Paris-sur-Seine
Je voudrais y aller pour unjour — une heure —

Y revoir la maison ouje suis ne

Larue ouje suis ne

Lesrues ouj'allais par les pluvieuses nuits

Sur les traces de mes millions d'abeilles

Glaner le miel de mes reves

Monsieur du guichet

— Paris-sur-Seine — oui — il me semble avoir oul
C'etait un terrible pays

Une vestale terrible coiffee de bastilles et de domes
Comme d'une mantille d'argent

Mon fils — carj'ai un fils — il a dix ans

Parfois m'en parle

Au dessert ca le passionne

Le pesg'

Lessecles passes

Les temps anciens

Les villes ensevelies englouties les Pompdes les reines Saba
Lesvieux pastels deI'histoire

— Monsieur du guichet

Je voudrais a Paris-sur-Seine revoir

Le pave onduler en Place de Greve et

Les faubourgs charrier les glacons de sang et
La banlieue arborer son rouge ceinturon et
Sainte Genevieve benir les glaieuls et

— Chut — pas s fort —
Sainte Genevieve est rhorte dit-on
Condamneedit-on
Par le cent-quarante-neuvieme tribunal d'exception
Pour deVergondage public
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JEAN MALAQUAIS

PARIS-AM-SEWE

—SIR have you ever heard of Paris-sur-Seine

| should like to go there for a day—for an hour—
To s once more the house | was born in

The street | was born in

The streets | walked on rainy nights

Following my millions of bees

To glean the honey of my dreams

Mister ticket-seller

—Paris-sur-Seine—yes—the name is familiar

A fearful country

A terrible virgin with a head-dress of Bastilles and domes

Like a silver mantilla

My son—I have one—is ten years old

After supper he gets excited about it

The past

Centuries past

The ancient times

The drowned buried cities the Pompcys the Queens of
Sheba

The old flowers of history

—Mister ticket-seller

I should like to go to Paris-sur-Seine to sse once more
The sidewalk heave on the Place de Greve and

The faubourgs sweep along their icefloes of blood and
The suburbs lift up their red belt and

Saint Genevieve bless the gladioli and

—Shh—not so loud—
Saint Genevieve is dead they say
Sentenced they say
By the one hundred and forty-ninth special commission
For obscene behaviour in a public place
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— Monsieur du guichet

Je voudrais savoir si aParis-sur-Seine Tautomne file sa laine

Dans les arbres de mon enfance

Si les vieux hdtels toujours racontent a quelles profondeurs
remontent

Ma noblesse ma gloire

— Taisez-vous — j'ai unfills—
Vous me feriez revoquer — il a dix ans —
Tenez — au dessart — il n'y a pas longtemps —

— Monsieur du guichet

Je voudrais connaitre

— Vous voudriez connaitre eh bien prenez le train pour A
Changez a B Couchez a C debarquer a D et la
Lapuce al'oreille mais ala main la bourse
Demandez secretement

Tenebreusement

L'anonymegondolier

L e passeur

Le rameur

Le transbordeur

Celui qui sait lademarcation

La zone

L'interzone

Celui qui connait le Styx mon ami comme le pouilleux
SES poux

—Je prends le train pour A

— Prenez le train pour A prenez-le pour Z

Pour I'une quelconque des trente-deux aires de la rose des
vents

Dieu et partout et tous les chemins

Menent en Allemagne.



—Muister ticket-seller

| should like to know whether in Paris-sur-Seine autumn
spins its wool

In the trees of my childhood

Whether the old mansions still speak of the depths to which
mount

My nobility and glory

—Shut up—1 have a soIn—
You'll get me fired—he's ten—
L ook—after supper—just the other day—

—NMuister ticket-seller
| should like to know

—You would like to know well then take the train to A
Change at B degp at C get off at D and there

Y our eyes open and your cash in hand

Search out quiedy

Discreetly

The nameless gondolier

The ferryman

The rower

The middleman

The one who knows the boundary

The zone

The interzone

The one who knows the Styx my friend as the fleabitten
His fleas

—So0 | take the train to A

—Take the train to A take it to Z
To any one the thirty-two points of the compass
God is everywhere and all roads

Lead to Germany
Tranglated by
DWIGHT MAGDONALD
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SOME FACTSABOUT THE POETS TRANSLATED
IN THIS ANTHOLOGY

