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			TRANSLATOR’S PREFACE




			Great classics are absolutes; translations are interim hybrids. That’s a rationale for this new attempt to approximate the incomparable. My real reason for translating this selection is that Baudelaire’s voice is compelling, and the poems of The Flowers of Evil captured my imagination decades ago. So did the personality of their enigmatic creator with his sensitivity and fire, his tenderness and acerbity, his aloof and often outrageous behaviour. Yet it was chance as much as intention that led me to begin – my old red copy of Les Fleurs du Mal caught my eye the day I was offered a residency in Paris. I decided to brush up my French, and what Baudelaire called ‘a passionate taste for the difficult’ soon took over. My choice of a first poem – ‘The Lament of an Icarus’ – was testing fate perhaps. Baudelaire said he translated Poe ‘because he resembled me’. I was drawn to Baudelaire not through any intrinsic resemblance but by his ‘sorcellerie évocatoire’: the distilled power and daring images, the combination of intensity and grace, and the unpredictable mix of formality and intimacy. Those memorable first lines and resonant last lines, that shifting emotional terrain between! 

			I was spurred on by the fact that Charles Baudelaire’s work is of immense importance in world literature. With his urban attitude and subject matter, and his blending and balancing of the romantic and classical traditions, Baudelaire was the forerunner of modernism, the first truly confessional poet, speaking in his own voice in all he wrote. For this ‘father of modern poetry’ was also a visionary art critic, the progenitor of the prose poem, a pioneer of symbolism, and the influential translator of Edgar Allan Poe. He has been popularly known as a poet of decadence through his treatment in French poetry of new and often disturbing subject matter – sex, drugs, death, self-disgust, sin and satanism. The ideal of beauty was his guiding principle, however, and his work has an uncompromising allegiance to truth in its concern with the failure of relationship – personal, social, and religious. It has courage; ‘I have put my whole heart into this atrocious book’, Baudelaire declared in an 1866 letter to Narcisse Ancelle. Proust helped balance the record when he wrote of Baudelaire as ‘the most tender, most cordial, most human, most ‘popular’ of poets’. 

			The poems of The Flowers of Evil were written in Paris at a time of revolution and accelerating change – the beginning of mass culture, the rise of consumerism and the middle-class, and the radical redevelopment of the city by Haussmann – so they provide parallels with a number of present-day ideas and with the malaise of contemporary capitalist societies. Baudelaire experienced the new concept of ‘the modern’ as rapid social and urban change, a disorder mirrored in the self, and also as an essential element of art. ‘Modernity’, he wrote in ‘The Painter of Modern Life’, ‘is the transient, the fleeting, the contingent, one half of art, the other half being the eternal and immutable’, and in his Intimate Journals there is the observation: ‘In certain almost supernatural states of mind, the depth of life is entirely revealed in the spectacle, however ordinary, of what is before our eyes’. This sizing up of reality through the immediate and the everyday is what invests so many of his sensuous images with symbolic validity and relevance for our own time. In some sense, great writers such as Baudelaire are always before their time since they must elicit the change of perception needed for their own future reception. The path is created with the act of travelling over it, Bergson said of life evolving its future. Although Baudelaire distrusted the idea of progress into the future, he wrote that ‘poetry is a sort of investment that pays deferred, though very high, dividends’, so in his writing, if not in his difficult, painful existence, he banked on the future and won. His influence on succeeding poets is inestimable. 

			Translation has clearly had a role in spreading this influence. A pessimistic view of translation emphasizes what is lost by the inevitable compromises, and it is certainly disappointing to forgo fine shades of meaning or the subtle effects of certain sound patterns, but then, the greatest leap of translation is from the author’s mind to the words of the original text, and not all of that first nuanced, imagined experience is conveyed. More optimistically, literary translation may be viewed as re-creation, a difficult balancing act relying on receptivity and empathy. Unfortunately, the relationship of the translator to the originator, though complex (intimate, admiring, exasperated, celebratory), is not telepathic. You have more freedom when the author is dead, but no assistance. Or only a little: the translator has been called a medium, and I sometimes imagined Baudelaire as a sardonic presence behind my left shoulder – ‘Singerie!’ Living in Paris while I began the task was an inspiring distraction; for each page drafted I would cross the Pont Marie to the pâtisserie on the Île Saint-Louis then stroll past the Hôtel de Lauzun with its famous attic window.

			I aimed to turn Baudelaire’s French poems into convincing English poems while keeping as close as I could to the original texts. His diction has an inspired clarity and plainness so I wanted to guard against wrenched syntax and metrical jolts, and to keep a natural-sounding effect. When facing choices of what to sacrifice, I often wondered how he himself would have written a line, a stanza, a poem, in English, in our time. I reckon it would have rhymed. Baudelaire believed that poetry was close to music and he was passionate about rhyme and rhythm as part of the poetic alchemy which transmutes ‘mud to gold’. The sensuous and often erotic nature of his subject matter is certainly heightened by the verse form and the musicality of diction. In adopting rhyme and metre, I hoped to achieve a similar effect, and, as well, to catch something of the ironic contrast that Baudelaire’s poems offer through their presentation of romantic and subversive subject matter in a coolly classical form. Iambic pentameter seemed a better choice for English verse than the alexandrine line, and I have often settled for a sensible half-rhyme over an unconvincing full rhyme or inversion. Some phrases or images have been dropped or adapted to fit the metre, and line order has occasionally been varied to reach a rhyme. The exigencies of verse do narrow the translator’s options and necessitate these sorts of compromises and sacrifices, but they can also make for persistence and allow for serendipity. The use of contractions such as ‘I’ll’, ‘you’d’, ‘isn’t’, and so on, may help to suggest the informality of ‘tu’ or ‘toi’ and the intimacy of tone. A  number of exclamation marks were subdued to full stops, and some capitals were demoted, but the dash had free rein. Perhaps because of the so-called Platonic nature of French and the Aristotelian bent of English, a number of abstractions became concrete nouns in transit; less often, I represented an object as an idea. These sound rather like rules of play, but then, translating poetry is not only a serious endeavour but a kaleidoscopically infinite game – poem translations are not finished, only abandoned. 

			Once I had a viable draft of a particular poem, I looked at versions by other translators and was impressed by the many ingenious or elegant solutions – one result of a translation may be to persuade or provoke others to the challenge and camaraderie of the task. With the benevolent rivalry which that entails, revision can become an obsession.

			This selection includes many of the best known poems as well as some less familiar ones. There is a wide span of subject matter, from love and love-hate relationships, birds and beasts, Paris scenes and street people, to spiritual revolt, wine, death, travel and far-away places. The tone ranges through irony, anger and anguish to desire, rapture and compassion. In arranging the poems, I have followed the 1861 edition, with the banned poems inserted according to the 1857 edition, and the few post-1861 poems inserted according to theme. This allows the volume to lead up to Baudelaire’s great long poem, ‘The Voyage’, and to finish with the much loved sonnet ‘Meditation’.

			Many of the late drafts of these English versions have benefited from the astute suggestions of Susan Wicks and John Lucas, and from Rosemary Lloyd’s fine critiques of other translators’ versions. I thank them all heartily. My warm thanks also extend to Brian Nelson for his interest and support. 

			My treasured copy of Les Fleurs du Mal was given to me in 1963 by Balázs Bajka, and I dedicate these translations to his memory.

			Jan Owen



		

	
  
    INTRODUCTION

    

    



    The translation of poetry is as difficult as it is essential. To translate from French to English, for example, demands not only extensive knowledge of French but also considerable skill in using English. The need to bridge the gap between languages and cultures is often most closely aligned with creativity. It is hardly surprising, therefore, that we owe some of the best translations to writers who are also poets. Jan Owen is a fine poet in her own right, so I was delighted when I heard she had translated a selection of poems from Les Fleurs du Mal, the highly influential volume of the French poet Charles Baudelaire. It is obviously a labour of love, but above all it is a great gift to any reader of this vital and powerful poet.


    I first encountered the poetry of Charles Baudelaire in the revolutionary northern spring of 1968, a time of student uprisings, widespread strikes, and barricades across the cobbled streets of Paris’s Latin Quarter. I was in France, studying the language, in what was not yet called a gap year, between school and university. I vividly remember walking along the quays of the river Seine, with the poetry of Baudelaire running through my mind like wine, poems like ‘Meditation’, ‘Your Hair’, ‘The Swan’. What filled me with such intense delight was not only that I could read these poems in French, although, of course, I realised there were parts of them I didn’t fully understand. The joy came above all from the awareness of an encounter with an exceptional mind, and one that seemed extraordinarily in tune with the world I was inhabiting. Here were poems about revolt, about change, about love and beauty, about the natural world and the big city, about dreams and about disappointments.


    The grimy lodging-house rooms he evoked in his poems reminded me of my student digs. His nostalgia for a world of exotic beauty recalled the sights I’d seen on my sea voyage to France. His complex relationship to Paris, its power to repel and attract simultaneously, its long history and its rapid adoption of the modern – this, too, I could share in my own way. I was overwhelmed by the power and complexity of his love poems, recalling in their intensity, and in the way they so often hover between adoration and hatred, admiration and contempt, nothing I had yet read in English. The language of the poems was powerful without being pretentious, their range of reference through myth, history and Baudelaire’s present was both exhilarating and accessible, and they covered a range of metaphor that allowed him to move from the most banal to the most exotic in a heartbeat. The tiny grain of incense that can fill a church standing in for the way memories of fleeting moments can expand to fill the mind; the eyes of old women made of thousands of tears; night thickening to form a wall; the child’s spinning top and bouncing ball evoking the way we are driven and tormented by curiosity: these images and many more aroused both excitement and envy in a reader who had long wanted to be a poet herself.


    Baudelaire has remained an integral part of my life ever since. I studied him more closely as an undergraduate, I devoted my doctoral thesis to him, I have taught countless classes with Baudelaire as a central figure, and I have written about him and translated his prose and poetry into English. Few days go by even now when I am not reminded of a line of his verse poetry, a sentence of his prose poems, or comments he makes in his art and literary criticism or his diaries. A writer who believed it was our unwritten right to contradict ourselves, he offers a complexity that never grows dull. He can enrage us, move us, irritate us, he constantly challenges us, but he never bores us.


    Born in Paris in 1821, he lost his elderly father when he was only six. His mother’s remarriage at the end of the following year came to strike him as a profound betrayal, bringing to an abrupt end a time of exceptional closeness between mother and child. His stepfather, a military man who had no time for poetry, at least realised that if the young Charles was nevertheless determined to be a poet, he should have experiences about which to write, and when he was 20, sent him on a sea voyage intended to take him to India. Instead, he broke off the journey at Reunion Island and returned home, claiming intense homesickness for Paris. While he may have insisted he hated the journey, it nevertheless provided him with a rich fund of memories and images that recur in many of his poems and prose poetry. When he turned 21 he inherited the money his father had left him, and spent it so quickly – on fine clothes, a beautiful apartment on the Isle Saint Louis, and works of art – that his relatives established a family council, removing the money from his control and placing it instead in the hands of a long-suffering accountant. Too proud to show his debts to the accountant, Baudelaire spent the rest of his life in relative poverty, moving from lodging house to lodging house, borrowing from friends to try to pay others what he owed them, and frequently beseeching his mother to help him out. Despite these difficulties and the degree of perfection he demanded from himself, he published accounts of the art Salons of 1845, 1846 and 1859, analyses of the comic in both literature and the visual arts, a beautiful study titled ‘The Painter of Modern Life’ exploring the evocative power of the sketch and its ability to capture the evanescence of modern life, appreciations of many of the writers who were his contemporaries, and a ground-breaking response to the music of the young Richard Wagner.


    In 1857 he published the first version of the volume that would make him famous, Les Fleurs du Mal, only to find that the conservative government, having failed in its bid to censure Gustave Flaubert for his novel Madame Bovary published that same year, was charging him with affront to public morality. Baudelaire lost the trial, both he and his publisher were fined, and he was forced to withdraw six poems from his book. In fact, this would be the trigger for him to revise the collection, making its internal structure tighter, and adding some of his finest poems to a second edition published in 1861.


    The following year, he ominously noted in his diary: “Today, January 23, 1862, I experienced a strange warning, I felt pass over me the wing beat of imbecility.” Four years later, while he was living in Belgium, he suffered a stroke which left him all but speechless. His mother brought him back to Paris, where, on August 31, 1867, he died. His prose poems, which had appeared in various reviews, would be collected and published in volume form in 1869.


    Great poet of love though he was, Baudelaire’s relationships with women were complex and often difficult. Like many of the young men of nineteenth-century France, he frequented brothels in late adolescence, probably contracting there the syphilis that most likely led to his stroke. In 1842, soon after his return from his sea voyage, he met the minor actress Jeanne Duval, with whom he would have a tempestuous liaison for most of the rest of his life. Some of his most beautiful and powerful poems are inspired by her: ‘Exotic Perfume’, ‘Your Hair’, ‘The Balcony’ and many more. Despite her frequent infidelities and his own poverty, he repeatedly gave her money and his letters to his mother often express the fear that in the future he might not be able to support her. Two other women provided the raw material for two further cycles of poems: Apollonie Sabatier, to whom he sent such poems as ‘Evening Harmony’ and ‘The Flacon’, and Marie Daubrun, who is usually associated with poems such as ‘Causerie’ and ‘Autumn Song’. Whatever intimate relationships he may have had with these women, they were brief: Baudelaire seems to have been an essentially lonely person, who preferred to transmute his experience into poetry rather than work at either love or friendship. Drawing on his experiences, real and imaginary, with these three women and no doubt others, he was able to create three main cycles of love poems: one that evokes the intensity and volatility of erotic passion, a second in which the poet longs for a purifying, spiritual love, and a third in which the older poet turns to a younger woman to find an intensity of experience that will allow him to lose all sense of self and of the humdrum nature of reality.


    Baudelaire’s other great gift to poetry, in terms of themes, was his exploration of the modern city. He possessed a remarkable ability to show how the alley-ways and back streets of a great metropolis were rich in modern metaphors for the human condition. He was able to link the rapidly changing reality of urban life both to permanent truths and to fleeting moments of the distant and recent past. Above all, perhaps, his focus on the poor, the ill, the old, rather than on the rich and famous, draws sharp attention to the complexity of contemporary existence, refusing to gloss over its harshness and ugliness, even when his poetic gift transmutes it into a form of radically new beauty.


    Baudelaire’s poetry is all the more powerful for being succinct. For him, a long poem was a contradiction in terms, and his favourite form was the sonnet. As he explained to a young critic, Armand Fraisse, “Because the form is restricting, the idea bursts forth all the more intensely”. Rhythm and rhyme he regarded not just as accessories but as vital to the deep pleasure poetry offers us. And in terms of the words he uses, he ranges exceptionally widely, drawing on his knowledge of Latin but also on his awareness of modern inventions and experiences that demanded a new vocabulary. Like Théophile Gautier, the friend and fellow poet to whom he dedicated Les Fleurs du Mal, he was a lover of dictionaries, and his choice of words reflects this in its precision, its ability to shock us, but also its wonderful variety.


    Translating poetry of this power, range and diversity has always posed a particular problem. The first English translators used a style and a lexicon that were stilted and formal, missing the intimacy and modernity of his writing. Over the years, translators have experimented more with both technique and vocabulary to produce English texts that are closer in feel to the originals. As Jan Owen argues, however, the rapidly evolving nature of our language and our experiences constantly demands new translations. The basic questions remain: how can you find the right balance between the literal meaning and the suggestions embedded in the sounds, the rhythms and the rhymes? In seeking equivalents for the French words, how far can you go in employing contemporary idiom before you run the risk of instantly becoming outdated or simply striking the wrong register? Jan, with her meticulous attention to a poem’s meaning – both that of the surface level and that conveyed by the sonorities, the rhetorical devices, the feel of the words in the mouth – and her own considerable gifts as a poet, has achieved a remarkable transformation of the nineteenth-century original into something that strikes the reader as very much what Baudelaire would have written had he been alive now. The intense pleasure of rhythm and rhyme that he frequently emphasized is brilliantly conveyed in her translations, which often draw on half-rhymes rather than forcing a full rhyme that might distort meaning or rhythm. Her choice of vocabulary is both modern and unpretentious, allowing the images to strike us with all their original freshness. Take for instance the second verse of ‘Gypsies on the Road’:

    



    The silent men, whose shouldered rifles gleam,


    plod on beside their people in the carts,


    scanning the skies, dull-eyed with regret


    for every hopeless plan and vanished dream.

    



    “Plod” finely captures the gait of these travellers, the alliteration of “scanning the skies” deftly replaces the original’s repetition of the sound “p”, and Baudelaire’s reference to “chimères” – very much part of the romantic lexicon – is beautifully and unaffectedly modernized by “plan” and “dream”. Many more examples leap to mind but I have no desire to spoil the reader’s pleasure by anticipating them here.


    Suffice to say that reading these poems in Jan Owen’s translation has been a particular delight, for if, as Wordsworth puts it, nothing will bring back the hour of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower, if nothing in other words will replace that first encounter with Baudelaire, what Jan does in her version is to provide an equally precious and exciting gift: the sense of a direct meeting with a foreign text, in all its density, beauty and richness.


    Rosemary Lloyd

  


			SELECTED POEMS FROM 

			Les Fleurs du Mal

		

	
		
			AU LECTEUR

			(TO THE READER)




			La sottise, l’erreur, le péché, la lésine,

			Occupent nos esprits et travaillent nos corps,

			Et nous alimentons nos aimables remords,

			Comme les mendiants nourrissent leur vermine.



			Nos péchés sont têtus, nos repentirs sont lâches;

			Nous nous faisons payer grassement nos aveux,

			Et nous rentrons gaiement dans le chemin bourbeux,

			Croyant par de vils pleurs laver toutes nos taches.



			Sur l’oreiller du mal c’est Satan Trismégiste

			Qui berce longuement notre esprit enchanté,

			Et le riche métal de notre volonté

			Est tout vaporisé par ce savant chimiste.



			C’est le Diable qui tient les fils qui nous remuent!

			Aux objets répugnants nous trouvons des appas;

			Chaque jour vers l’Enfer nous descendons d’un pas,

			Sans horreur, à travers des ténèbres qui puent.



			Ainsi qu’un débauché pauvre qui baise et mange

			Le sein martyrisé d’une antique catin,

			Nous volons au passage un plaisir clandestin

			Que nous pressons bien fort comme une vieille orange.



			Serré, fourmillant, comme un million d’helminthes,

			Dans nos cerveaux ribote un peuple de Démons,

			Et, quand nous respirons, la Mort dans nos poumons 

			Descend, fleuve invisible, avec de sourdes plaintes.



			Si le viol, le poison, le poignard, l’incendie,

			N’ont pas encor brodé de leurs plaisants dessins

			Le canevas banal de nos piteux destins,

			C’est que notre âme, hélas! n’est pas assez hardie.



			Mais parmi les chacals, les panthères, les lices,

			Les singes, les scorpions, les vautours, les serpents,

			Les monstres glapissants, hurlants, grognants, rampants,

			Dans la ménagerie infâme de nos vices,



			Il en est un plus laid, plus méchant, plus immonde!

			Quoiqu’il ne pousse ni grands gestes ni grands cris,

			Il ferait volontiers de la terre un débris

			Et dans un bâillement avalerait le monde;



			C’est l’Ennui! – l’oeil chargé d’un pleur involontaire,

			Il rêve d’échafauds en fumant son houka.

			Tu le connais, lecteur, ce monstre délicat,

			– Hypocrite lecteur, – mon semblable, – mon frère!

		

	
		
			TO THE READER

			(AU LECTEUR)




			Folly, error, stinginess and vice

			consume our thoughts and prey upon our flesh.

			It gratifies, the fine remorse we nourish

			as beggars fatten up their fleas and lice.



			Our sins are stubborn; we repent in vain:

			for weak confessions we exact gross pay –

			licence to trip back on our muddy way,

			believing  abject tears wash off each stain.



			On evil’s feather bed we’re hushed and kissed;

			Satan Trismegistus casts his spell

			and all the precious metal of our will

			is vaporized by that shrewd alchemist.



			The Devil works the strings which make us dance!

			The most repugnant things can feed our taste;

			each day’s a step to hell and we make haste

			through fetid dark without a backward glance.



			As some poor lusting wretch will gnaw and kiss

			a clapped-out prostitute’s thin, tortured breast, 

			we suck on every passing pleasure pressed

			to the shrivelled orange’s last drop of juice.  



			A million gut worms packed in tight, and seething – 

			a race of demons revels in our skulls,

			while death’s subdued lament each moment swells 

			the deep invisible river of our breathing.



			Supposing rape, poison, knives and fire

			have not yet traced their elegant design

			on destiny’s drab canvas, yours and mine 

			– it’s cowardice that’s curbing our desire. 



			But there amongst the jackals, snakes and scorpions

			the vultures, panthers, monkeys, hounds and bitches

			all yelping, howling, crawling, snarling creatures

			in the infamous menagerie of our sins,



			is one far more insidious and vile.

			With no flamboyant gestures or grand words,

			he’d willingly turn the world to dust and shards

			or in a single yawn swallow it whole. 



			Ennui! A trifle weepy with chagrin,

			a hookah-sipping gallows dreamer. You,

			dear reader, know this delicate monster too –

			hypocrite reader – my counterpart – my twin!

		

	
		
			L’ALBATROS

			(THE ALBATROSS)




			Souvent, pour s’amuser, les hommes d’équipage

			Prennent des albatros, vastes oiseaux des mers,

			Qui suivent, indolents compagnons de voyage,

			Le navire glissant sur les gouffres amers.



			À peine les ont-ils déposés sur les planches,

			Que ces rois de l’azur, maladroits et honteux,

			Laissent piteusement leurs grandes ailes blanches

			Comme des avirons traîner à côté d’eux.



			Ce voyageur ailé, comme il est gauche et veule!

			Lui, naguère si beau, qu’il est comique et laid!

			L’un agace son bec avec un brûle-gueule,

			L’autre mime, en boitant, l’infirme qui volait!



			Le Poète est semblable au prince des nuées 

			Qui hante la tempête et se rit de l’archer;

			Exilé sur le sol au milieu des huées,

			Ses ailes de géant l’empêchent de marcher.

		

	
		
			THE ALBATROSS

			(L’ALBATROS)




			To pass the time, sailors often trap

			an albatross. Those huge birds of the sea 

			will indolently glide behind a ship 

			across the bitter gulfs, airily free,



			but once they’re dumped on deck, no longer kings

			of the blue beyond, they lose all grace and pride.

			Piteously they drag their great white wings

			like heavy oars tilting side to side.



			The wide-winged voyager, so fair before,

			is now absurd – clumsy, ugly, weak!

			One fellow apes the cripple who could soar,

			another sticks a pipe stem in his beak.



			The poet is like that regent of the clouds

			who rides the storm, scorning arrows and slings:

			exiled on earth and jeered at by the crowds,

			he cannot walk for the weight of giant wings.

		

	
		
			CORRESPONDANCES

			(CORRESPONDENCES)




			La Nature est un temple où de vivants piliers

			Laissent parfois sortir de confuses paroles;

			L’homme y passe à travers des forêts de symboles

			Qui l’observent avec des regards familiers.



			Comme de longs échos qui de loin se confondent

			Dans une ténébreuse et profonde unité,

			Vaste comme la nuit et comme la clarté,

			Les parfums, les couleurs et les sons se répondent.



			Il est des parfums frais comme des chairs d’enfants,

			Doux comme les hautbois, verts comme les prairies, 

			– Et d’autres, corrompus, riches et triomphants,



			Ayant l’expansion des choses infinies,

			Comme l’ambre, le musc, le benjoin et l’encens,

			Qui chantent les transports de l’esprit et des sens.

		

	
		
			CORRESPONDENCES

			(CORRESPONDANCES)




			All nature is a temple. Words and cries

			drift from her living pillars and arcades;

			a thousand symbols throng those woods and glades

			and watch us pass, with long-familiar eyes.



			The way far-distant echoes spread and blend

			into a deep and shadowy unity

			vast as the night or daylight clarity,

			perfumes, sounds  and colours correspond.



			Some scents are delicate as children’s flesh,

			mild as oboes, green as meadow grass,

			and others are corrupt, triumphant, lush, 



			and search infinity as they diffuse:

			incense, storax, musk and ambergris

			sing out the mind’s delight, the body’s bliss.

		

	
		
			LE GUIGNON

			(THE JINX)




			Pour soulever un poids si lourd,

			Sisyphe, il faudrait ton courage!

			Bien qu’on ait du coeur à l’ouvrage,

			L’Art est long et le Temps est court.



			Loin des sépultures célèbres,

			Vers un cimetière isolé,

			Mon coeur, comme un tambour voilé,

			Va battant des marches funèbres.



			– Maint joyau dort enseveli

			Dans les ténèbres et l’oubli,

			Bien loin des pioches et des sondes;



			Mainte fleur épanche à regret

			Son parfum doux comme un secret

			Dans les solitudes profondes.

		

	
		
			THE JINX

			(LE GUIGNON)




			Even if you had the heart

			to shoulder such a weight as this,

			you’d need the nerve of Sisyphus,

			for art is long and time is short.



			Towards a graveyard far away

			from famous men in marble tombs, 

			my heart beats out its muffled drum’s

			one funeral march, day after day. 



			Many a gemstone lies asleep

			in dark oblivion, too deep 

			for any pick or sounding lead;



			many a flower breathes its scent,

			a secret sweetness sadly spent,

			into profoundest solitude.

		

	
		
			BOHÉMIENS EN VOYAGE

			(GYPSIES ON THE ROAD)




			La tribu prophétique aux prunelles ardentes

			Hier s’est mise en route, emportant ses petits

			Sur son dos, ou livrant à leurs fiers appétits

			Le trésor toujours prêt des mamelles pendantes.



			Les hommes vont à pied sous leurs armes luisantes

			Le long des chariots où les leurs sont blottis,

			Promenant sur le ciel des yeux appesantis

			Par le morne regret des chimères absentes.



			Du fond de son réduit sablonneux le grillon,

			Les regardant passer, redouble sa chanson;

			Cybèle, qui les aime, augmente ses verdures,



			Fait couler le rocher et fleurir le désert

			Devant ces voyageurs, pour lesquels est ouvert

			L’empire familier des ténèbres futures.

		

	
		
			GYPSIES ON THE ROAD

			(BOHÉMIENS EN VOYAGE)




			Yesterday they hit the road again,

			their babies curled in slings or latched to teats,

			those ready treasures for eager appetites. 

			The prophet tribe with burning eyes is gone.



			The silent men, whose shouldered rifles gleam,

			plod on beside their people in the carts,

			scanning the skies, dull-eyed with regret 

			for every hopeless plan and vanished dream.



			From sandy hidey-holes, the crickets’ song

			shrills up in welcome as they trudge along;

			Cybele loves them so the earth turns green,



			the rocks gush water and the desert flowers 

			before the weary feet of wanderers 

			whose empire is tomorrow’s dark terrain.

		

	
		
			LA GÉANTE

			(THE GIANTESS)




			Du temps que la Nature en sa verve puissante

			Concevait chaque jour des enfants monstrueux,

			J’eusse aimé vivre auprès d’une jeune géante,

			Comme aux pieds d’une reine un chat voluptueux.



			J’eusse aimé voir son corps fleurir avec son âme

			Et grandir librement dans ses terribles jeux;

			Deviner si son coeur couve une sombre flamme

			Aux humides brouillards qui nagent dans ses yeux;



			Parcourir à loisir ses magnifiques formes;

			Ramper sur le versant de ses genoux énormes,

			Et parfois en été, quand les soleils malsains,



			Lasse, la font s’étendre à travers la campagne,

			Dormir nonchalamment à l’ombre de ses seins,

			Comme un hameau paisible au pied d’une montagne.

		

	
		
			THE GIANTESS

			(LA GÉANTE)




			Suppose I lived in Earth’s first reckless days

			when monstrous offspring were conceived and born,

			I‘d share the home of some young giantess,

			a cat twining round the feet of his queen.



			I’d watch her mind and body bloom together

			and grow in strength through terrifying games;

			I’d meet her sombre eyes, divining whether

			their humid haze concealed desire’s first flames;



			I’d pad over her enormous form at ease,

			climb up the slope of her magnificent knees,

			and fall asleep, when sultry summer splayed



			her drowsily out across an acre of grass, 

			nonchalantly below her breasts, in the shade,

			like a village nestled up to a mountain pass.

		

	
		
			LES BIJOUX

			(JEWELS)




			La très chère était nue, et, connaissant mon coeur,

			Elle n’avait gardé que ses bijoux sonores,

			Dont le riche attirail lui donnait l’air vainqueur

			Qu’ont dans leurs jours heureux les esclaves des Mores.



			Quand il jette en dansant son bruit vif et moqueur,

			Ce monde rayonnant de métal et de pierre

			Me ravit en extase, et j’aime à la fureur

			Les choses où le son se mêle à la lumière.



			Elle était donc couchée et se laissait aimer,

			Et du haut du divan elle souriait d’aise

			À mon amour profond et doux comme la mer,

			Qui vers elle montait comme vers sa falaise.



			Les yeux fixés sur moi, comme un tigre dompté,

			D’un air vague et rêveur elle essayait des poses,

			Et la candeur unie à la lubricité

			Donnait un charme neuf à ses métamorphoses;



			Et son bras et sa jambe, et sa cuisse et ses reins,

			Polis comme de l’huile, onduleux comme un cygne,

			Passaient devant mes yeux clairvoyants et sereins;

			Et son ventre et ses seins, ces grappes de ma vigne,



			S’avançaient, plus câlins que les Anges du mal,

			Pour troubler le repos où mon âme était mise,

			Et pour la déranger du rocher de cristal

			Où, calme et solitaire, elle s’était assise.



			Je croyais voir unis par un nouveau dessin

			Les hanches de l’Antiope au buste d’un imberbe,

			Tant sa taille faisait ressortir son bassin.

			Sur ce teint fauve et brun, le fard était superbe!



			Et la lampe s’étant résignée à mourir,

			Comme le foyer seul illuminait la chambre,

			Chaque fois qu’il poussait un flamboyant soupir,

			Il inondait de sang cette peau couleur d’ambre!

		

	
		
			JEWELS

			(LES BIJOUX)




			My dearest, understanding my desire,

			was decked with sonorous jewels. Naked save

			for these embellishments, she wore the air

			of a haughty, highly favoured Moorish slave. 



			Whenever that sparkling world of stone and steel

			begins to dance and tintinnabulate,  

			the mocking noise enraptures me; I feel 

			a passion for things that mingle sound and light.



			She let me love her then, surveying me

			from the sloping sofa back, and smiling as if 

			my love was deep and gentle as the sea 

			surging up her body’s sheer cliff.  



			Like a tamed tiger, she kept her eyes on me,

			posing languorously as in a dream,

			and candour coupled with lubricity

			gave each changing angle further charm;



			her arms, her arching back, her legs, her thighs,

			glossy as oil, undulant as a swan,

			floated like a vision before my eyes. 

			Her breasts and belly, luscious grapes of my vine,



			came on more coaxingly than evil angels  

			to tantalize my soul and tempt it down

			or topple it off the lofty rock of crystal

			where it was set, solitary and serene.



			In her, I saw a new design unite

			a boyish torso with Antiope’s hips,

			so sharply did her waist and pelvis meet.

			Rouge smouldered on her dusky cheeks and lips.



			And once the lamp had resigned itself to die,

			our room was lit by the glowing hearth alone;

			the fire breathed fitfully and with each sigh 

			suffused with blood her amber-coloured skin.

		

	
		
			HYMNE À LA BEAUTÉ

			(HYMN TO BEAUTY)




			Viens-tu du ciel profond ou sors-tu de l’abîme,

			Ô Beauté? ton regard, infernal et divin,

			Verse confusément le bienfait et le crime,

			Et l’on peut pour cela te comparer au vin.



			Tu contiens dans ton oeil le couchant et l’aurore;

			Tu répands des parfums comme un soir orageux;

			Tes baisers sont un philtre et ta bouche une amphore

			Qui font le héros lâche et l’enfant courageux.



			Sors-tu du gouffre noir ou descends-tu des astres?

			Le Destin charmé suit tes jupons comme un chien;

			Tu sèmes au hasard la joie et les désastres,

			Et tu gouvernes tout et ne réponds de rien.



			Tu marches sur des morts, Beauté, dont tu te moques;

			De tes bijoux l’Horreur n’est pas le moins charmant,

			Et le Meurtre, parmi tes plus chères breloques,

			Sur ton ventre orgueilleux danse amoureusement.



			L’éphémère ébloui vole vers toi, chandelle,

			Crépite, flambe et dit: Bénissons ce flambeau!

			L’amoureux pantelant incliné sur sa belle

			A l’air d’un moribond caressant son tombeau.



			Que tu viennes du ciel ou de l’enfer, qu’importe,

			Ô Beauté! monstre énorme, effrayant, ingénu!

			Si ton oeil, ton souris, ton pied, m’ouvrent la porte

			D’un Infini que j’aime et n’ai jamais connu?



			De Satan ou de Dieu, qu’importe? Ange ou Sirène,

			Qu’importe, si tu rends, – fée aux yeux de velours,

			Rythme, parfum, lueur, ô mon unique reine! –

			L’univers moins hideux et les instants moins lourds?

		

	
		
			HYMN TO BEAUTY

			(HYMNE À LA BEAUTÉ)




			Where are you from, blue distance or the devil?

			Beauty, your look, demonic and divine,

			pours such a heady mix of good and evil,

			you work on us like some ethereal wine.



			Your eyes contain the sunset and the dawn,

			you breathe out fragrances like evening rain,

			your kisses’ aphrodisiac can turn 

			heroes into cowards, boys to men.



			Are you from the abyss or from the stars?

			Destiny trots yapping to your call;

			you spread joy and disaster as you please,

			answering for nothing, ruling all.



			Beauty, you tread the faces of the dead

			with mocking steps, horror’s your prize jewel,

			and murder, a favourite gem on its slim thread,

			shimmies on your proud belly, seductively cruel.



			You’re like a candle drawing the dazzled moth 

			to crackle and flare while still  blessing the flame.

			The lover panting over his belle, in truth,

			seems like a dying man stroking his tomb.



			What odds, whether you come from heaven or hell,

			artless, monstrous Beauty! You alone 

			– your eyes and smile and footsteps – are the sill

			to an infinite I’ve loved and never known.



			Are you from God or Satan – seraph or siren –

			you doe-eyed fay of rhythm, scent and light? 

			Who cares, my queen, since only you can lessen

			this world’s ugliness, this hour’s dead weight?

		

	
		
			PARFUM EXOTIQUE

			(EXOTIC PERFUME)




			Quand, les deux yeux fermés, en un soir chaud d’automne,

			Je respire l’odeur de ton sein chaleureux,

			Je vois se dérouler des rivages heureux

			Qu’éblouissent les feux d’un soleil monotone;



			Une île paresseuse où la nature donne

			Des arbres singuliers et des fruits savoureux;

			Des hommes dont le corps est mince et vigoureux,

			Et des femmes dont l’oeil par sa franchise étonne.



			Guidé par ton odeur vers de charmants climats,

			Je vois un port rempli de voiles et de mâts

			Encor tout fatigués par la vague marine,



			Pendant que le parfum des verts tamariniers,

			Qui circule dans l’air et m’enfle la narine,

			Se mêle dans mon âme au chant des mariniers.

		

	
		
			EXOTIC PERFUME

			(PARFUM EXOTIQUE)




			I’ve closed my eyes this sultry autumn night

			to breathe the humid sweetness of your breasts

			as shores of dream unroll. I’m drifting east

			under a dazzling sun’s relentless light



			to a lazy island lush with unknown trees

			where strange, succulent fruits are lavishly hung.

			All the young men there are slim and strong,

			and the women challenge you with forthright eyes.



			Your fragrant skin guides me to this charmed coast,

			a teeming port with every sail and mast

			still dipping to the rocking of the waves.



			The sharp air swells my nostrils and my lungs

			and the green, insistent scent of tamarind leaves

			sweeps into my soul, infused with the sailors’ songs.