APOLLINAIRE, Guillaume. 1880-1918. Pseudonym of
GuillaumeApollinarisde Kostrowitzky, illegitimate son of
a Polish mother and—according to his own story—a Roman
Cardinal. He can best be classed as a Cubist poet, since he
was intimately connected with the Cubist movement in
painting and an intimate friend of Picasso, who took from
him much of the theoretical background for his innova-
tions. Apollinaire himself employed in his poetry the
Cubist technique which Andre Salmon has described as
" le souci de rendre sensibles toutes les faces d'un objet a la
fois". But his chief interest lies in the revitalizing effect
which he had on French literature. Although continually
sorry for himself, he had an immense love of, and gusto for
life. Tristan Corbiere called him, " lavoix des troubadours
prolonged au vingtieme siecle," and his picaresque figure
reminds one in many ways of Francois Villon. At one
stroke Apollinaire swept away the divine languors of
Symbolism and welcomed Life, with all its human contra-
dictions, back to poetry. Jean Cocteau summed him up
perfectly when he wrote of him: " Apollinaire n'avait qu'a
copier une affiche, un entrefilet dejournal, un tetegramme
oublie au bureau de poste, et immediatement se produisait
une metamorphose.” | can think of no French writer since
Villon who could transmute the smallest events of life into
poetry with quite such zes as Apollinaire. Hediedin 1918
of Spanish flu, following the wounds he had received while
fighting in the trenches.

His chief works are : Les Mamelles de Tiresias; Alcools;
Caligrammes; Venchanteur pourrissant; Le potte assassine;
Lafemmeassise; Lespeintrescubists.

Incidentally Apollinaire was the first to use the word
" Surnbliste ".

ARAGON, Louis, b. 1900. A man of many avatars, he
started his literary life as a Dadaist, then became a Sur-
realist, then amilitant Communist director of the left-wing
evening journal Ce Soir and author of the Communist
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novels Les Beaux Qjiartiersand Les Cloches de Bdle; then, after
serving as a captain in the Tank Corps 1939-40, he escaped
to what was then unoccupied France and wrote the two
volumes of " resistance " or patriotic poetry, Le Creve-Coeur
and Les Teux d'Elsa, whichwere published in England. The
two poems translated in this book represent his change of
manner.

BAUDELAIRE, Charles, 1821-1867. A Luciferian poet who
made use of the classic dignity and restraint of French
verse to describe the erotic dreams of the haschish addict,
and the alternate worship of ideal Beauty and perverse
adoration of horror which marked his own fluctuations
between God and Satan. He revolutionized the matter of
French verse without touching the traditional manner, so
that he may be considered at once as the beginning and
end of a period—which is the reason why | have chosen
him as the first of " modern poets ". Baudelaire was deeply
influenced by Thomas de Quincey, from whose Experiences
of an Opium-Eater he drew largely for his own Paradis
Artificiels. His translation of the works of Edgar Allen
Poe roused a deep interest in English literature in France.
He was a master of that typically French form of literature
which was invented by Aloysius Bertrand—the prose poem
—and, like so many French poets, an extraordinarily fine
critic of art and literature. His collected poems, published
under the title Les Fleurs du Mai, were banned for obscenity
and he himself condemned to two years imprisonment, but
the judgment, though it frightened off his contemporaries,
only increased the immense influence which he exercised
over the younger generation. Rimbaud, for instance,
hailed him as™ the first voyant, aking of poets, areal God ".

CLAUDEL, Paul. b. 1868. Son of well-to-do parents, he
was for many years French Ambassador to China and the
United States. His yearsin China had a deep effect on his
work and he has translated poems from the Chinese. He
seems to have some affinities with Gerard Manley Hopkins,
which are brought out strikingly in Father O'Connor's
translation, but he distinguished himself by wearing the
most voluminous singing-robe of any living French poet.
A Catholic of the old traditionalist, reactionary type. His
finest works include : UAnnonce faite a Marie; Corona
Benignitatis Anni Dei ; Pobnesde Guerre. Le Soulier de Satin, etc.

CORBIERE, Tristan. 1845-1875. A curiousand eccentric
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young man, areal " stranger on the earth " who lived in a
yacht of f the Mediterranean coast and died of consumption,
like so many of the Symbolist poets, at the age of 30.
His disdain of the world and of his fellow-men touched
his poetry with contemptuous irony—it was almost as
if he disdained poetry itself. Laforgue, with whom he had
many points in common, said of his work : " pas de la
poesie et pas du vers, a peine de la litterature—un metier
sans interet plastique—Pinteret et dans le cingte, la pointe
seche, la fringante, le hachet romantique..." His poems are
collected in avolume entitled Les Amours Jaunes.