		

	
		
			LA CHEVELURE

			(YOUR HAIR)




			Ô toison, moutonnant jusque sur l’encolure!

			Ô boucles! Ô parfum chargé de nonchaloir!

			Extase! Pour peupler ce soir l’alcôve obscure

			Des souvenirs dormant dans cette chevelure,

			Je la veux agiter dans l’air comme un mouchoir!



			La langoureuse Asie et la brûlante Afrique,

			Tout un monde lointain, absent, presque défunt,

			Vit dans tes profondeurs, forêt aromatique!

			Comme d’autres esprits voguent sur la musique,

			Le mien, ô mon amour! nage sur ton parfum.



			J’irai là-bas où l’arbre et l’homme, pleins de sève,

			Se pâment longuement sous l’ardeur des climats;

			Fortes tresses, soyez la houle qui m’enlève!

			Tu contiens, mer d’ébène, un éblouissant rêve

			De voiles, de rameurs, de flammes et de mâts:



			Un port retentissant où mon âme peut boire

			À grands flots le parfum, le son et la couleur;

			Où les vaisseaux, glissant dans l’or et dans la moire,

			Ouvrent leurs vastes bras pour embrasser la gloire

			D’un ciel pur où frémit l’éternelle chaleur.



			Je plongerai ma tête amoureuse d’ivresse

			Dans ce noir océan où l’autre est enfermé;

			Et mon esprit subtil que le roulis caresse

			Saura vous retrouver, ô féconde paresse,

			Infinis bercements du loisir embaumé!



			Cheveux bleus, pavillon de ténèbres tendues,

			Vous me rendez l’azur du ciel immense et rond;

			Sur les bords duvetés de vos mèches tordues

			Je m’enivre ardemment des senteurs confondues

			De l’huile de coco, du musc et du goudron.



			Longtemps! toujours! ma main dans ta crinière lourde

			Sèmera le rubis, la perle et le saphir,

			Afin qu’à mon désir tu ne sois jamais sourde!

			N’es-tu pas l’oasis où je rêve, et la gourde

			Où je hume à longs traits le vin du souvenir?

		

	
		
			YOUR HAIR

			(LA CHEVELURE)




			Such shining fleece surging down each shoulder,

			such glossy curls and nonchalant perfume!

			A thousand memories slumber in this hair;

			I’ll shake it like a handkerchief in the air

			and fill with ecstasies our darkening room.



			Burning Africa, lush Asia’s in this bed –  

			a world, a whole far-away fading world, 

			a wood of myrrh and cinnamon and nard.

			As other minds are swayed by music’s tide,

			mine, my love, swims on your perfume, called



			to an isle where men and trees are ripe with sap,

			and swoon in the drowsy air of sunny coasts.

			Rippling locks, the swell that bears me up,

			over your ebony sea sail all my ships,

			a dazzling dream of oarsmen, flags and masts:



			a ringing harbour where my soul is filled

			with sweeping waves of colour, sound, perfume.

			The vessels gliding out through moire and gold

			are reaching up to the sky as if to hold

			that endless, shimmering glory in their arms.  



			I’ll plunge my head in love with drunkenness

			deep into this black oceanic realm 

			enfolding every sea; in this caress

			my spirit finds you, fruitful idleness,

			ceaseless lift and fall of leisure’s balm.



			Blue hair, blue silk pavilion of taut shade,

			you offer back the lapis sky of dusk.

			Downy tresses twined across our bed,

			I breathe your perfume, tipsy, dazed, imbued 

			with oil of coconut, coal tar and musk.



			Rubies, pearls, and sapphires, I shall spread – 

			now, forever – through your heavy mane,

			that my desire may never go unheard.

			You are my dream oasis and the gourd

			from which I gulp long draughts of memory’s wine!

		

	
		
			JE T’ADORE À L’ÉGAL DE LA VOÛTE NOCTURNE

			(I WORSHIP YOU)




			Je t’adore à l’égal de la voûte nocturne, 

			Ô vase de tristesse, ô grande taciturne,

			Et t’aime d’autant plus, belle, que tu me fuis, 

			Et que tu me parais, ornement de mes nuits, 

			Plus ironiquement accumuler les lieues 

			Qui séparent mes bras des immensités bleues.



			Je m’avance à l’attaque, et je grimpe aux assauts, 

			Comme après un cadavre un choeur de vermisseaux, 

			Et je chéris, ô bête implacable et cruelle! 

			Jusqu’à cette froideur par où tu m’es plus belle!

		

	
		
			I WORSHIP YOU

			(JE T’ADORE À L’ÉGAL DE LA VOÛTE NOCTURNE)




			I worship you as I do the midnight sky’s

			majestic vault, O silent brooding vase

			of sadness, and all the more as you take flight,

			and I perceive it’s you, jewel of the night,

			ironically hoarding all the miles between

			my arms and the blue expanse for which I yearn.



			I move in to attack, we come to grips  

			like a choir of worms teeming over a corpse;

			and I cherish, cruel, unyielding creature, even

			the icy air by which you are my heaven!

		

	
		
			TU METTRAIS L’UNIVERS ENTIER DANS TA RUELLE

			(YOU’D HAVE THE UNIVERSE)




			Tu mettrais l’univers entier dans ta ruelle,

			Femme impure! L’ennui rend ton âme cruelle.

			Pour exercer tes dents à ce jeu singulier,

			Il te faut chaque jour un coeur au râtelier.



			Tes yeux, illuminés ainsi que des boutiques

			Et des ifs flamboyants dans les fêtes publiques,

			Usent insolemment d’un pouvoir emprunté,

			Sans connaître jamais la loi de leur beauté.



			Machine aveugle et sourde, en cruautés féconde!

			Salutaire instrument, buveur du sang du monde,

			Comment n’as-tu pas honte et comment n’as-tu pas

			Devant tous les miroirs vu pâlir tes appas?

			La grandeur de ce mal où tu te crois savante

			Ne t’a donc jamais fait reculer d’épouvante,

			Quand la nature, grande en ses desseins cachés,

			De toi se sert, ô femme, ô reine des péchés,

			– De toi, vil animal, – pour pétrir un génie?



			Ô fangeuse grandeur! sublime ignominie!

		

	
		
			YOU’D HAVE THE UNIVERSE

			(TU METTRAIS L’UNIVERS ENTIER DANS TA RUELLE)




			You’d have the universe queue for your bed,

			you slut! You’re turning cruel because you’re bored.  

			Your teeth try dubious tricks, a dangerous art – 

			each day you shred another human heart.



			Your eyes light up like shops with tawdry wares,

			or yew trees decked with lamps at public fairs,

			insolently borrowing their power;

			you’ll never know their beauty’s basic law.



			Blind and deaf contraption, mother of pain,

			cunning tool drinking the blood of men,

			how can you face your mirror with no shame

			and not be shocked as each day drains your charm?

			Have you even once recoiled in fright

			at all the harm you’ve done in knowing spite,

			given that nature with her hidden plans

			is making use of you, high queen of sins

			– of you, vile animal – to shape a genius?



			A filthy glory, sublime and ignominious!

		

	
		
			SED NON SATIATA

			(STILL NOT SATISFIED)




			Bizarre déité, brune comme les nuits, 

			Au parfum mélangé de musc et de havane, 

			Oeuvre de quelque obi, le Faust de la savane, 

			Sorcière au flanc d’ébène, enfant des noirs minuits,



			Je préfère au constance, à l’opium, aux nuits, 

			L’élixir de ta bouche où l’amour se pavane; 

			Quand vers toi mes désirs partent en caravane,

			Tes yeux sont la citerne où boivent mes ennuis.



			Par ces deux grands yeux noirs, soupiraux de ton âme, 

			Ô démon sans pitié! verse-moi moins de flamme;

			Je ne suis pas le Styx pour t’embrasser neuf fois,



			Hélas! et je ne puis, Mégère libertine, 

			Pour briser ton courage et te mettre aux abois, 

			Dans l’enfer de ton lit devenir Proserpine!

		

	
		
			STILL NOT SATISFIED

			(SED NON SATIATA)




			Bizarre goddess as brown as dusk, oiled

			and scented – musk mixed with Havana – 

			voodoo fetish, Faust of the savannah,

			witch with ebony flanks, midnight’s child,



			I’d forego opium and burgundy to taste

			the philtre of your lips where love pavanes; 

			when my desires set off in caravan,  

			your eyes are wells that quench my spirit’s thirst.



			But through those great dark soulful eyes there streams

			such fire. Pitiless demon, douse your flames!

			I’m not the Styx, I can’t embrace you, girl,



			nine times. And neither am I Proserpine

			to quell your lust, you Fury, or your will

			in this bed’s hell. Spiteful libertine!

		

	
		
			AVEC SES VÊTEMENTS ONDOYANTS ET NACRÉS

			(HER GOWN)




			Avec ses vetements ondoyants et nacrés,

			Même quand elle marche on croirait qu’elle danse, 

			Comme ces longs serpents que les jongleurs sacrés 

			Au bout de leurs bâtons agitent en cadence.



			Comme le sable morne et l’azur des déserts, 

			Insensibles tous deux à l’humaine souffrance, 

			Comme les longs réseaux de la houle des mers, 

			Elle se développe avec indifférence.



			Ses yeux polis sont faits de minéraux charmants, 

			Et dans cette nature étrange et symbolique 

			Où l’ange inviolé se mêle au sphinx antique,



			Où tout n’est qu’or, acier, lumière et diamants, 

			Resplendit à jamais, comme un astre inutile, 

			La froide majesté de la femme stérile.

		

	
		
			HER GOWN

			(AVEC SES VÊTEMENTS ONDOYANTS ET NACRÉS)




			Her undulating gown’s like mother-of-pearl

			so even when she walks you’d think she danced,

			the way long temple cobras will uncoil

			and sway before their handlers’ wands, entranced.



			Like endless desert sands and azure skies,

			both insensible to human pain,

			like the long, swelling network of the seas, 

			she sweeps by with indifference or disdain.



			Her polished eyes are mineral, greyly bright,

			her strange, symbolic nature subtly links 

			angel inviolate and time-worn sphinx,



			and through that gold and steel and diamond light

			glitters the sterile woman’s majesty,

			a cold white star contracting endlessly.

		

	
		
			UNE CHAROGNE

			(A CARCASS)




			Rappelez-vous l’objet que nous vîmes, mon âme,

			Ce beau matin d’été si doux:

			Au détour d’un sentier une charogne infâme

			Sur un lit semé de cailloux,



			Les jambes en l’air, comme une femme lubrique,

			Brûlante et suant les poisons,

			Ouvrait d’une façon nonchalante et cynique

			Son ventre plein d’exhalaisons.



			Le soleil rayonnait sur cette pourriture,

			Comme afin de la cuire à point,

			Et de rendre au centuple à la grande Nature

			Tout ce qu’ensemble elle avait joint;



			Et le ciel regardait la carcasse superbe

			Comme une fleur s’épanouir.

			La puanteur était si forte, que sur l’herbe

			Vous crûtes vous évanouir.



			Les mouches bourdonnaient sur ce ventre putride,

			D’où sortaient de noirs bataillons

			De larves, qui coulaient comme un épais liquide

			Le long de ces vivants haillons.



			Tout cela descendait, montait comme une vague,

			Ou s’élançait en pétillant;

			On eût dit que le corps, enflé d’un souffle vague,

			Vivait en se multipliant.



			Et ce monde rendait une étrange musique,

			Comme l’eau courante et le vent,

			Ou le grain qu’un vanneur d’un mouvement rythmique

			Agite et tourne dans son van.



			Les formes s’effaçaient et n’étaient plus qu’un rêve,

			Une ébauche lente à venir,

			Sur la toile oubliée, et que l’artiste achève

			Seulement par le souvenir.



			Derrière les rochers une chienne inquiète

			Nous regardait d’un oeil fâché,

			Épiant le moment de reprendre au squelette

			Le morceau qu’elle avait lâché.



			– Et pourtant vous serez semblable à cette ordure,

			À cette horrible infection,

			Étoile de mes yeux, soleil de ma nature,

			Vous, mon ange et ma passion!



			Oui! telle vous serez, ô la reine des grâces,

			Après les derniers sacrements,

			Quand vous irez, sous l’herbe et les floraisons grasses,

			Moisir parmi les ossements.



			Alors, ô ma beauté! dites à la vermine

			Qui vous mangera de baisers,

			Que j’ai gardé la forme et l’essence divine

			De mes amours décomposés!

		

	
		
			A CARCASS

			(UNE CHAROGNE)




			Do you remember what we saw, my soul,  

			that bright summer’s day?

			Right in our path, a hideous carcass sprawled

			on its bed of pebbles and clay.



			With legs thrust up like a woman gripped by lust,

			the seething, poisonous mass

			coolly and cynically offered us, as we passed,

			its vent of stinking gas.



			Onto this rotting flesh the sun’s rays poured,

			cooking it to a turn,

			rendering to Nature a hundredfold

			what she had laboured to join.



			The sky was contemplating the proud carcass

			opening like a flower.

			So shocking was the stench, you sank to the grass,

			overcome by its power.



			Flies were buzzing over the putrid hide,

			and black larvae squads

			were pouring out like streams of viscous liquid,

			animating the shreds. 



			The body, lifting and falling like a wave,

			bubbling, spattering, sighing,

			seemed to be vaguely drawing breath, alive,

			thriving and multiplying.



			A strange music was rising from that world,

			like flowing water or wind, 

			or grain in a winnowing fan, caught and swirled

			as chaff drifts to the ground. 



			The shapes were effacing themselves as in a dream,

			a sketch slow to come right

			on a canvas cast aside, with the artist’s scheme 

			traced only in hindsight.



			Lurking behind some rocks, a restless bitch

			sent us an evil look,

			watching for the moment she could snatch

			her torn-off morsel back.



			– And yet you too will be like this, a foul 

			stinking abomination,

			you, star of my eyes, sun of my soul,

			my angel and my passion.



			Yes, you will come to this, O queen of grace: 

			the last sacraments done,

			you will go down under the flowers and grass

			to moulder among bones.



			Then, my beautiful one, say to the worm

			with its kissing, nibbling lust,

			that I hold safe the divine essence and form

			of my love decayed to dust.

		

	
		
			LE VAMPIRE

			(THE VAMPIRE)




			Toi qui, comme un coup de couteau,

			Dans mon coeur plaintif es entrée;

			Toi qui, forte comme un troupeau

			De démons, vins, folle et parée,



			De mon esprit humilié

			Faire ton lit et ton domaine;

			– Infâme à qui je suis lié

			Comme le forçat à la chaîne,



			Comme au jeu le joueur têtu,

			Comme à la bouteille l’ivrogne,

			Comme aux vermines la charogne

			– Maudite, maudite sois-tu! 



			J’ai prié le glaive rapide

			De conquérir ma liberté,

			Et j’ai dit au poison perfide

			De secourir ma lâcheté.



			Hélas! le poison et le glaive

			M’ont pris en dédain et m’ont dit:

			«Tu n’es pas digne qu’on t’enlève

			À ton esclavage maudit,



			Imbécile! – de son empire

			Si nos efforts te délivraient,

			Tes baisers ressusciteraient

			Le cadavre de ton vampire!»

		

	
		
			THE VAMPIRE

			(LE VAMPIRE)




			You who lodge, like a swift knife

			right to the hilt, in my sad heart;

			you who run demonically rife,

			flaunting your folly, tarted out,



			treating me like your unmade bed,

			making my spirit your domain

			– infamous bitch to whom I’m tied

			as the wretched convict is to his chain,



			as the drunkard is to his cheap red, 

			as the stubborn gambler to the game,

			as carrion comfort to the worm

			– I call down curses on your head!



			I’ve begged the quick blade of the sword

			to win me back my liberty,

			I’ve had a word with cyanide: 

			‘Help me in my infirmity!’



			No use. The poison and the sword

			contemptuously answered me:

			‘You worthless fool, as if we would!

			There’s no route out of slavery,



			you’re marked in red on all her maps.

			Besides, our aid would be in vain,

			you’d fall to kissing her again

			and bring to life her vampire corpse’.

		

	
		
			LE CHAT: VIENS MON BEAU CHAT

			(COME HERE, MY PRETTY CAT)




			Viens, mon beau chat, sur mon coeur amoureux;

			Retiens les griffes de ta patte,

			Et laisse-moi plonger dans tes beaux yeux,

			Mêlés de métal et d’agate.



			Lorsque mes doigts caressent à loisir

			Ta tête et ton dos élastique,

			Et que ma main s’enivre du plaisir

			De palper ton corps électrique,



			Je vois ma femme en esprit. Son regard,

			Comme le tien, aimable bête

			Profond et froid, coupe et fend comme un dard,



			Et, des pieds jusques à la tête,

			Un air subtil, un dangereux parfum

			Nagent autour de son corps brun.

		

	
		
			COME HERE, MY PRETTY CAT

			(LE CHAT: VIENS MON BEAU CHAT)




			Come here, my pretty cat. Pull in your claws,

			curl up against this heart you know,

			and let me plunge into your peerless eyes

			where steel and agate glint and glow.



			Each time I stroke your glossy head, then measure

			the sweep of your elastic spine 

			with fingertips half-drunk on pleasure,

			tingling from your body’s fine



			electric charge, I meet my woman’s look,

			her very look, in yours, sweet brute,

			so cold and deep it stabs me like a spike.



			From her whole body, head to foot,

			a perfume rises…  Perilous as sin,

			it swims around her tawny skin.

		

	
		
			LE BALCON

			(THE BALCONY)




			Mère des souvenirs, maîtresse des maîtresses,

			Ô toi, tous mes plaisirs! ô toi, tous mes devoirs!

			Tu te rappelleras la beauté des caresses,

			La douceur du foyer et le charme des soirs,

			Mère des souvenirs, maîtresse des maîtresses!



			Les soirs illuminés par l’ardeur du charbon,

			Et les soirs au balcon, voilés de vapeurs roses.

			Que ton sein m’était doux ! que ton coeur m’était bon!

			Nous avons dit souvent d’impérissables choses

			Les soirs illuminés par l’ardeur du charbon.



			Que les soleils sont beaux dans les chaudes soirées!

			Que l’espace est profond! que le coeur est puissant!

			En me penchant vers toi, reine des adorées,

			Je croyais respirer le parfum de ton sang.

			Que les soleils sont beaux dans les chaudes soirées!



			La nuit s’épaississait ainsi qu’une cloison,

			Et mes yeux dans le noir devinaient tes prunelles,

			Et je buvais ton souffle, ô douceur! ô poison!

			Et tes pieds s’endormaient dans mes mains fraternelles.

			La nuit s’épaississait ainsi qu’une cloison.



			Je sais l’art d’évoquer les minutes heureuses,

			Et revis mon passé blotti dans tes genoux.

			Car à quoi bon chercher tes beautés langoureuses

			Ailleurs qu’en ton cher corps et qu’en ton coeur si doux?

			Je sais l’art d’évoquer les minutes heureuses! 



			Ces serments, ces parfums, ces baisers infinis,

			Renaîtront-ils d’un gouffre interdit à nos sondes,

			Comme montent au ciel les soleils rajeunis

			Après s’être lavés au fond des mers profondes?

			– Ô serments! ô parfums! ô baisers infinis!

		

	
		
			THE BALCONY

			(LE BALCON)




			Mother of memories, mistress of mistresses,

			you who are all my joy, my happiest task,

			remember how it was, our soft caresses,

			the comfort of the hearth, the charm of dusk,

			mother of memories, mistress of mistresses?



			Those evenings lit by the glowing charcoal fire

			or veiled in rosy mist as you and I

			talked on the balcony, all my desire,

			dear heart, soft breast, was that our words not die.

			Those evenings lit by the glowing charcoal fire!



			Long radiant evenings as the sun went down,

			how deep space seemed, how strong the heart’s full flood! 

			I’d lean towards you, my adored, my queen,

			and breathe the very perfume of your blood,

			those radiant evenings as the sun went down.



			The night would thicken round us like a wall

			till I could barely guess your pupils’ gleam.

			I’d drink your breath, that sweetest drug of all,

			cradling your feet between my brotherly palms 

			as the night thickened round us like a wall.



			I can evoke those hours of joy, for here

			I find my past, nestled against your knees.

			Why seek your languishing loveliness elsewhere 

			than in your beloved body and heart and eyes?

			I can evoke those hours of joy – they’re here.



			And will those kisses tasting of infinity,

			those promises and perfumes, be reborn

			in fathomless time, our sun slipped into the sea

			then surging up to heaven, young again?

			O kisses perfumed with infinity!

		

	
		
			JE TE DONNE CES VERS

			(I GIVE THESE LINES TO YOU)




			Je te donne ces vers afin que si mon nom 

			Aborde heureusement aux époques lointaines, 

			Et fait rêver un soir les cervelles humaines, 

			Vaisseau favorisé par un grand aquilon,



			Ta mémoire, pareille aux fables incertaines, 

			Fatigue le lecteur ainsi qu’un tympanon, 

			Et par un fraternel et mystique chaînon 

			Reste comme pendue à mes rimes hautaines;



			Être maudit à qui, de l’abîme profond 

			Jusqu’au plus haut du ciel, rien, hors moi, ne répond! 

			– Ô toi qui, comme une ombre à la trace éphémère,



			Foules d’un pied léger et d’un regard serein 

			Les stupides mortels qui t’ont jugée amère, 

			Statue aux yeux de jais, grand ange au front d’airain!

		

	
		
			I GIVE THESE LINES TO YOU

			(JE TE DONNE CES VERS)




			I give these lines to you, so if my name,

			a ship blessed by a strong north wind, should come

			to port, by chance, in some far-distant time

			and cause tomorrow’s men to pause and dream,



			your memory, like a ceaseless cimbalom,

			will plague the reader with its thin refrain, 

			and by a mystical, fraternal chain

			survive, hung here from each disdainful rhyme.



			From heaven’s highest reach to deepest hell, 

			I alone respond to you, cursed soul!

			– O you who like a fleeting shadow glide



			lightly, serenely, over the stupid ones,

			the mortals who have judged you bitter and hard,

			jet-eyed statue, angel with brow of bronze!

		

	
		
			SEMPER EADEM

			(IT’S ALWAYS SO)




			«D’où vous vient, disiez-vous, cette tristesse étrange, 

			Montant comme la mer sur le roc noir et nu?» 

			– Quand notre coeur a fait une fois sa vendange, 

			Vivre est un mal. C’est un secret de tous connu,



			Une douleur très simple et non mystérieuse, 

			Et, comme votre joie, éclatante pour tous.

			Cessez donc de chercher, ô belle curieuse! 

			Et, bien que votre voix soit douce, taisez-vous!



			Taisez-vous, ignorante! âme toujours ravie! 

			Bouche au rire enfantin! Plus encor que la Vie,

			La Mort nous tient souvent par des liens subtils.



			Laissez, laissez mon coeur s’enivrer d’un mensonge, 

			Plonger dans vos beaux yeux comme dans un beau songe, 

			Et sommeiller longtemps à l’ombre de vos cils!

		

	
		
			IT’S ALWAYS SO

			(SEMPER EADEM)




			‘What’s the cause of it,’ you’d ask, ‘your strange grief

			rising like the sea up bare black stone?’

			– Once the harvest’s in, we would as lief 

			be done with life. That secret’s widely known.



			No mystery, it’s a very simple pain,

			and like your joy it’s clear to all you meet.

			So, my curious one, don’t ask again, 

			be quiet about it, though your voice is sweet.



			Be quiet, you ignorant, ecstatic soul,

			mouth of the childish laugh! It’s often the will

			to death, not life, that pulls with subtle threads.



			Let me get high on lies, on what things seem!

			Your lovely eyes can plunge me into that dream; 

			I’ll sleep a long time there in your lashes’ shade.

		

	
		
			HARMONIE DU SOIR

			(EVENING HARMONY)




			Voici venir les temps où vibrant sur sa tige

			Chaque fleur s’évapore ainsi qu’un encensoir;

			Les sons et les parfums tournent dans l’air du soir;

			Valse mélancolique et langoureux vertige!



			Chaque fleur s’évapore ainsi qu’un encensoir;

			Le violon frémit comme un coeur qu’on afflige;

			Valse mélancolique et langoureux vertige!

			Le ciel est triste et beau comme un grand reposoir.



			Le violon frémit comme un coeur qu’on afflige,

			Un coeur tendre, qui hait le néant vaste et noir!

			Le ciel est triste et beau comme un grand reposoir;

			Le soleil s’est noyé dans son sang qui se fige.



			Un coeur tendre, qui hait le néant vaste et noir,

			Du passé lumineux recueille tout vestige!

			Le soleil s’est noyé dans son sang qui se fige…

			Ton souvenir en moi luit comme un ostensoir!

		

	
		
			EVENING HARMONY

			(HARMONIE DU SOIR)




			Each stem is trembling with the turning hour

			as all the flowers, like censers, breathe and pulse.

			With languorous vertigo, a plaintive waltz,

			sounds and perfumes swirl in the evening air.



			All the flowers, like censers, breathe and pulse;

			the quivering violin is a heart laid bare; 

			sounds and perfumes swirl in the evening air.

			The clear, sad sky’s an altar and resting-place. 



			The quivering violin is a heart laid bare,

			a tender heart that dreads the black abyss!

			The clear, sad sky’s an altar and resting-place;

			the sun in thick blood-light is drowning there.



			A tender heart that dreads the black abyss

			guards every scrap the shining past will spare;

			the sun in thick blood-light is drowning there…

			Your memory glows in me like the Eucharist!

		

	
		
			LE FLACON

			(THE FLACON)




			Il est de forts parfums pour qui toute matière

			Est poreuse. On dirait qu’ils pénètrent le verre.

			En ouvrant un coffret venu de l’Orient

			Dont la serrure grince et rechigne en criant,



			Ou dans une maison déserte quelque armoire

			Pleine de l’âcre odeur des temps, poudreuse et noire,

			Parfois on trouve un vieux flacon qui se souvient,

			D’où jaillit toute vive une âme qui revient.



			Mille pensers dormaient, chrysalides funèbres,

			Frémissant doucement dans les lourdes ténèbres,

			Qui dégagent leur aile et prennent leur essor,

			Teintés d’azur, glacés de rose, lamés d’or.



			Voilà le souvenir enivrant qui voltige

			Dans l’air troublé; les yeux se ferment; le Vertige

			Saisit l’âme vaincue et la pousse à deux mains

			Vers un gouffre obscurci de miasmes humains;



			Il la terrasse au bord d’un gouffre séculaire,

			Où, Lazare odorant déchirant son suaire,

			Se meut dans son réveil le cadavre spectral

			D’un vieil amour ranci, charmant et sépulcral.



			Ainsi, quand je serai perdu dans la mémoire

			Des hommes, dans le coin d’une sinistre armoire

			Quand on m’aura jeté, vieux flacon désolé,

			Décrépit, poudreux, sale, abject, visqueux, fêlé,



			Je serai ton cercueil, aimable pestilence!

			Le témoin de ta force et de ta virulence,

			Cher poison préparé par les anges! liqueur

			Qui me ronge, ô la vie et la mort de mon cœur!

		

	
		
			THE FLACON

			(LE FLACON)




			Some perfumes are so potent they can pass

			through anything. Maybe they seep through glass.

			Opening an antique oriental box,

			which balks at first then grinds as it unlocks,



			or a wardrobe in a long-deserted house,

			full of the powdery, acrid smell of loss, 

			you come across a dusty, used-up phial, 

			and leaping forth – a live returning soul.



			A thousand thoughts like chrysalides of gloom

			wake and stir in the stuffy, dim-lit room;

			crumpled wings shake free then spread and soar,

			gold-spangled, glossed with rose, or azure-clear.



			Heady memory flutters through the air.

			Close your eyes, and vertigo’s sweeping power

			floods you to the core; you’re seized and tossed

			through murky human fetors to an abyss 



			and pinned there on the edge of time. Ahead,

			like Lazarus tearing off his odorous shroud,

			there shifts and wakes the ghost of bygone love,

			enticing, rancid, redolent of the grave.



			Likewise, when I am lost to the mind of man,

			in the dismal cupboard corner where I’m thrown,  

			an old discarded bottle, there alone,

			abject, filthy, viscous, cracked and done,



			I’ll be your coffin, dearest pestilence,

			a witness to your strength and virulence –

			precious poison distilled by angels, tart

			liquor I long for, life and death of my heart!

		

	
		
			LE POISON

			(POISON)




			Le vin sait revêtir le plus sordide bouge 

			D’un luxe miraculeux,

			Et fait surgir plus d’un portique fabuleux

			Dans l’or de sa vapeur rouge,

			Comme un soleil couchant dans un ciel nébuleux.



			L’opium agrandit ce qui n’a pas de bornes, 

			Allonge l’illimité,

			Approfondit le temps, creuse la volupté, 

			Et de plaisirs noirs et mornes

			Remplit l’âme au delà de sa capacité.



			Tout cela ne vaut pas le poison qui découle 

			De tes yeux, de tes yeux verts, 

			Lacs où mon âme tremble et se voit à l’envers… 

			Mes songes viennent en foule

			Pour se désaltérer à ces gouffres amers.



			Tout cela ne vaut pas le terrible prodige 

			De ta salive qui mord,

			Qui plonge dans l’oubli mon âme sans remord, 

			Et, charriant le vertige,

			La roule défaillante aux rives de la mort!

		

	
		
			POISON

			(LE POISON)




			Wine will transform a hovel or a shed 

			to a palace as you gaze, 

			and open doors of fable through a haze

			of gold and vaporous red

			like a sky at sunset, flushed and nebulous.



			Opium fines out what knows no bounds,

			expands the edge of air;

			voluptuous moments deepen to an hour

			and a black rapture rounds

			the soul out far beyond what it can bear.



			Yet neither one can match the poison pools

			of your green eyes, green lakes

			where spirit sees itself reversed and quakes…

			My dreams crowd in like fools

			whose thirst such bitter gulfs will never slake.



			And they’re no match for your saliva’s bite:

			the acid of your mouth

			plunges me into oblivion; your breath

			like vertigo spins me out

			giddy and fainting toward the banks of death!

		

	
  
    LE CHAT: DANS MA CERVELLE SE PROMÈNE


    (CAT)

    

    



    I

    



    Dans ma cervelle se promène


    Ainsi qu’en son appartement,


    Un beau chat, fort, doux et charmant.


    Quand il miaule, on l’entend à peine,

    



    Tant son timbre est tendre et discret;


    Mais que sa voix s’apaise ou gronde,


    Elle est toujours riche et profonde.


    C’est là son charme et son secret.

    



    Cette voix, qui perle et qui filtre


    Dans mon fonds le plus ténébreux,


    Me remplit comme un vers nombreux


    Et me réjouit comme un philtre.

    



    Elle endort les plus cruels maux


    Et contient toutes les extases;


    Pour dire les plus longues phrases,


    Elle n’a pas besoin de mots.

    



    Non, il n’est pas d’archet qui morde


    Sur mon coeur, parfait instrument,


    Et fasse plus royalement


    Chanter sa plus vibrante corde,

    



    Que ta voix, chat mystérieux,


    Chat séraphique, chat étrange,


    En qui tout est, comme en un ange,


    Aussi subtil qu’harmonieux!

  


			II



			De sa fourrure blonde et brune 

			Sort un parfum si doux, qu’un soir

			J’en fus embaumé, pour l’avoir

			Caressée une fois, rien qu’une.



			C’est l’esprit familier du lieu; 

			Il juge, il préside, il inspire

			Toutes choses dans son empire;

			Peut-être est-il fée, est-il dieu?



			Quand mes yeux, vers ce chat que j’aime

			Tirés comme par un aimant

			Se retournent docilement

			Et que je regarde en moi-même



			Je vois avec étonnement

			Le feu de ses prunelles pâles,

			Clairs fanaux, vivantes opales,

			Qui me contemplent fixement.

		

	
  
    CAT


    (LE CHAT: DANS MA CERVELLE SE PROMÈNE)

    

    



    I

    



    Padding round inside my head


    just as he does around our flat,


    a beautiful, strong, well-tempered cat


    is meowing, hardly heard,

    



    his tone’s so courteous and calm,


    so rich and deep, whether he growls


    or gently purrs to appease and lull.


    His secret and his charm,

    



    that rippling voice can infiltrate


    the darkest recess of my being;


    it fills me like a poem, a song,


    a potion – I exult.

    



    It soothes to sleep what’s harsh and sad,


    encompassing all ecstasies.


    To say the very longest phrase,


    it does not need a word.

    



    No bow could grip my heart so hard


    or make that well-tuned instrument sing


    so royally along each string


    in vibrant full accord

    



    as your voice filled with mystery,


    my cat, my strange seraphic cat.


    Angels too are blessed with that


    same subtle harmony.

  


			II



			When I caress his back,

			sleeking the blond-brown fur,

			a perfume like faint myrrh

			embalms me at first stroke.



			The spirit of the house,

			he’ll judge, direct, inspire

			all in his small empire.

			Is he of the fairy race    



			or is he a god? My eyes,

			drawn to this loved cat

			as to a magnet, meet

			when I look within – surprise: 



			Cat, facing me again.

			The fires of his pale pupils,

			beacons, living opals,

			watch me, fixed as stone.

		

	
		
			LE BEAU NAVIRE

			(THE LOVELY VESSEL)




			Je veux te raconter, ô molle enchanteresse!

			Les diverses beautés qui parent ta jeunesse;

			Je veux te peindre ta beauté,

			Où l’enfance s’allie à la maturité.



			Quand tu vas balayant l’air de ta jupe large,

			Tu fais l’effet d’un beau vaisseau qui prend le large,

			Chargé de toile, et va roulant

			Suivant un rythme doux, et paresseux, et lent.



			Sur ton cou large et rond, sur tes épaules grasses,

			Ta tête se pavane avec d’étranges grâces;

			D’un air placide et triomphant

			Tu passes ton chemin, majestueuse enfant.



			Je veux te raconter, ô molle enchanteresse!

			Les diverses beautés qui parent ta jeunesse;

			Je veux te peindre ta beauté,

			Où l’enfance s’allie à la maturité.



			Ta gorge qui s’avance et qui pousse la moire,

			Ta gorge triomphante est une belle armoire

			Dont les panneaux bombés et clairs

			Comme les boucliers accrochent des éclairs,



			Boucliers provoquants, armés de pointes roses!

			Armoire à doux secrets, pleine de bonnes choses,

			De vins, de parfums, de liqueurs

			Qui feraient délirer les cerveaux et les coeurs!



			Quand tu vas balayant l’air de ta jupe large,

			Tu fais l’effet d’un beau vaisseau qui prend le large,

			Chargé de toile, et va roulant

			Suivant un rythme doux, et paresseux, et lent.



			Tes nobles jambes, sous les volants qu’elles chassent,

			Tourmentent les désirs obscurs et les agacent,

			Comme deux sorcières qui font

			Tourner un philtre noir dans un vase profond.



			Tes bras, qui se joueraient des précoces hercules,

			Sont des boas luisants les solides émules,

			Faits pour serrer obstinément,

			Comme pour l’imprimer dans ton coeur, ton amant.



			Sur ton cou large et rond, sur tes épaules grasses,

			Ta tête se pavane avec d’étranges grâces;

			D’un air placide et triomphant

			Tu passes ton chemin, majestueuse enfant.

		

	
		
			THE LOVELY VESSEL

			(LE BEAU NAVIRE)




			I’ll tell you, soft enchantress, the plain truth

			of various beauties that adorn your youth!

			I want to paint your loveliness,

			the womanly warmth, the sparkling childlikeness.



			You sweep your full skirts by so breezily

			I watch a lovely vessel put to sea

			under full sail, smooth and slow,

			dipping in undulant rhythm to and fro.



			With what uncanny grace your head pavanes

			above your neck and shoulders’ plump expanse;

			an air of victory, calm and mild,

			buoys you on your way, majestic child.



			I’ll tell you, soft enchantress, the plain truth

			of various beauties that adorn your youth!

			I want to paint your loveliness,

			the womanly warmth, the sparkling childlikeness.



			Your eager breasts swell out your moiré gown,

			triumphant as a cabinet whose fine-

			lined, polished panels rounded out

			like two bright bucklers catch and ward off light.