GROS, Charles. 1842-1888. The enfant terrible of the
Pamassiens, friend of Verlaine and granted the title of
" poete-voyant” by Rimbaud, on whom he had more
influence than is generally suspected. Cros lived and died
in terrible misery, yet he was not only a great poet but a
great savant, who anticipated Edison in his invention of the
gramophone. He was an incorruptible artist, earning his
rare meals by reciting monologues in a cabaret of Mont-
martre, disdaining the fame and honours which might have
been his and constantly attacking the bourgeois standards
which his fellow-parnassiens accepted so comfortably. The
Hareng Saur, which enjoyed an immense celebrity at that
period, was one of his numerousjokes at the expense of the
solemn pontiffs of poetry.

ELUARD, Paul. b. 1895. One of the creators of the Sur-
realist movement although to-day he and Breton repudiate
each other mutually. He is essentialy a love poet, with a
strong classical strain and is probably the most influential
of living French poets. Herbert Read says of him: "He
has dared, as all great poets have dared, to be irrational,
to descend into the darkest aswell asto riseinto the brightest
regions of his mind—to take hisflight into theinfiniterealm
of fancy and on the wing catch those images which, meeting
in his mind, discharge their ecstasy in the objective form
of words." During the occupation of France he took a
prominent part in the resistance movement and edited
the clandestine " L'Eternelle Revue". Chief works :
Capitale de la Douleur ; U Amour de la Poisie ; La Vie Im
mediate; LaRosePublique; Facile,

FARGUE, Leon-Paul. b. 1878. Has written little, but
everything he has written isimportant. " Chacun des mots
qu'il prononce,” one of his contemporaries writes of him,
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" vibre avec une Strange resonnance ; edt-ce la place qu'il
occupe, sa musique, son sens, il semble reveiller en nous
des rumeurs inconnues. G'est un art tout de finesse, de
charme et de melancholic® A modern master of the prose
poem. Some works: Tancrede; Poemes suivis de Pour la
Musique; Espaces.

FORT, Paul. b. 1872. A lonely beacon of neo-Symbolism
standing during the pre-war period among the tempestuous
s of Surrealism.  Fort was elected by his contemporaries
" Prince of Poets" for his naive and sensitive Ballades
Frangaises. Andre van Bever has defined his very personal
style as follows : " Empruntant sous les contours fallacieux
de la prose, la plastique et la rythmique du vers, melant
aux images les plus transparentes, le coloris violent des
realites, Tart de ce poete safnrme, en petits tableaux
parfaitement acheves ou Phabilite du peintre ne le cede en
rien au lyrisme de Pevocateur."

JACOB, Max. 1876-1944. A close friend of Apollinaire
and Andre Salmon and, like them, associated with the
Cubist movement in painting and poetry. (He started his
career as an art critic and was one of the first to appreciate
the painting of Picasso and his disciples.) Jacob was a Jew
but was converted to Catholicism in 1915 after a spiritual
struggle which drove him to the edge of insanity. His poems
bear witness to an incessant battle between diabolic inspira-
tion and an amost frenzied Christian mysticism—both of
which are expressed with almost childlike naivity. He was
arrested by the Germans while living at his retreat in the
Benedictine Monastery at St. Benoit-sur-Loire and died in
the concentration camp at Drancy. Le Cornet a dis;
Le Laboratoire Central; La Defense de Tartuffe; etc.

JAMMES, Francis. 1868-1938. A Catholic poet who lived
in deep retirement at his home in the Pyrenees. His poetry
has a strong smell of the earth and tells in very simple
language of the things that mattered to him, his dogs, his
garden, the Pyreneean peasants and the mountainous
countryside. Among his chief works are : De VAngilus de
VAube a I'Angilus du Soir; Clarad'Ellebeuse; Le Deuil des
Primeveres; UEglise habillee de Feuilles*

JARRY, Alfred. 1873-1907. " Le SurmMe." Jarry's
extraordinary personality had a tremendous effect on the
literary life and thought of Paris. During his short and wild
career he was the standard-bearer of youth in revolt—

224



revolt against life in general rather than anything in
particular. He represented the principles upon which
society is built, and above all the principle of the dignity
of the human being, as vile and despicable chains, and
those who submitted to them as victims of a grotesque farce.
His brutal play Ubu-Roi showed what he thought of human
nature. To quote Lemaitre : " The character of " Ubu'
is a hideous presentation of combined cupidity, cowardice,
gluttony, lechery, bourgeois respectability, philosophical
wisdom and sharp, dangerous cunning." Jarry began by
imitating his own creation injest but gradually seemed to
take on most of Ubu's characteristics. It is said that before
his death, at the age of 34, he became a convert to
Catholicism. Les Minutes de sableg Memorial; Ubu-Roi.

JOUVE, Pierre-Jean. b. 1887. Lives chiefly in Switzer-
land, where henow editsaliterary review. Hehastranslated
Romeo and Juliet and the works of Rabinandrath Tagore.
Most French critics have commented on the determined
pessimism of his poetry.

LAFORGUE, Jules. 1860-1887. One of the early
Symbolists, tough, cynical, and sentimental. He lived for a
time in Berlin, where he was Reader to the Empress
Augusta. He knew English well, married an English girl,
and made one of the best French translations of Hamlet
His talent was extremely original and Camille Mauclair
has observed that his chief merit lies in his discovery of
" une sorte de sourire pueVil et divin qui est peut-etre au
fond de toutes nos actions, et qu'on pourrait nommer ' le
sourire de Tame\" On his twenty-seventh birthday
Laforgue wrote to his sister : " Qu'il est beau d'avoir
vingt-sept ans et du g&iie! " A few months later he died
of consumption. His chief works are Les Complaintes and
U Imitation de Notre Dame la Lune. His collected letters are
well worth reading.

LAUTREAMONT, Comte de. 1846-1870. Pseudonym of
Isadore Ducasse. Lautreamont was a disciple of the
Marquis de Sade and has become the patron saint succes-
sively of Dada and the Surredlists. His Maldoror is a
beautiful and terrible young man-angel who corrupts all
that he touches and is the embodiment of Lautr*amont's
own conviction that everything is permissible. Like Sade,
he breaks down the barriers of the forbidden. " A cette
heure," he declared, " de nouveaux frissons parcourent
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I'atmosphere intellectuelle. |l Sagit de savoir les regarder
en face."

MAETERLINCK, Maurice, b. 1862, Maeterlinck was
born in Ghent and had the mystical, simple, and folk-
loreish outlook which is so particular to Flemish literature
and istypifiedin Til Eulenspiegel, refined by his stay in Paris
and friendship with the great Symbolists and further modi-
fied by his own entirely personal genius. Philosopher,
playwright and poet, his I'Oiseau Bleu and La Vie des Abeilles
have become classics during his lifetime and France has
adopted him as one of the greatest of the French Sym-
bolist School.

MALAQUAIS, Jean. b. 1902. A young French novelist
and poet who is now in the United States.

MALLARME, Stephane (Etienne). 1842-1898. " Le type
absolu de la poesie, le coeur qui sait aimer, le front qui sait
comprendre, inftrieur a nulle chose et n'en dedaignant
aucune, car il discernait en chacune un secret enseignement
ou une image de laBeaute* (A. Mockel)." TheHigh-Priest
of Symbolism, a man of absolute integrity and devotion.
Helived externally like a petit-bourgeois, teaching English
at a Lyc6e and editing a fashion magazine in order to
maintain his household and continue to consecrate his life
to the pursuit of pure Poetry. " Savez-vous, ceci," wrote
Paul Valery in a letter to his master, " qu'il en et dans
chague ville en France unjeune homme secret qui se ferait
hacher pour vos vers et pour vous ? Vous etes son orgueil
son mystere, son vice. 1l sisole de tous dans Pamour sans
partage et dans la confidence de votre oeuvre, difficile a
trouver, a entendre, a defendre..." There arefew important
figures among great contemporary writers in France who
have not left some portrait of his famous Tuesday afternoon
receptions, where Mailarme's personality and conversation
made an undying impression upon the young men who
frequented them. Among his disciples on these occasions
were Gustave Kahn, Henri de Regnier, Laforgue, Viete-
Griffin, Claudel, Gide, Paul Vatery, and most of die brilliant
young painters and musicians of the day. Mallarme's
poetry ranges from the earlier work in which he makes use
of the tradition alexandrine to the hermetic Un coup de
disjamaisrCabolirale hazard.