			Provoking bucklers armed with tips of rose,

			cabinet of sweets and secret joys,

			of honeyed wines, liqueurs, perfumes –

			my head and heart fall into delirium!



			You sweep your full skirt by so breezily

			I watch a lovely vessel put to sea 

			under full sail, smooth and slow,

			dipping in undulant rhythm to and fro.



			Your stately thighs, under the flounce they chase,

			stir up dark desires, torment and tease,

			a pair of sorcerers who swirl

			a black love potion round a narrow phial.



			Your arms could wrestle down young Hercules;

			they’re firm as gleaming pythons, made to seize

			and hold on obstinately tight

			as if to print your lover on your heart.



			With what uncanny grace your head pavanes

			above your neck and shoulders’ plump expanse;

			an air of victory, calm and mild,

			buoys you on your way, majestic child.

		

	
		
			L’INVITATION AU VOYAGE

			(INVITATION TO THE VOYAGE)




			Mon enfant, ma soeur,

			Songe à la douceur

			D’aller là-bas vivre ensemble!

			Aimer à loisir,

			Aimer et mourir

			Au pays qui te ressemble!

			Les soleils mouillés

			De ces ciels brouillés

			Pour mon esprit ont les charmes

			Si mystérieux

			De tes traîtres yeux,

			Brillant à travers leurs larmes.



			Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté,

			Luxe, calme et volupté.



			Des meubles luisants,

			Polis par les ans,

			Décoreraient notre chambre;

			Les plus rares fleurs

			Mêlant leurs odeurs

			Aux vagues senteurs de l’ambre,

			Les riches plafonds,

			Les miroirs profonds,

			La splendeur orientale,

			Tout y parlerait

			À l’âme en secret

			Sa douce langue natale.



			Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté,

			Luxe, calme et volupté.



			Vois sur ces canaux

			Dormir ces vaisseaux

			Dont l’humeur est vagabonde;

			C’est pour assouvir

			Ton moindre désir

			Qu’ils viennent du bout du monde.

			 – Les soleils couchants 

			Revêtent les champs,

			Les canaux, la ville entière,

			D’hyacinthe et d’or;

			Le monde s’endort

			Dans une chaude lumière.



			Là, tout n’est qu’ordre et beauté,

			Luxe, calme et volupté.

		

	
		
			INVITATION TO THE VOYAGE

			(L’INVITATION AU VOYAGE)




			How sweet it would be,

			little sister, if we

			were to leave for that country together!

			To live at our ease

			and love as we please,

			akin to the landscape and weather,

			where each sunrise

			through misty skies

			at once obscures and clears

			in your soft guise,

			these traitorous eyes

			sparkling at me through tears.



			There, all is harmony and peace,

			luxury, beauty, sensuous bliss. 



			Fine mantels and chairs

			glossed bright by the years 

			would grace our lofty room.

			Bright blossoms whose rare

			scent stirs the air

			hazy with amber’s perfume,

			deep mirrors and screens’

			reflected scenes,

			the splendour and arts of the East,

			would all whisper their spell

			to the rapturous soul

			in the soft tongue she spoke first.



			There, all is harmony and peace,

			luxury, beauty, sensuous bliss. 



			The canals’ quiet ships, 

			those schooners and sloops, 

			are dreaming their vagabond ways;

			to assuage the fire

			of your least desire

			they’ve sailed the seven seas.

			– And each setting sun

			will robe the whole town, 

			fields and canals and port,

			in jacinth and gold

			as the turning world 

			sinks into sleep in warm light.



			There, all is harmony and peace,

			luxury, beauty, sensuous bliss.

		

	
		
			CAUSERIE

			(CAUSERIE)




			Vous êtes un beau ciel d’automne, clair et rose!

			Mais la tristesse en moi monte comme la mer,

			Et laisse, en refluant sur ma lèvre morose

			Le souvenir cuisant de son limon amer.



			– Ta main se glisse en vain sur mon sein qui se pâme;

			Ce qu’elle cherche, amie, est un lieu saccagé

			Par la griffe et la dent féroce de la femme.

			Ne cherchez plus mon coeur; les bêtes l’ont mangé.



			Mon coeur est un palais flétri par la cohue;

			On s’y soûle, on s’y tue, on s’y prend aux cheveux!

			– Un parfum nage autour de votre gorge nue!…



			Ô Beauté, dur fléau des âmes, tu le veux!

			Avec tes yeux de feu, brillants comme des fêtes,

			Calcine ces lambeaux qu’ont épargnés les bêtes!

		

	
		
			CAUSERIE

			(CAUSERIE)




			You are a lovely autumn sky, clear rose!

			Yet sadness surges through me like the sea 

			and leaves along my lips, as it withdraws,

			the bitter brine and silt of memory.



			– Your hand slides down my fainting chest in vain;

			woman’s teeth and nails have shredded it.

			All you are searching for, my sweet, is gone.

			Forget my heart, the brutes have eaten it.



			The mob has sacked the palace that was my heart–

			raging drunk, they loot and brawl and kill!

			– Such perfume swims around your naked throat!



			Beauty, scourge of souls, you want it still!

			Bright as a feast day, cast your fiery eyes

			and calcine these last scraps the brutes despise!

		

	
  
    CHANT D’AUTOMNE


    (AUTUMN SONG)

    

    



    I

    



    Bientôt nous plongerons dans les froides ténèbres;


    Adieu, vive clarté de nos étés trop courts!


    J’entends déjà tomber avec des chocs funèbres


    Le bois retentissant sur le pavé des cours.

    



    Tout l’hiver va rentrer dans mon être: colère,


    Haine, frissons, horreur, labeur dur et forcé,


    Et, comme le soleil dans son enfer polaire,


    Mon coeur ne sera plus qu’un bloc rouge et glacé.

    



    J’écoute en frémissant chaque bûche qui tombe;


    L’échafaud qu’on bâtit n’a pas d’écho plus sourd.


    Mon esprit est pareil à la tour qui succombe


    Sous les coups du bélier infatigable et lourd.

    



    Il me semble, bercé par ce choc monotone,


    Qu’on cloue en grande hâte un cercueil quelque part.


    Pour qui? – C’était hier l’été; voici l’automne!


    Ce bruit mystérieux sonne comme un départ.

  


			II



			J’aime de vos longs yeux la lumière verdâtre, 

			Douce beauté, mais tout aujourd’hui m’est amer, 

			Et rien, ni votre amour, ni le boudoir, ni l’âtre, 

			Ne me vaut le soleil rayonnant sur la mer.



			Et pourtant aimez-moi, tendre coeur! soyez mère,

			Même pour un ingrat, même pour un méchant;

			Amante ou soeur, soyez la douceur éphémère

			D’un glorieux automne ou d’un soleil couchant.



			Courte tâche! La tombe attend; elle est avide!

			Ah! laissez-moi, mon front posé sur vos genoux,

			Goûter, en regrettant l’été blanc et torride,

			De l’arrière-saison le rayon jaune et doux!

		

	
  
    AUTUMN SONG


    (CHANT D’AUTOMNE)

    

    



    I

    



    Soon we shall be plunged into shadowy cold.


    Goodbye to our short summer’s dying light!


    The firewood has arrived; each dismal thud


    reverberates on the cobbles of the court.

    



    All winter will sweep into me, a swell


    of hatred, fear, horror and leaden work,


    and, like the sun crossing its polar hell,


    my heart will be just a red, frozen block.

    



    I flinch as each log falls with the muffled sound


    of a scaffold going up, and all I am


    falters like a tower giving ground


    under the tireless blows of a battering ram.

    



    I’m dulled by these monotonous shocks; you’d swear


    they’re building a coffin for someone, nail by nail.


    – Yesterday was summer, now autumn’s here!


    This mysterious noise tolls farewell.

  


			II



			I love the greenish light of your long eyes,

			but everything tastes bitter now to me,

			and nothing, neither love nor home, outweighs

			the sun’s shining path across the sea.



			Do care for me in spite of that, dear heart,

			as a mother loves her surly, graceless one.

			Sister, lover, be the brief delight

			of a glorious autumn day, a setting sun.



			Not for long, the hungry grave won’t wait.

			So let me lean my head against your knees,

			and savour, not our summer’s blazing white, 

			but this late season’s mellow golden rays.

		

	
		
			MOESTA ET ERRABUNDA

			(SADNESS AND WANDERING)




			Dis-moi, ton coeur parfois s’envole-t-il, Agathe,

			Loin du noir océan de l’immonde cité,

			Vers un autre océan où la splendeur éclate,

			Bleu, clair, profond, ainsi que la virginité?

			Dis-moi, ton coeur parfois s’envole-t-il, Agathe?



			La mer, la vaste mer, console nos labeurs!

			Quel démon a doté la mer, rauque chanteuse

			Qu’accompagne l’immense orgue des vents grondeurs,

			De cette fonction sublime de berceuse?

			La mer, la vaste mer, console nos labeurs!



			Emporte-moi, wagon ! enlève-moi, frégate!

			Loin! loin! ici la boue est faite de nos pleurs!

			– Est-il vrai que parfois le triste coeur d’Agathe

			Dise: Loin des remords, des crimes, des douleurs,

			Emporte-moi, wagon, enlève-moi, frégate?



			Comme vous êtes loin, paradis parfumé,

			Où sous un clair azur tout n’est qu’amour et joie,

			Où tout ce que l’on aime est digne d’être aimé,

			Où dans la volupté pure le coeur se noie!

			Comme vous êtes loin, paradis parfumé!



			Mais le vert paradis des amours enfantines,

			Les courses, les chansons, les baisers, les bouquets,

			Les violons vibrant derrière les collines,

			Avec les brocs de vin, le soir, dans les bosquets,

			– Mais le vert paradis des amours enfantines,



			L’innocent paradis, plein de plaisirs furtifs,

			Est-il déjà plus loin que l’Inde et que la Chine?

			Peut-on le rappeler avec des cris plaintifs,

			Et l’animer encor d’une voix argentine,

			L’innocent paradis plein de plaisirs furtifs?

		

	
		
			SADNESS AND WANDERING

			(MOESTA ET ERRABUNDA)




			Tell me, does your heart fly off, Agathe,

			far from the foul black ocean of the city,

			towards another ocean’s sparkling light,

			blue, clear, and deep as virginity?

			Tell me, does your heart take flight, Agathe?



			The endless sea consoles us for our toil.

			What good spirit moves that raucous voice,

			lifting with the wind’s huge organ swell,

			to sing the most sublime of lullabies?

			The endless sea consoles us for our toil.



			Sweep me off, train! Bear me away, boat! 

			Far away! Here the mud is made of tears.

			Is it true, sometimes Agathe’s sad heart cries out:

			Far away from troubles, crime, remorse,

			sweep me off, train, bear me away, boat?



			Far-off paradise of perfumed air

			where all is love and joy in the azure light,

			where all you love deserves your love and care,

			where the heart drowns in sensuous, pure delight,

			O paradise, how far away you are!



			And childhood’s paradise, so golden-green,

			so full of races, kisses, songs and flowers,

			beyond the hill, the sob of a violin,

			and evening’s jug of wine in leafy bowers

			– that paradise of childish loves, so green



			and innocent and full of furtive joys,

			is it more distant than the Isles of Spice?

			Can we call it back again with mournful cries,

			can we resurrect it with a silvery voice,

			that innocent paradise full of furtive joys?

		

	
		
			LES CHATS

			(CATS)




			Les amoureux fervents et les savants austères

			Aiment également, dans leur mûre saison,

			Les chats puissants et doux, orgueil de la maison,

			Qui comme eux sont frileux et comme eux sédentaires.



			Amis de la science et de la volupté

			Ils cherchent le silence et l’horreur des ténèbres;

			L’Érèbe les eût pris pour ses coursiers funèbres,

			S’ils pouvaient au servage incliner leur fierté.



			Ils prennent en songeant les nobles attitudes

			Des grands sphinx allongés au fond des solitudes,

			Qui semblent s’endormir dans un rêve sans fin;



			Leurs reins féconds sont pleins d’étincelles magiques,

			Et des parcelles d’or, ainsi qu’un sable fin,

			Étoilent vaguement leurs prunelles mystiques.

		

	
		
			CATS

			(LES CHATS)




			All lusty, loving couples in their prime

			keep cats, as the poet does in his attic room. 

			Creatures of quiet power, pride of the home,

			they’re like their owners, fond of warmth and calm. 



			They too are voluptuous and wise,

			seeking silence out, and haunts of shade;

			what sombre steeds of hell they would have made

			had Erebus cut their arrogance down to size.



			They stare through space with the noble attitude

			of a mighty sphinx stretched out on solitude,

			asleep, it seems, in a dream without an end.



			Electric sparks dart from their fecund thighs,

			and golden scintilla as fine as sand

			star the depths of their mysterious eyes.

		

	
		
			LES HIBOUX

			(OWLS)




			Sous les ifs noirs qui les abritent,

			Les hiboux se tiennent rangés,

			Ainsi que des dieux étrangers,

			Dardant leur oeil rouge. Ils méditent.



			Sans remuer ils se tiendront

			Jusqu’à l’heure mélancolique

			Où, poussant le soleil oblique,

			Les ténèbres s’établiront.



			Leur attitude au sage enseigne

			Qu’il faut en ce monde qu’il craigne

			Le tumulte et le mouvement;



			L’homme ivre d’une ombre qui passe

			Porte toujours le châtiment

			D’avoir voulu changer de place.

		

	
		
			OWLS

			(LES HIBOUX)




			The owls are waiting ranged in state,

			safe from daylight in the yews.

			Like foreign deities in rows,

			they glare red-eyed. They meditate.



			Eerily still, they’re sitting tight

			up to the melancholy hour

			when rising darkness overpowers

			the sun’s last rays and brings the night.



			Their attitude reminds the wise 

			to shun the world of haste and noise, 

			to find a niche and never stir.



			Yet passing shadows tempt our race,

			and pain’s the cost that we incur

			for always seeking some new place.

		

	
		
			LA MUSIQUE

			(MUSIC)




			La musique souvent me prend comme une mer!

			Vers ma pâle étoile,

			Sous un plafond de brume ou dans un vaste éther,

			Je mets à la voile;



			La poitrine en avant et les poumons gonflés

			Comme de la toile,

			J’escalade le dos des flots amoncelés

			Que la nuit me voile;



			Je sens vibrer en moi toutes les passions

			D’un vaisseau qui souffre; 

			Le bon vent, la tempête et ses convulsions



			Sur l’immense gouffre

			Me bercent. D’autres fois, calme plat, grand miroir

			De mon désespoir!

		

	
		
			MUSIC

			(LA MUSIQUE)




			Music often sweeps me away like the sea.

			My faint star calls,

			and into the mist or ether, utterly free, 

			I hoist my sails.



			Chest out, lungs full of the rushing air that swells

			the canvas taut,

			I escalade the towering ocean walls

			veiled by night;



			I feel a vessel’s passion and its pain

			close as my pulse.

			Fair wind or foul, tempestuous pitch and strain 



			across the abyss,

			all cradle me. Till dead calm mirrors there

			my own despair.

		

	
		
			LA CLOCHE FÊLÉE

			(THE CRACKED BELL)




			Il est amer et doux, pendant les nuits d’hiver,

			D’écouter, près du feu qui palpite et qui fume,

			Les souvenirs lointains lentement s’élever

			Au bruit des carillons qui chantent dans la brume,



			Bienheureuse la cloche au gosier vigoureux

			Qui, malgré sa vieillesse, alerte et bien portante,

			Jette fidèlement son cri religieux,

			Ainsi qu’un vieux soldat qui veille sous la tente!



			Moi, mon âme est fêlée, et lorsqu’en ses ennuis

			Elle veut de ses chants peupler l’air froid des nuits,

			Il arrive souvent que sa voix affaiblie



			Semble le râle épais d’un blessé qu’on oublie

			Au bord d’un lac de sang, sous un grand tas de morts,

			Et qui meurt, sans bouger, dans d’immenses efforts.

		

	
		
			THE CRACKED BELL

			(LA CLOCHE FÊLÉE)




			How bitter-sweet it is on winter nights

			listening by the fire’s flicker and hiss

			to distant memories slowly taking flight

			with the carillons resounding through the mist.



			Faithfully the sturdy-throated bell

			flings its holy cry abroad. Unspent

			despite the years, it’s vigorous and well

			– a veteran keeping watch inside his tent.



			As for me, my soul’s cracked through with pain;

			I scarcely hold a tune in sun or rain,

			and often now my voice turns weak and thin



			as the last rattling breaths of a wounded man

			under a mound of corpses piled up high

			next to a lake of blood. Struggling to die.

		

	
		
			SPLEEN: J’AI PLUS DE SOUVENIRS QUE SI J’AVAIS MILLE ANS

			(SPLEEN: MEMORIES)




			J’ai plus de souvenirs que si j’avais mille ans.



			Un gros meuble à tiroirs encombré de bilans,

			De vers, de billets doux, de procès, de romances,

			Avec de lourds cheveux roulés dans des quittances,

			Cache moins de secrets que mon triste cerveau.

			C’est une pyramide, un immense caveau,

			Qui contient plus de morts que la fosse commune.

			– Je suis un cimetière abhorré de la lune,

			Où comme des remords se traînent de longs vers



			Qui s’acharnent toujours sur mes morts les plus chers.

			Je suis un vieux boudoir plein de roses fanées,

			Où gît tout un fouillis de modes surannées,

			Où les pastels plaintifs et les pâles Boucher,

			Seuls, respirent l’odeur d’un flacon débouché.



			Rien n’égale en longueur les boiteuses journées,

			Quand sous les lourds flocons des neigeuses années

			L’ennui, fruit de la morne incuriosité,

			Prend les proportions de l’immortalité.

			– Désormais tu n’es plus, ô matière vivante!

			Qu’un granit entouré d’une vague épouvante,

			Assoupi dans le fond d’un Saharah brumeux;

			Un vieux sphinx ignoré du monde insoucieux,

			Oublié sur la carte, et dont l’humeur farouche

			Ne chante qu’aux rayons du soleil qui se couche.

		

	
		
			SPLEEN: MEMORIES

			(SPLEEN: J’AI PLUS DE SOUVENIRS QUE SI J’AVAIS MILLE ANS)




			Memories… if I’d lived a thousand years



			I couldn’t have more. Enormous chests of drawers

			cluttered with poems, love letters, lawsuits, wills,

			and hanks of hair rolled in receipts and bills

			hide away far less than my sad skull.

			That’s a pyramid, a catacomb chock-full

			of more cadavers than the common ditch. 

			– I am a graveyard moonlight dreads to touch,

			where, like remorse’s dragging lines of verse,



			worms track my dearest dead to eat up loss.

			I’m an old boudoir with faded flowers galore

			and dated fashions strewn across the floor;

			here only pale Bouchers and plaintive pastels

			breathe the scent of open perfume bottles.



			Nothing’s as slow as the days’ halting tread;

			under a snow of years with flakes like lead,

			the fruit of dull indifference, ennui,

			takes on the taste of immortality.

			– Henceforth, living flesh, you are no more

			than a granite block, the core of some vague fear,

			dormant in the deep Sahara’s sand;

			an ancient sphinx forgotten by mankind,

			unmarked on any map, fiercely alone,

			you’ll only sing to the last rays of the sun.

		

	
		
			SPLEEN: JE SUIS COMME LE ROI D’UN PAYS PLUVIEUX

			(SPLEEN: KING OF A LAND OF RAIN)




			Je suis comme le roi d’un pays pluvieux,

			Riche, mais impuissant, jeune et pourtant très vieux,

			Qui, de ses précepteurs méprisant les courbettes,

			S’ennuie avec ses chiens comme avec d’autres bêtes.

			Rien ne peut l’égayer, ni gibier, ni faucon,

			Ni son peuple mourant en face du balcon.

			Du bouffon favori la grotesque ballade

			Ne distrait plus le front de ce cruel malade;

			Son lit fleurdelisé se transforme en tombeau,

			Et les dames d’atour, pour qui tout prince est beau,

			Ne savent plus trouver d’impudique toilette

			Pour tirer un souris de ce jeune squelette.

			Le savant qui lui fait de l’or n’a jamais pu

			De son être extirper l’élément corrompu,

			Et dans ces bains de sang qui des Romains nous viennent,

			Et dont sur leurs vieux jours les puissants se souviennent,

			Il n’a su réchauffer ce cadavre hébété

			Où coule au lieu de sang l’eau verte du Léthé.

		

	
		
			SPLEEN: KING OF A LAND OF RAIN

			(SPLEEN: JE SUIS COMME LE ROI D’UN PAYS PLUVIEUX)




			I’m like the rich young king of a land of rain

			who’s impotent, world-weary, full of scorn

			for his sycophantic tutors and their lies,

			and bored with his dogs. Nothing at all can surprise

			or cheer him – neither hunting nor falconry,

			nor peasants dropping dead by his balcony.

			Even bawdy ballads from his clown

			can’t prompt this soul-sick man to laugh or frown; 

			his fleur-de-lys-decked bed’s become a tomb.

			The ladies love a prince and flirt with gloom,

			flaunting their flimsy gowns, yet none beguile

			the crass young skeleton to crack a smile.

			The sage who makes him gold can’t sublimate 

			the baser elements in his head of state,

			nor will blood baths in the Roman style

			strike a spark or serve to purge the bile

			from this dull corpse – like death-in-life he reigns,

			with Lethe’s slime-green waters chilling his veins.

		

	
		
			SPLEEN: QUAND LE CIEL BAS ET LOURD PÈSE COMME UN COUVERCLE

			(SPLEEN: THE LONG LOW SKY)




			Quand le ciel bas et lourd pèse comme un couvercle

			Sur l’esprit gémissant en proie aux longs ennuis,

			Et que de l’horizon embrassant tout le cercle

			Il nous verse un jour noir plus triste que les nuits;



			Quand la terre est changée en un cachot humide,

			Où l’Espérance, comme une chauve-souris,

			S’en va battant les murs de son aile timide

			Et se cognant la tête à des plafonds pourris;



			Quand la pluie étalant ses immenses traînées

			D’une vaste prison imite les barreaux,

			Et qu’un peuple muet d’infâmes araignées

			Vient tendre ses filets au fond de nos cerveaux,



			Des cloches tout à coup sautent avec furie

			Et lancent vers le ciel un affreux hurlement,

			Ainsi que des esprits errants et sans patrie

			Qui se mettent à geindre opiniâtrement.



			– Et de longs corbillards, sans tambours ni musique,

			Défilent lentement dans mon âme; l’Espoir,

			Vaincu, pleure, et l’Angoisse atroce, despotique,

			Sur mon crâne incliné plante son drapeau noir.

		

	
		
			SPLEEN: THE LONG LOW SKY

			(SPLEEN: QUAND LE CIEL BAS ET LOURD PÈSE COMME UN COUVERCLE)




			When the long low sky weighs down like a lid

			on the spirit groaning with disgust and doubt,

			and in at the far horizon rim is poured

			a day that’s sadder than the darkest night;



			when earth is changed to a narrow, fetid jail

			where Hope, a frantic bat, twitching and reeling,

			scrapes her timid wings on every wall

			and knocks her head against the rotted ceiling;



			when immense trailing sheets of driven rain

			are marking out with bars our prison cell,

			and a mute, monstrous tribe of spiders spin

			their little death-traps deep inside the skull,



			then all the bells leap up in sudden blame

			to hurl their frightful howling at the air,

			the way that wandering souls without a home

			keep wailing on and on in grey despair.



			– Hearse after hearse with neither dirge nor drum

			files slowly through my being. Hope has fled

			and the dreadful despot Anguish stakes his claim: 

			drives his black flag into my drooping head.

		

	
		
			LE GOÛT DU NÉANT

			(DEATH WISH)




			Morne esprit, autrefois amoureux de la lutte,

			L’Espoir, dont l’éperon attisait ton ardeur,

			Ne veut plus t’enfourcher! Couche-toi sans pudeur,

			Vieux cheval dont le pied à chaque obstacle butte.



			Résigne-toi, mon cœur; dors ton sommeil de brute.



			Esprit vaincu, fourbu! Pour toi, vieux maraudeur,

			L’amour n’a plus de goût, non plus que la dispute;

			Adieu donc, chants du cuivre et soupirs de la flûte!

			Plaisirs, ne tentez plus un coeur sombre et boudeur!



			Le Printemps adorable a perdu son odeur!



			Et le Temps m’engloutit minute par minute,

			Comme la neige immense un corps pris de roideur;

			Je contemple d’en haut le globe en sa rondeur

			Et je n’y cherche plus l’abri d’une cahute.



			Avalanche, veux-tu m’emporter dans ta chute?

		

	
		
			DEATH WISH

			(LE GOÛT DU NÉANT)




			Sad spirit, once so keen to stay the course,

			Hope, whose spur would stir you to a flame,

			won’t mount you now. You can lie down, no shame.

			Stop stumbling over obstacles, old horse!



			Sleep like a brute, my heart, you’re no more use!



			Vanquished warrior, your spirit is spent,  

			love’s lost its savour, nothing’s worth dispute.

			Farewell to the trumpet blast, the sighing flute.

			Pleasure, leave off tempting a malcontent.



			Lovely Springtime’s lost her delicate scent!



			Minute by minute, Time is gulping me down

			as a frozen body is swallowed up by snow.

			I contemplate the small round world below,

			past searching there for any sheltering den.



			Avalanche, sweep me away from the world of men!

		

	
		
			L’HÉAUTONTIMOROUMÉNOS

			(THE SELF-TORMENTOR)

			à J. G. F.




			Je te frapperai sans colère 

			Et sans haine, comme un boucher, 

			Comme Moïse le rocher! 

			Et je ferai de ta paupière,



			Pour abreuver mon Saharah, 

			Jaillir les eaux de la souffrance. 

			Mon désir gonflé d’espérance 

			Sur tes pleurs salés nagera



			Comme un vaisseau qui prend le large,

			Et dans mon coeur qu’ils soûleront 

			Tes chers sanglots retentiront 

			Comme un tambour qui bat la charge!



			Ne suis-je pas un faux accord 

			Dans la divine symphonie,

			Grâce à la vorace Ironie 

			Qui me secoue et qui me mord?



			Elle est dans ma voix, la criarde! 

			C’est tout mon sang, ce poison noir! 

			Je suis le sinistre miroir 

			Où la mégère se regarde.



			Je suis la plaie et le couteau!

			Je suis le soufflet et la joue!

			Je suis les membres et la roue, 

			Et la victime et le bourreau!



			Je suis de mon coeur le vampire, 

			– Un de ces grands abandonnés 

			Au rire éternel condamnés, 

			Et qui ne peuvent plus sourire!

		

	
		
			THE SELF-TORMENTOR

			(L’HÉAUTONTIMOROUMÉNOS)

			to J. G. F.




			I’ll strike you without rage or hate

			as a butcher strikes down on his block,

			as Moses smote the sullen rock.

			Your eyes shall flow like streams in spate,



			swelling my desire with hope,

			drenching the desert of my need.

			Out of your suffering, a flood

			of salty tears shall buoy me up



			like a vessel putting out to sea;

			your sobs with their resounding beat

			shall glut my heart till I’m replete,

			and be the drum that’s leading me.



			Am I not a jarring note 

			marring the sacred symphony,

			thanks to voracious Irony

			who shakes me savagely as she bites?



			That raucous shrew invades my voice.

			Her pitch-black poison fills my blood.

			I am the chilling mirror skewed

			to show the Fury her true face.



			I am the bleeding wound and knife,

			the sudden slap, the stinging cheek!

			I am the torn limbs and the rack,

			the hangman and the strangled life!



			I am my heart’s vampire – all men

			have turned their backs on me. Hereafter,

			damned to unremitting laughter,

			I can never smile again.

		

	
		
			LE GOUFFRE

			(THE ABYSS)




			Pascal avait son gouffre, avec lui se mouvant.

			– Hélas! tout est abîme, – action, désir, rêve,

			Parole! et sur mon poil qui tout droit se relève

			Maintes fois de la Peur je sens passer le vent.



			En haut, en bas, partout, la profondeur, la grève,

			Le silence, l’espace affreux et captivant…

			Sur le fond de mes nuits Dieu de son doigt savant

			Dessine un cauchemar multiforme et sans trêve.



			J’ai peur du sommeil comme on a peur d’un grand trou,

			Tout plein de vague horreur, menant on ne sait où;

			Je ne vois qu’infini par toutes les fenêtres,



			Et mon esprit, toujours du vertige hanté,

			Jalouse du néant l’insensibilité.

			Ah ! ne jamais sortir des Nombres et des Êtres!

		

	
		
			THE ABYSS

			(LE GOUFFRE)




			Pascal’s abyss went everywhere with him.

			But it’s all abyss – action, word, dream,

			desire! Time and again, the icy wind

			of abject fear has set my hair on end.



			Above, below, all round, the chasm waits:

			eternal silence, the awful lure of space…

			God’s knowing finger draws along the base 

			of hydra-headed dark a nightmare state. 



			I shrink away from sleep, a gaping hole

			full of faceless horror’s endless fall;

			at any window – just infinity.  



			I’m haunted by such vertigo and dread

			I envy the unfeeling, senseless void.

			– Will forms and numbers never let me be?

		

	
		
			LES PLAINTES D’UN ICARE

			THE LAMENT OF AN ICARUS)




			Les amants des prostituées

			Sont heureux, dispos et repus;

			Quant à moi, mes bras sont rompus

			Pour avoir étreint des nuées.



			C’est grâce aux astres nonpareils,

			Qui tout au fond du ciel flamboient,

			Que mes yeux consumés ne voient

			Que des souvenirs de soleils.



			En vain j’ai voulu de l’espace

			Trouver la fin et le milieu;

			Sous je ne sais quel oeil de feu

			Je sens mon aile qui se casse;



			Et brûlé par l’amour du beau,

			Je n’aurai pas l’honneur sublime

			De donner mon nom à l’abîme

			Qui me servira de tombeau.

		

	
		
			THE LAMENT OF AN ICARUS

			(LES PLAINTES D’UN ICARE)




			They’re happy, fresh, replete, the crowds

			of lucky men who truck with whores.

			But me, I reached up for the stars

			and broke both arms embracing clouds.



			Thanks to those unrivalled ones

			blazing through the endless skies,

			I see behind my scorched-out eyes

			only the memory of suns.



			In vain I’ve yearned to know all space,

			to find its endpoint and its heart;

			I feel my wings searing apart

			under some unknown fiery gaze.



			And though I burn for beauty’s love

			I shall not have the honour and bliss

			of giving my name to the abyss

			which now must serve me as a grave.

		

	
		
			L’HORLOGE

			(THE CLOCK)




			Horloge! dieu sinistre, effrayant, impassible,

			Dont le doigt nous menace et nous dit : «Souviens-toi!

			Les vibrantes Douleurs dans ton coeur plein d’effroi

			Se planteront bientôt comme dans une cible,



			Le plaisir vaporeux fuira vers l’horizon

			Ainsi qu’une sylphide au fond de la coulisse;

			Chaque instant te dévore un morceau du délice

			À chaque homme accordé pour toute sa saison.



			Trois mille six cents fois par heure, la Seconde

			Chuchote: Souviens-toi! – Rapide, avec sa voix

			D’insecte, Maintenant dit: Je suis Autrefois,

			Et j’ai pompé ta vie avec ma trompe immonde!



			Remember! Souviens-toi, prodigue! Esto memor!

			(Mon gosier de métal parle toutes les langues.)

			Les minutes, mortel folâtre, sont des gangues

			Qu’il ne faut pas lâcher sans en extraire l’or!



			Souviens-toi que le Temps est un joueur avide

			Qui gagne sans tricher, à tout coup! c’est la loi.

			Le jour décroît; la nuit augmente, souviens-toi!

			Le gouffre a toujours soif; la clepsydre se vide. 



			Tantôt sonnera l’heure où le divin Hasard,

			Où l’auguste Vertu, ton épouse encor vierge,

			Où le Repentir même (oh! la dernière auberge!),

			Où tout te dira: Meurs, vieux lâche! il est trop tard!»

		

	
		
			THE CLOCK

			(L’HORLOGE)




			Dreadful, impassive Clock, sinister god,

			your menacing hands admonish us: ‘Remember!

			Quivering griefs and sorrows without number

			will lodge in your faint heart like darts in a board,



			and airy joy will drift toward the horizon

			as sylphids slip off-stage and out of sight.

			Each instant gulps a scrap of the delight

			accorded each of you for your whole season.



			Thirty-six hundred seconds an hour repeat

			the whispered word: Remember! Fleeting Now,

			that insect voice, says: I am gone, and how

			I’ve sucked your lifeblood through my filthy snout!



			Souviens-toi! Esto memor! Wasteful one,

			Remember! (All tongues sound my metal throat.)

			Look to the loded matrix of the minute

			and claim its specks of gold. There’ll soon be none!



			Remember, Time the gambler is no cheat,

			yet takes each trick. That’s the rule of the game.

			In a trice, day is gone and night has come.

			Remember, space is thirsty, sands run out.



			Soon the hour will strike when Chance or Fate, 

			when noble Virtue, your still-virgin spouse,

			when even Penitence, that last safe house,

			will tell you: Die old coward! It’s too late!’

		

	
  
    LE CYGNE


    (THE SWAN)


    à Victor Hugo

    

    



    I

    



    Andromaque, je pense à vous! Ce petit fleuve,


    Pauvre et triste miroir où jadis resplendit


    L’immense majesté de vos douleurs de veuve,


    Ce Simoïs menteur qui par vos pleurs grandit,

    



    A fécondé soudain ma mémoire fertile,


    Comme je traversais le nouveau Carrousel.


    Le vieux Paris n’est plus (la forme d’une ville


    Change plus vite, hélas! que le coeur d’un mortel);

    



    Je ne vois qu’en esprit, tout ce camp de baraques,


    Ces tas de chapiteaux ébauchés et de fûts,


    Les herbes, les gros blocs verdis par l’eau des flaques,


    Et, brillant aux carreaux, le bric-à-brac confus.

    



    Là s’étalait jadis une ménagerie;


    Là je vis, un matin, à l’heure où sous les cieux


    Froids et clairs le Travail s’éveille, où la voirie


    Pousse un sombre ouragan dans l’air silencieux,

    



    Un cygne qui s’était évadé de sa cage,


    Et, de ses pieds palmés frottant le pavé sec,


    Sur le sol raboteux traînait son blanc plumage.


    Près d’un ruisseau sans eau la bête ouvrant le bec

    



    Baignait nerveusement ses ailes dans la poudre,


    Et disait, le coeur plein de son beau lac natal:


    «Eau, quand donc pleuvras-tu? quand tonneras-tu, foudre?»


    Je vois ce malheureux, mythe étrange et fatal,

    



    Vers le ciel quelquefois, comme l’homme d’Ovide,


    Vers le ciel ironique et cruellement bleu,


    Sur son cou convulsif tendant sa tête avide,


    Comme s’il adressait des reproches à Dieu!

  


			II



			Paris change! mais rien dans ma mélancolie

			N’a bougé! palais neufs, échafaudages, blocs,

			Vieux faubourgs, tout pour moi devient allégorie,

			Et mes chers souvenirs sont plus lourds que des rocs.



			Aussi devant ce Louvre une image m’opprime:

			Je pense à mon grand cygne, avec ses gestes fous,

			Comme les exilés, ridicule et sublime,

			Et rongé d’un désir sans trêve! et puis à vous,



			Andromaque, des bras d’un grand époux tombée,

			Vil bétail, sous la main du superbe Pyrrhus,

			Auprès d’un tombeau vide en extase courbée;

			Veuve d’Hector, hélas! et femme d’Hélénus!



			Je pense à la négresse, amaigrie et phtisique,

			Piétinant dans la boue, et cherchant, l’oeil hagard,

			Les cocotiers absents de la superbe Afrique

			Derrière la muraille immense du brouillard;



			À quiconque a perdu ce qui ne se retrouve

			Jamais, jamais! à ceux qui s’abreuvent de pleurs

			Et tètent la Douleur comme une bonne louve!

			Aux maigres orphelins séchant comme des fleurs!



			Ainsi dans la forêt où mon esprit s’exile

			Un vieux Souvenir sonne à plein souffle du cor!