MOREAS, Jean. 1856-1910. Pseudonym of J. Papadia-
mantopoulos, born in Athens of Greek parents but, l1ke so

226



many converts, more French than the French themselves.
He began his literary career as a Symbolist (and what else
could a young poet do, around the year 18807) but a
passion for order, balance, and harmony inclined him by
nature towards the Greeks and Latins. During the latter
part of his life he reigned at the Closerie des Lilas over a
little group of poets who had sat themselves to bring about
the Classic Renaissance. Raymond de la Tailhede and
Charles Maurras (of Action Frangaise fame) were closely
connected with him in this venture. He is best known by
the collection of poems from this later period, known as
Stances.

PEGUY, Charles, 1873-1914. Born at Orleans of a very
humble family. A brilliant scholar, he soon became an
ardent Socialist, started his own bookshop and founded, in
1900, the revue Les Cahiers de la Quinzaine. At this period
the most brilliant minds of France collected around him,
but his mystical nature and Catholic tendencies soon
alienated his Socialist friends, while his uncompromising
political democracy horrified the " bien-pensants”. Like
most really honest men, Peguy fell between two stools and
his heart was already broken when he was killed in battle
in September, 1914. Because Peguy was an ardent, and
even a vociferous patriot, the Vichy Nationalists adopted
him (carefully expurgated) as one of their official poets.
He would not have appreciated the honour.

Chief works : Le Mystfre de la Charite de Jeanne d'Arc;
La Tapisserie de Notre-Dame; Eve, etc.

PERSE, St-Jean. b. 1889. Pseudonym of Alexis St.
Leger Leger, born at Guadaloupe and an authority on the
Far East. Mr. T. S. Eliot denies that his poetry is
" difficult " and suggests that the apparent difficulty is
simply due to the suppression of links in the chain. " The
justification of such abbreviation of method is that the
sequence of images coincides and concentrates into one
intense impression of barbaric civilization."

Chief works : Hoges ; Anabase ; Exit; Pohme.

DE REGNIER, Henri. 1864-1936. Most officia literary
circles in France consider him as one of the greatest of
modern poets, but the younger generation find him some-
what too gentlemanly. He can best be placed on the outer
edge of Symbolism ahd is definitely the man for anyone
who would like the Symbolists if they were more sane.
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Some of the most important books among his large poetic
output are : Jeux Rustiques et Divins; Les Medailles d'Argile ;
LaCitedes Eaux ; La Sandale Ailie.

REVERDY, Pierre, b. 1889. Associated at first with
Apollinaire and the Cubists, finally drifting towards
Surrealism. A dreamy, mystical, and unhappy poet who
has never found his real home. Has published various
volumes of poetry : Les Epaves du Ciel ; Ecume de la Mer ;
La Peau de 'Homme ; Risques et Perils.

RIMBAUD, Jean-Nicolas-Arthur. 1854-1891. Born at
Charleville, in the Ardennes, where his mother constrained
him to thelife of the pious small-bourgeoisie inthisgrimmest
of provincial towns. A child-prodigy, he astonished his
masters by his brilliant grasp of the classcs but kept his
far more astonishing poetry secret. After recurrent escapes
and humiliating returns to the maternal reproaches, he
wrote Le Bateau Ivre (at the age of fifteen!) and was invited
by Verlaine to Paris. Here he soon quarrelled with the
literary society of the day and st off with Verlaine on a
life of vagabondage which led them to England and finally
to Brussels. Here occurred the famous incident in which
Verlaine fired at and wounded Rimbaud after a quarrel
and was sentenced to two years imprisonment. Dis-
illusioned by the failure of his theory of " Voyance"
(anyone who wants to understand Rimbaud, either as a
man or poet, must read the Lettre du Voyant, written when he
was fifteen years old to his schoolmaster, Monsieur
Izambard), he took his leave of poetry in the terrible
recantation Une Saison en Enfer, and devoted the rest of his
life to trading and adventure in Abyssinia and other exotic
countries, until he died of aterrible disease at the age of 37.
He tried to destroy all his works except Une Saison en Enfer,
but a few copies of the early poems and of Les Illuminations
were saved by chance.

ROMAINS, Jules, b. 1885. Pseudonym of Louis Farigoule.
Author of the well-known and unwieldy cycle of novels
Les Hommes de Bonne Volontt and inventor of the
" Unanimist " theory which detaches itself from his poems
and—presumably—from the cardboard Europe of the novels.
M. Romains has been living in the United States.