			Je pense aux matelots oubliés dans une île,

			Aux captifs, aux vaincus!… à bien d’autres encor!

		

	
  
    THE SWAN


    (LE CYGNE)


    to Victor Hugo

    

    



    I

    



    It’s you I’m thinking of, Andromache.


    That little river like a mournful mirror


    reflecting back your widowed majesty,


    your token Simois deepened tear by tear,

    



    came flooding into memory again


    as I was crossing over the new Carrousel.


    Old Paris is gone. The heart of a town


    changes faster, alas, than one that’s mortal.

    



    Only the mind’s eye holds those booths and stalls,


    the rough-hewn shafts and capitals, the stones


    in green-scummed piles, the weeds and stagnant pools,


    the jumbled bric-a-brac glittering at the panes.

    



    A zoo once spread across this open space


    and there one morning at the clear, crisp hour


    when sweepers start their chores, and piles of refuse


    swirl dark hurricanes into the silent air,

    



    I saw a swan had managed to escape.


    Scraping its feet over the bumpy ground


    it heaved its plumage on then, beak agape,


    tried to bathe in a dry gutter it found,

    



    nervously dipping its wings into the dust,


    and crying for the lovely lake of its birth:


    ‘Water, rain down! Thunder, when will you burst?’


    I see it still, a strange and fateful myth

    



    like Ovid’s man gazing up at the sky,


    its neck convulsing, and its frantic head


    stretched to that cruel, ironic blue on high,


    addressing its reproaches straight to God.

  


			II



			Paris changes, but not my melancholy.

			New palaces and scaffolding, stone blocks,

			the old quarters, all seem allegory. 

			My dearest memories weigh me down like rocks.



			Faced by this new Louvre, I’m overcome

			by the image of my heavy, half-crazed swan

			like all exiles, ridiculous, sublime,

			gnawed by endless desire. And I think again



			of you, Andromache, slipped from Hector’s arms 

			and seized like a lowly beast by haughty Pyrrhus, 

			of you, rapt with grief by an empty tomb, 

			Hector’s widow married off to Helenus!  



			I think, too, of the gaunt, consumptive Negress

			wearily plodding the mud, her haggard eyes

			fixed on sunny Africa’s coconut trees

			beyond the fortress wall of foggy skies;



			of those who’ve lost what they’ll never ever regain!

			Of all who swallow down their lonely tears

			and suckle from the generous wolf bitch Pain;

			of the skinny little orphans fading like flowers!



			In the forest of the mind, my own exile,

			a hunting horn rings out from memory’s core:

			I think of castaways on a desert isle,

			of the conquered and enslaved. And many more…

		

	
  
    LES PETITES VIEILLES


    (THE LITTLE OLD WOMEN)


    à Victor Hugo

    

    



    I

    



    Dans les plis sinueux des vieilles capitales,


    Où tout, même l’horreur, tourne aux enchantements,


    Je guette, obéissant à mes humeurs fatales,


    Des êtres singuliers, décrépits et charmants.

    



    Ces monstres disloqués furent jadis des femmes,


    Éponine ou Laïs! Monstres brisés, bossus


    Ou tordus, aimons-les! ce sont encor des âmes.


    Sous des jupons troués et sous de froids tissus

    



    Ils rampent, flagellés par les bises iniques,


    Frémissant au fracas roulant des omnibus,


    Et serrant sur leur flanc, ainsi que des reliques,


    Un petit sac brodé de fleurs ou de rébus;

    



    Ils trottent, tout pareils à des marionnettes;


    Se traînent, comme font les animaux blessés,


    Ou dansent, sans vouloir danser, pauvres sonnettes


    Où se pend un Démon sans pitié! Tout cassés

    



    Qu’ils sont, ils ont des yeux perçants comme une vrille,


    Luisants comme ces trous où l’eau dort dans la nuit;


    Ils ont les yeux divins de la petite fille


    Qui s’étonne et qui rit à tout ce qui reluit.

    



    – Avez-vous observé que maints cercueils de vieilles


    Sont presque aussi petits que celui d’un enfant?


    La Mort savante met dans ces bières pareilles


    Un symbole d’un goût bizarre et captivant,

    



    Et lorsque j’entrevois un fantôme débile


    Traversant de Paris le fourmillant tableau,


    Il me semble toujours que cet être fragile


    S’en va tout doucement vers un nouveau berceau;

    



    À moins que, méditant sur la géométrie,


    Je ne cherche, à l’aspect de ces membres discords,


    Combien de fois il faut que l’ouvrier varie


    La forme de la boîte où l’on met tous ces corps.

    



    – Ces yeux sont des puits faits d’un million de larmes,


    Des creusets qu’un métal refroidi pailleta…


    Ces yeux mystérieux ont d’invincibles charmes


    Pour celui que l’austère Infortune allaita!

  


  
    II

    



    De Frascati défunt Vestale enamourée;


    Prêtresse de Thalie, hélas! dont le souffleur


    Enterré sait le nom; célèbre évaporée


    Que Tivoli jadis ombragea dans sa fleur,

    



    Toutes m’enivrent; mais parmi ces êtres frêles


    Il en est qui, faisant de la douleur un miel,


    Ont dit au Dévouement qui leur prêtait ses ailes:


    Hippogriffe puissant, mène-moi jusqu’au ciel!

    



    L’une, par sa patrie au malheur exercée,


    L’autre, que son époux surchargea de douleurs,


    L’autre, par son enfant Madone transpercée,


    Toutes auraient pu faire un fleuve avec leurs pleurs!

  


  
    III

    



    Ah! que j’en ai suivi de ces petites vieilles!


    Une, entre autres, à l’heure où le soleil tombant


    Ensanglante le ciel de blessures vermeilles,


    Pensive, s’asseyait à l’écart sur un banc,

    



    Pour entendre un de ces concerts, riches de cuivre,


    Dont les soldats parfois inondent nos jardins,


    Et qui, dans ces soirs d’or où l’on se sent revivre,


    Versent quelque héroïsme au coeur des citadins.

    



    Celle-là, droite encor, fière et sentant la règle,


    Humait avidement ce chant vif et guerrier;


    Son oeil parfois s’ouvrait comme l’oeil d’un vieil aigle;


    Son front de marbre avait l’air fait pour le laurier!

  


			IV



			Telles vous cheminez, stoïques et sans plaintes,

			À travers le chaos des vivantes cités,

			Mères au coeur saignant, courtisanes ou saintes,

			Dont autrefois les noms par tous étaient cités.



			Vous qui fûtes la grâce ou qui fûtes la gloire,

			Nul ne vous reconnaît! un ivrogne incivil

			Vous insulte en passant d’un amour dérisoire;

			Sur vos talons gambade un enfant lâche et vil.



			Honteuses d’exister, ombres ratatinées,

			Peureuses, le dos bas, vous côtoyez les murs;

			Et nul ne vous salue, étranges destinées!

			Débris d’humanité pour l’éternité mûrs!



			Mais moi, moi qui de loin tendrement vous surveille,

			L’oeil inquiet, fixé sur vos pas incertains,

			Tout comme si j’étais votre père, ô merveille!

			Je goûte à votre insu des plaisirs clandestins:



			Je vois s’épanouir vos passions novices;

			Sombres ou lumineux, je vis vos jours perdus;

			Mon coeur multiplié jouit de tous vos vices!

			Mon âme resplendit de toutes vos vertus!



			Ruines! ma famille! ô cerveaux congénères!

			Je vous fais chaque soir un solennel adieu!

			Où serez-vous demain, Èves octogénaires,

			Sur qui pèse la griffe effroyable de Dieu?

		

	
  
    THE LITTLE OLD WOMEN


    (LES PETITES VIEILLES)


    to Victor Hugo

    

    



    I

    



    Through the old town’s labyrinthine heart


    where even horror can enthral, I roam


    in a fatalistic mood, searching out


    curious beings of decrepit charm.

    



    Bent and broken freaks, these frail old dolls


    were women once, Lais or Eponine!


    Let’s love them – hunched or twisted, they’re still souls.


    Decked out in threadbare silk, skirts holed and torn,

    



    and whipped by an icy wind, they hobble past,


    trembling at the omnibuses’ noise;


    each clutches like a relic to her chest


    a small bag stitched with rebuses or flowers.

    



    They trot along like marionettes in shawls;


    like wounded animals, they drag their feet;


    they dance despite themselves, poor little bells


    pulled by a pitiless demon. For all that,

    



    they look at you with eyes as sharp as drills,


    lustrous as pools of water in the night;


    these are the heavenly eyes of little girls


    who laugh at all that shines, surprised by light.

    



    And notice how their caskets are so often


    almost miniature, as children’s are.


    Canny Death has made these matching coffins


    a touchstone of his taste for the bizarre,

    



    so as some feeble ghost I’m overseeing


    crosses through the swarming Paris scene,


    it always seems to me the fragile being


    is toddling to her last crib, quite serene.

    



    Unless, given all those limbs bent contrary,


    I question the geometry of it,


    and how many times a workman needs to vary


    the shape of the box so all the bodies fit.

    



    A million tears have filled these eyes like wells,


    a quenched metal spangles their deep hollows…


    and these mysterious eyes can cast a spell


    irresistible to those whom ill luck follows.

  


  
    II

    



    A vestal lauded by the Frascati crowds;


    one-time priestess of Thalia whose name


    was buried with her prompter – glory fades;


    she whom the Tivoli sheltered in her prime,

    



    all enrapture me! Especially those old things


    who make from pain a sort of honeyed leaven,


    and tell Self-Sacrifice who lends them wings,


    ‘Great Hippogriff, let me rise up to heaven!’

    



    This one whose country drove her to despair,


    that one whose husband beat her up for years,


    a Mary whose son pierced her to the core,


    all could have wept a river with their tears.

  


  
    III

    



    How many I have watched or tracked behind!


    One, I remember well. In the dying light


    that slashed the sky with long magenta wounds,


    she was resting on a park bench, lost in thought,

    



    listening to a concert, all brass power,


    the sort that military bands will blazon out


    over the gardens through the golden hour


    to pump some valour into the citizen’s heart.

    



    Sitting upright, tapping time with pride,


    she avidly breathed in the warlike tune;


    her eagle eyes would suddenly open wide,


    her marble brow seemed made for a laurel crown.

  


			IV



			Stoically you keep on, with no complaints,

			braving the city chaos, trundling along,

			suffering mothers, courtesans or saints

			whose names were once on everybody’s tongue.



			You who were lovely once, or full of grace, 

			now pass unrecognized, ignored, reviled;

			a drunkard mouths obscenities to your face

			while round your heels cavorts a spiteful child.



			Shrunken shadows ashamed to even be,

			you creep by, close to the walls to feel you’re safe,

			and no-one greets you. What a destiny!

			You’re human debris ripe for the afterlife.



			But I, from a distance, watch you tenderly,

			fixed on your faltering steps. My anxious eyes

			are almost like a father’s – can that be!

			I taste, without your knowing, secret joys:



			I feel your youthful passions blossom out,

			I live the light and shade of your lost days;

			your vices lift and magnify my heart;

			my soul’s lit up by all your virtuous ways.



			Old ruins, kindred spirits, family,

			I bid you every night a grave adieu!

			Tomorrow, ancient Eves, where will you be,

			pinned, as you are, under God’s dreadful claw?

		

	
		
			À UNE PASSANTE

			(TO A WOMAN PASSING BY)




			La rue assourdissante autour de moi hurlait.

			Longue, mince, en grand deuil, douleur majestueuse,

			Une femme passa, d’une main fastueuse

			Soulevant, balançant le feston et l’ourlet;



			Agile et noble, avec sa jambe de statue.

			Moi, je buvais, crispé comme un extravagant,

			Dans son oeil, ciel livide où germe l’ouragan,

			La douceur qui fascine et le plaisir qui tue.



			Un éclair… puis la nuit! – Fugitive beauté

			Dont le regard m’a fait soudainement renaître,

			Ne te verrai-je plus que dans l’éternité?



			Ailleurs, bien loin d’ici! trop tard! jamais peut-être!

			Car j’ignore où tu fuis, tu ne sais où je vais,

			Ô toi que j’eusse aimée, ô toi qui le savais!

		

	
		
			TO A WOMAN PASSING BY

			(À UNE PASSANTE)




			All around me howled the deafening street.

			Tall and slim, with sorrowful majesty,

			a woman in full mourning passed me by,

			her sumptuous hand swinging her festooned skirt.



			She was lovely as a statue, lithe and tall.

			I tensed like a raving fool, drinking in

			the heaven of those grey eyes where storms begin –

			bewitching sweetness, pleasure that could kill.



			One lightning flash… then night! – Fleeting beauty,

			whose glance lifted me back to life, will I ever

			see you again this side of eternity?



			Elsewhere, faraway, too late, maybe never!

			Where was the other going? Neither of us could tell.

			Yet I could have loved you. And you knew it well!

		

	
		
			LE CRÉPUSCULE DU SOIR

			(TWILIGHT)




			Voici le soir charmant, ami du criminel;

			Il vient comme un complice, à pas de loup; le ciel

			Se ferme lentement comme une grande alcôve,

			Et l’homme impatient se change en bête fauve.



			Ô soir, aimable soir, désiré par celui

			Dont les bras, sans mentir, peuvent dire: Aujourd’hui

			Nous avons travaillé! – C’est le soir qui soulage

			Les esprits que dévore une douleur sauvage,

			Le savant obstiné dont le front s’alourdit,

			Et l’ouvrier courbé qui regagne son lit.

			Cependant des démons malsains dans l’atmosphère

			S’éveillent lourdement, comme des gens d’affaire,

			Et cognent en volant les volets et l’auvent.

			À travers les lueurs que tourmente le vent

			La Prostitution s’allume dans les rues;

			Comme une fourmilière elle ouvre ses issues;

			Partout elle se fraye un occulte chemin,

			Ainsi que l’ennemi qui tente un coup de main;

			Elle remue au sein de la cité de fange

			Comme un ver qui dérobe à l’Homme ce qu’il mange.

			On entend çà et là les cuisines siffler,

			Les théâtres glapir, les orchestres ronfler;

			Les tables d’hôte, dont le jeu fait les délices,

			S’emplissent de catins et d’escrocs, leurs complices,

			Et les voleurs, qui n’ont ni trêve ni merci,

			Vont bientôt commencer leur travail, eux aussi,

			Et forcer doucement les portes et les caisses

			Pour vivre quelques jours et vêtir leurs maîtresses.



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

			Et ferme ton oreille à ce rugissement.

			C’est l’heure où les douleurs des malades s’aigrissent!

			La sombre Nuit les prend à la gorge; ils finissent

			Leur destinée et vont vers le gouffre commun;

			L’hôpital se remplit de leurs soupirs. – Plus d’un

			Ne viendra plus chercher la soupe parfumée,

			Au coin du feu, le soir, auprès d’une âme aimée.



			Encore la plupart n’ont-ils jamais connu

			La douceur du foyer et n’ont jamais vécu!

		

	
		
			TWILIGHT

			(LE CRÉPUSCULE DU SOIR)




			Sweet evening’s come, the criminal’s disguise

			and quiet accomplice, stealing over the skies  

			slowly closing down their vault of light

			as mankind eagerly reverts to brute.



			Dear evening, so desired by all who say

			without a lie, ‘These arms have worked today!’

			It’s evening which consoles and brings relief

			to desperate spirits gnawed by pain and grief,

			to scholars slogging on with throbbing heads,

			and stooped workmen glad to claim their beds.

			But the noxious demons of the air wake late

			as sluggish businessmen, and taking flight,

			they clatter against the shutters and the blinds.

			Across the background glimmer teased by wind, 

			prostitution lights up down each street

			like a termite nest opening its holes; to right

			and left it clears a way, underhand,

			an enemy who greets you as a friend.

			Like the quiet worm stealing as it eats,

			it shifts across the filthy city’s heart.

			You hear the hiss of kitchens here and there,

			the yap of theatre crowds, a dance hall’s blare;

			the cheap cafés, a-buzz with cards and bets,

			are filling up with con men, pimps and sluts;

			and ruthless burglars, never known to shirk

			their nightly task, will soon be starting work,

			smoothly forcing cashboxes and drawers

			to buy a few days’ food or clothe their whores.



			This is the solemn turning-point, my soul,

			close your ears to the manic city’s howl.

			Now, the sufferers’ pain becomes acute,

			and shadowy night takes them by the throat.

			The end is our shared void, all destiny done.

			The hospital fills with sighs – many a one 

			won’t be going back to the fragrant broth

			supped with loved ones round a cosy hearth.



			And many more have never ever known

			a family hearth, nor called their life their own.

		

	
		
			LE JEU

			(THE GAME)




			Dans des fauteuils fanés des courtisanes vieilles,

			Pâles, le sourcil peint, l’oeil câlin et fatal,

			Minaudant, et faisant de leurs maigres oreilles

			Tomber un cliquetis de pierre et de métal;



			Autour des verts tapis des visages sans lèvre,

			Des lèvres sans couleur, des mâchoires sans dent,

			Et des doigts convulsés d’une infernale fièvre,

			Fouillant la poche vide ou le sein palpitant;



			Sous de sales plafonds un rang de pâles lustres

			Et d’énormes quinquets projetant leurs lueurs

			Sur des fronts ténébreux de poètes illustres

			Qui viennent gaspiller leurs sanglantes sueurs;



			Voilà le noir tableau qu’en un rêve nocturne

			Je vis se dérouler sous mon oeil clairvoyant.

			Moi-même, dans un coin de l’antre taciturne,

			Je me vis accoudé, froid, muet, enviant,   



			Enviant de ces gens la passion tenace,

			De ces vieilles putains la funèbre gaieté,

			Et tous gaillardement trafiquant à ma face,

			L’un de son vieil honneur, l’autre de sa beauté!



			Et mon coeur s’effraya d’envier maint pauvre homme

			Courant avec ferveur à l’abîme béant,

			Et qui, soûl de son sang, préférerait en somme

			La douleur à la mort et l’enfer au néant!