SALMON, Andre, b. 1881. A Cubist poet associated with
Apollinaire, Max Jacob and Cocteau, and an " exotic "
in the style of Toulet. Le Manuscrit trouvi dans un chapeau
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was one of the sensations of the " Cubist" period. See
also Prikaz, Uage de |'Humaniti, etc.

SAMAIN, Albert. 1858-1900. A minor Symbolist who
wrote delicate, languorous and morbid poems. Francis
Coppee said that his verses breathe " I'odeur faible et
meancholique, le parfum d'adieu des crysanthemes a la
Saint-Martin". His most typical work is Au Jardin de
Vinfante.

SUPERVIELLE, Jules. Born 1884 at Montivedeo, he
studied in Paris but has spent much of his life travelling
in Europe and South America. Although he has always
held himself apart from French literary life, his poetry,
with its mysterious, nostalgic atmosphere, has gradually
taken an important place among contemporary verse.
Poimes de I'Humeur Triste; Poimes ; Dibarcadtres.

TOULET, Pierre-Jean. 1867-1920. Born in Martinique.
An exotic poet whose verses are full of the nostalgia of
Africaand the Far East. He made some interesting experi-
ments with metre and stands outside any of the recognized
schools of French poetry. Les Contrarimes, Les Trois Im
postures, Almanack, Polmes|nedits.

TzARA, Tristan, b. 1896. A Roumanian who came to
Paris with the mission of the arch-destroyer. Inventor of
Dada, the system of intellectual revolt which began by
destroying the intellect, and opened the road to Surrealism.
Tzara has done all he can to hide the fact that he is by
nature afine lyric poet.

VALERY, Paul. 1871-1945. The spiritual son of Mallarme
and Grand Old Man of contemporary French literature.
He has created a character by the name of Monsieur Teste,
who typifies the absolute negation of life and is perhaps the
portrait of Valery himself during the twenty years during
which he maintained the austere silence which he only
broke when he felt entirely sure of his own strength.
Valery has all his master's perfection of technique and the
hermetic style of hislater period. He lacks only the warmth
and inner flame of Mallarme, but his poetry sometimes
shines with the authentically pure white light which has
irradiated the verse of only three men—Racine, Maliarme,
and himself. His course on the philosophy of poetry made
history at the Sorbonne in 1937.

Chief works: Lajfeune Par que; Le CimitiireMarin; Le Ser-
pent ; Charmesoupoemes; La SoiriechezMonsieur Teste; Varietis.
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VERHAEREN, Emile. 1855-1916. Born at Antwerp, he
exercised a considerable influence over Maeterlinck and, at
one period, over the French Symbolists. Yet he himself
remained fundamentally untouched by any influence at
all. Heremained rugged, powerful, andlyric, atrue peasant
of Flanders, telling of the Flemish plains and villageswhich
bounded his horizon. His chief qualities are an extra-
ordinary strength and enthusiasm which give him a sort of
elemental quality. He published a great number of
volumes of verse, including Les Forces Tumultueuses; La
Multiple Splendeur, Les Soirs, etc.

VERLAINE, Paul. 1844-1896. The discoverer of Rimbaud
and victim of his friend's philosophical-occult experiments.
As a young man he was an honoured member of the
Parnassiens, but, after the scandal caused by his abandon-
ment of his wife and child and his debauched life with
Rimbaud, this highly moral literary group cast him out of
its bosom. After his conversion in the prison of Brussels,
Verlaine began to write religious verse, which contrasts
astonishingly with the frothy, Watteau-like vignettes of his
early days, but the whole current of his poetry shows the
constant struggle between the mystic and the debauchee,
both dominated, unwaveringly, by the musician of words.
Although Verlaine is now often considered a secondary
poet, the musical quality of his verse has perhaps never
been excelled in French literature. Hedied in great misery.

Chief works: FitesGalantes; La Bonne Chanson ; Romances
sansParoles; Sagesses.

VIELE-GRIFFIN, Francis. 1864-1937. Bornin the United
States, but lived in France since hisyouth. R. de Souza says
of him : " Dansson interpretation il y abien alliance entre
le primitif et le raffing, il n'y a pas encore unite de I'etre
qui sabandonne aux choses, et avec toutes s subtilites,
ingenument, sy laisse bercer. M. Francis Viete-Griffin le
comprit, et il fit en sorte que la voix populaire, la voix
seculaire prolonged de refrains en refrainsjusqu'a lui, fut
sa voix meme..."
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