		

	
		
			THE GAME

			(LE JEU)




			Old ladies of the night, in faded chairs,

			with pencilled-on eyebrows and winning looks,

			simpering and ogling, angling skinny ears

			so gems and metal dance with little clicks;



			around green baize, faces with no lips,

			lips with no colour, jaws devoid of teeth,

			infernally twitching, groping fingertips

			searching empty pockets, picking at cloth;



			dusty chandeliers, a grubby room,

			enormous oil lamps doling out dim light

			to famous poets, foreheads wracked with gloom,

			squandering all they’ve earned through blood and sweat.



			That’s the black tableau that I was shown

			once in a dream. Or call it second sight – 

			I saw myself there watching in that den, 

			cold and mute and envious of their lot.



			Envious of the men’s tenacious passion

			and the dismal gaiety of those old whores,

			all trafficking to my face some final ration

			of the beauty or esteem that once was theirs.



			I felt my heart contract. What, envy these –

			poor souls who race at the chasm with elation,

			so drunk on their own blood they’d clearly choose

			pain over death, hell over annihilation!

		

	
		
			JE N’AI PAS OUBLIÉ, VOISINE DE LA VILLE

			(I HAVEN’T FORGOTTEN)




			Je n’ai pas oublié, voisine de la ville,

			Notre blanche maison, petite mais tranquille;

			Sa Pomone de plâtre et sa vieille Vénus

			Dans un bosquet chétif cachant leurs membres nus,

			Et le soleil, le soir, ruisselant et superbe,

			Qui, derrière la vitre où se brisait sa gerbe,

			Semblait, grand oeil ouvert dans le ciel curieux,

			Contempler nos dîners longs et silencieux,

			Répandant largement ses beaux reflets de cierge

			Sur la nappe frugale et les rideaux de serge.

		

	
		
			I HAVEN’T FORGOTTEN

			(JE N’AI PAS OUBLIÉ, VOISINE DE LA VILLE)




			I haven’t forgotten our old house, so small

			and calm and white, outside the town. I recall

			where the plaster Venus and Pomona stood

			hiding their naked limbs in the sickly wood,

			and how the sun, that huge inquisitive eye,

			would watch our silent evening meals go by.

			Like golden sheaves, the rays came streaming down

			to burst in showers of light on our window-pane

			and spread their candle glow to gild the truth

			of the worn serge curtains and the frugal cloth.

		

	
		
			LA SERVANTE AU GRAND COEUR DONT VOUS ÉTIEZ JALOUSE

			(THE SERVANT)



			La servante au grand coeur dont vous étiez jalouse,

			Et qui dort son sommeil sous une humble pelouse,

			Nous devrions pourtant lui porter quelques fleurs.

			Les morts, les pauvres morts, ont de grandes douleurs,

			Et quand Octobre souffle, émondeur des vieux arbres,

			Son vent mélancolique à l’entour de leurs marbres,

			Certe, ils doivent trouver les vivants bien ingrats,

			À dormir, comme ils font, chaudement dans leurs draps,

			Tandis que, dévorés de noires songeries,

			Sans compagnon de lit, sans bonnes causeries,

			Vieux squelettes gelés travaillés par le ver,

			Ils sentent s’égoutter les neiges de l’hiver

			Et le siècle couler, sans qu’amis ni famille

			Remplacent les lambeaux qui pendent à leur grille.



			Lorsque la bûche siffle et chante, si le soir,

			Calme, dans le fauteuil, je la voyais s’asseoir,

			Si, par une nuit bleue et froide de décembre,

			Je la trouvais tapie en un coin de ma chambre,

			Grave, et venant du fond de son lit éternel

			Couver l’enfant grandi de son oeil maternel,

			Que pourrais-je répondre à cette âme pieuse,

			Voyant tomber des pleurs de sa paupière creuse?

		

	
		
			THE SERVANT

			(LA SERVANTE AU GRAND COEUR DONT VOUS ÉTIEZ JALOUSE)




			Remember that servant with the generous heart,

			you were jealous of? Let’s visit her humble plot.

			We really should take her some flowers, you know.

			Our poor dead ones must surely suffer so,

			and now October’s bitter wind and rain

			have stripped the trees and scoured each marble stone,

			they’re even more left out; it’s such a slight

			the way the living snuggle up at night

			while they lie still, devoured by gloomy dreams,

			no pillow talk, and no one in their arms.

			Frozen old skeletons the worm’s worked through,

			they sense the steady drip of melting snow 

			and the century flow by, while no one cares

			to clear the withered flowers along their bars.



			And if I saw her sitting calmly there

			by the singing fire at dusk in her old chair

			or found her crouching almost out of sight

			in my room some chilly blue December night,

			come from the depths with that grave gaze of hers

			to watch her grown-up child with motherly eyes,

			what could I say, seeing the slow tears roll 

			from the sunken eyelids of that kindly soul?

		

	
		
			LE CRÉPUSCULE DU MATIN

			(DAWN)




			La diane chantait dans les cours des casernes,

			Et le vent du matin soufflait sur les lanternes.



			C’était l’heure où l’essaim des rêves malfaisants

			Tord sur leurs oreillers les bruns adolescents;

			Où, comme un oeil sanglant qui palpite et qui bouge,

			La lampe sur le jour fait une tache rouge;

			Où l’âme, sous le poids du corps revêche et lourd,

			Imite les combats de la lampe et du jour.

			Comme un visage en pleurs que les brises essuient,

			L’air est plein du frisson des choses qui s’enfuient,

			Et l’homme est las d’écrire et la femme d’aimer.



			Les maisons çà et là commençaient à fumer.

			Les femmes de plaisir, la paupière livide,

			Bouche ouverte, dormaient de leur sommeil stupide;

			Les pauvresses, traînant leurs seins maigres et froids,

			Soufflaient sur leurs tisons et soufflaient sur leurs doigts.

			C’était l’heure où parmi le froid et la lésine

			S’aggravent les douleurs des femmes en gésine;

			Comme un sanglot coupé par un sang écumeux

			Le chant du coq au loin déchirait l’air brumeux;

			Une mer de brouillards baignait les édifices,

			Et les agonisants dans le fond des hospices

			Poussaient leur dernier râle en hoquets inégaux.

			Les débauchés rentraient, brisés par leurs travaux.



			L’aurore grelottante en robe rose et verte

			S’avançait lentement sur la Seine déserte,

			Et le sombre Paris, en se frottant les yeux,

			Empoignait ses outils, vieillard laborieux.

		

	
		
			DAWN

			(LE CRÉPUSCULE DU MATIN)




			Reveille was sounding in the barracks court;

			a breeze was gusting the lantern flames about.



			It was the hour when bad dreams plague the heads

			of tanned boys tossing and turning on their beds;

			when the lamp, that blood-red palpitating eye,

			throws a reddening blotch against the sky;

			when the soul under the body’s surly weight

			vies with it as the lamp does with first light.

			When, like a tearful face the breeze wipes dry,

			the air shudders with shapes that flit away, 

			and he is tired of writing, she, of sex.



			From houses here and there the chimney stacks’ 

			fine smoke wreathed up. The street girls snored away,

			mouths wide open, eyelids heavy and grey;

			pauper women dragging cold thin paps

			blew on the coals and on their fingertips.

			It was the hour caught between cold and dearth

			when women in labour agonize to give birth

			and when, like a sob choked by blood and froth,

			a rooster’s cry rips over the foggy earth.

			A tide of mist still bathed the chilly town,

			and deep in the hospices the dying strained

			towards their final rattling, hiccupping breath. 

			Worn-out womanizers hit the home path.



			Dawn, shivering in gauzy pink and green,

			stepped slowly out across the vacant Seine,

			and sombre Paris, hard-working old man,

			rubbed his eyes and took up his tools again.

		

	
		
			LE VIN DES CHIFFONNIERS

			(THE RAGPICKERS’ WINE)




			Souvent, à la clarté rouge d’un réverbère

			Dont le vent bat la flamme et tourmente le verre,

			Au coeur d’un vieux faubourg, labyrinthe fangeux

			Où l’humanité grouille en ferments orageux,



			On voit un chiffonnier qui vient, hochant la tête

			Butant, et se cognant aux murs comme un poète,

			Et sans prendre souci des mouchards, ses sujets, 

			Épanche tout son coeur en glorieux projets.



			Il prête des serments, dicte des lois sublimes,

			Terrasse les méchants, relève les victimes,

			Et sous le firmament comme un dais suspendu

			S’enivre des splendeurs de sa propre vertu.



			Oui, ces gens harcelés de chagrins de ménage, 

			Moulus par le travail et tourmentés par l’âge,

			Éreintés et pliant sous un tas de débris, 

			Vomissement confus de l’énorme Paris,



			Reviennent, parfumés d’une odeur de futailles,

			Suivis de compagnons, blanchis dans les batailles

			Dont la moustache pend comme les vieux drapeaux.

			Les bannières, les fleurs et les arcs triomphaux



			Se dressent devant eux, solennelle magie!

			Et dans l’étourdissante et lumineuse orgie

			Des clairons, du soleil, des cris et du tambour,

			Ils apportent la gloire au peuple ivre d’amour!



			C’est ainsi qu’à travers l’Humanité frivole

			Le vin roule de l’or, éblouissant Pactole;

			Par le gosier de l’homme il chante ses exploits

			Et règne par ses dons ainsi que les vrais rois.



			Pour noyer la rancoeur et bercer l’indolence

			De tous ces vieux maudits qui meurent en silence,

			Dieu, touché de remords, avait fait le sommeil;

			L’Homme ajouta le Vin, fils sacré du Soleil!

		

	
		
			THE RAGPICKERS’ WINE

			(LE VIN DES CHIFFONNIERS)




			Weaving through a muddy maze of slums

			where the abject poor seethe like a rising storm,

			towards a street lamp’s dull red haze of light

			(wind shifting the glass and flame about),



			and nodding to himself, a ragman comes,

			stumbling like a poet testing rhymes.

			The spies, his lowly subjects, he disdains,

			opening his heart to glorious campaigns.



			He preaches sermons, lays down noble laws,

			quells the wicked, pleads the victim’s cause

			below the dais of heaven, onward led

			by the drunken radiance in his righteous head.



			These men dogged by worries and bad luck,

			ground down by debts and age and heavy work,

			exhausted and bent double under a pile

			of the trash enormous Paris spews like bile,



			keep coming back, perfumed with cask wine,

			to lead their comrades, grey and battle-worn.

			Moustaches lank as tattered flags, they march;

			banners, flowers, a great triumphal arch



			rise like a miracle before this host.

			Through blazing light, the trumpet’s jubilant blast,

			orgiastic cheers and the beat of the drum,

			bearing glory to all their tribe, they come! 



			And so wine flows to our whole shallow race

			like molten gold, a dazzling Pactolus;

			through the triumphant throat of man it sings,

			and reigns by generous gifts like all true kings.



			To drown the bitterness and ease the load

			of cursed old men who die without a word,

			God, in remorse, made sleep. We, for our part,

			have added wine, sacred son of the light.

		

	
		
			LE VIN DE L’ASSASSIN

			(THE MURDERER’S WINE)




			Ma femme est morte, je suis libre!

			Je puis donc boire tout mon soûl.

			Lorsque je rentrais sans un sou, 

			Ses cris me déchiraient la fibre.



			Autant qu’un roi je suis heureux;

			L’air est pur, le ciel admirable…

			Nous avions un été semblable

			Lorsque j’en devins amoureux!



			L’horrible soif qui me déchire

			Aurait besoin pour s’assouvir

			D’autant de vin qu’en peut tenir

			Son tombeau; – ce n’est pas peu dire:



			Je l’ai jetée au fond d’un puits,

			Et j’ai même poussé sur elle

			Tous les pavés de la margelle. 

			– Je l’oublierai si je le puis!



			Au nom des serments de tendresse,

			Dont rien ne peut nous délier,

			Et pour nous réconcilier

			Comme au beau temps de notre ivresse,



			J’implorai d’elle un rendez-vous,

			Le soir, sur une route obscure.

			Elle y vint! – folle créature!

			Nous sommes tous plus ou moins fous!



			Elle était encore jolie,

			Quoique bien fatiguée! et moi, 

			Je l’aimais trop! voilà pourquoi

			Je lui dis: Sors de cette vie!



			Nul ne peut me comprendre. Un seul

			Parmi ces ivrognes stupides

			Songea-t-il dans ses nuits morbides

			À faire du vin un linceul?



			Cette crapule invulnérable

			Comme les machines de fer

			Jamais, ni l’été ni l’hiver,

			N’a connu l’amour véritable,



			Avec ses noirs enchantements

			Son cortège infernal d’alarmes,

			Ses fioles de poison, ses larmes,

			Ses bruits de chaîne et d’ossements!



			– Me voilà libre et solitaire!

			Je serai ce soir ivre mort;

			Alors, sans peur et sans remord,

			Je me coucherai sur la terre,



			Et je dormirai comme un chien!

			Le chariot aux lourdes roues

			Chargé de pierres et de boues,

			Le wagon enragé peut bien



			Écraser ma tête coupable

			Ou me couper par le milieu,

			Je m’en moque comme de Dieu,

			Du Diable ou de la Sainte Table!

		

	
		
			THE MURDERER’S WINE

			(LE VIN DE L’ASSASSIN)




			I’m a free man – my wife is dead!

			I can go and drink as much as I want.

			When I staggered home without a cent,

			her cries would tear me to shreds.



			I’m as happy as a king. Above,

			the sky is clear, the air is pure…

			it was a summer like this the year

			we met and fell in love.



			Such thirst has got me in its grip

			it’s going to need more wine to slake

			than topping up a tomb would take,

			and that’s a tidy drop:



			I pitched her head first down a well

			and then heaved every coping stone

			in after her. What’s done is done	

			– memories can go to hell.



			I’d begged her ‘by the tender vows

			from which we’ll never be released’

			to meet and make up, given our first

			intoxicating days.



			The rendezvous? A lonely road,

			late evening, not a soul around.

			She turned up – was she out of her mind?

			We’re all more or less mad!



			And she was pretty, still, my wife,

			though pale and worn. The fact is I

			could not stopped loving her, that’s why

			I said ‘Clear out of this life!’



			Who’d understand? Would a single one

			of those unfeeling, mindless sots

			dream on his most morbid nights

			of making a shroud from wine? 



			Such villains have a hide so thick

			each one might be an iron machine;

			they’ve never, summer or winter, known

			what true love’s really like:



			sinister, black, enchanting pain,

			a hellish funeral march of fears,

			poison phials, wheedling tears,

			the rattle of bones and chains.



			– So here I am alone and free!

			I’m off to get dead drunk of course,

			without a care, much less remorse.

			Tonight, my bed will be



			wherever I drop, and I’ll sleep like a dog.

			Let the wheels of the town cart break my bones,

			grind me under their load of stones,

			let the train derail and drag



			its carriages over my guilty head,

			crush me, slice me clean through the middle,

			I don’t give a damn for myself or the Devil

			or the Sacraments or God.

		

	
		
			LE VIN DU SOLITAIRE

			(THE LONER’S WINE)




			Le regard singulier d’une femme galante 

			Qui se glisse vers nous comme le rayon blanc 

			Que la lune onduleuse envoie au lac tremblant, 

			Quand elle y veut baigner sa beauté nonchalante;



			Le dernier sac d’écus dans les doigts d’un joueur;

			Un baiser libertin de la maigre Adeline;

			Les sons d’une musique énervante et câline, 

			Semblable au cri lointain de l’humaine douleur,



			Tout cela ne vaut pas, ô bouteille profonde,

			Les baumes pénétrants que ta panse féconde

			Garde au coeur altéré du poète pieux;



			Tu lui verses l’espoir, la jeunesse et la vie, 

			– Et l’orgueil, ce trésor de toute gueuserie,

			Qui nous rend triomphants et semblables aux Dieux!

		

	
		
			THE LONER’S WINE

			(LE VIN DU SOLITAIRE)




			That easy woman’s odd, inviting look

			gliding towards us like the ray of white 

			the undulant moon sends to the trembling lake

			where she bathes her nonchalant beauty in the night;



			any gambler’s last small bag of coins;

			a hungry kiss from skinny Adeline; 

			fiddle music with a pleading tone

			thin as far-off cries of human pain



			– my jolly bottle, none is worth a rap

			compared to you. Your belly’s generous drop

			is balm for a thirsty poet’s reverent heart;



			you pour him youth and hope again – and pride,

			the treasure found in every wretch’s hoard,

			that makes him God’s triumphant counterpart.

		

	
		
			LE VIN DES AMANTS

			(THE LOVERS’ WINE)




			Aujourd’hui l’espace est splendide!

			Sans mors, sans éperons, sans bride,

			Partons à cheval sur le vin

			Pour un ciel féerique et divin!



			Comme deux anges que torture

			Une implacable calenture,

			Dans le bleu cristal du matin

			Suivons le mirage lointain!



			Mollement balancés sur l’aile

			Du tourbillon intelligent,

			Dans un délire parallèle,



			Ma soeur, côte à côte nageant,

			Nous fuirons sans repos ni trêves

			Vers le paradis de mes rêves!

		

	
		
			THE LOVERS’ WINE

			(LE VIN DES AMANTS)




			How beautiful is space today!

			Let’s ride the wine, up and away,

			free of bridle, bit and spurs,

			towards divine, enchanted skies.



			We’ll be two wandering angels cursed

			by fierce delirium and thirst;

			we’ll cross the morning’s crystal blue

			and trust the far mirage is true.



			Gently balanced, lifted, spun

			round the knowing whirlwind’s rim,

			with your wild rapture matching mine,



			my sister, side by side we’ll swim

			forever on – ahead there gleams  

			the paradise of all my dreams.

		

	
		
			FEMMES DAMNÉES: DELPHINE ET HIPPOLYTE

			(DELPHINE AND HIPPOLYTE)




			À la pâle clarté des lampes languissantes,

			Sur de profonds coussins tout imprégnés d’odeur

			Hippolyte rêvait aux caresses puissantes

			Qui levaient le rideau de sa jeune candeur.



			Elle cherchait, d’un oeil troublé par la tempête,

			De sa naïveté le ciel déjà lointain,

			Ainsi qu’un voyageur qui retourne la tête

			Vers les horizons bleus dépassés le matin.



			De ses yeux amortis les paresseuses larmes,

			L’air brisé, la stupeur, la morne volupté,

			Ses bras vaincus, jetés comme de vaines armes,

			Tout servait, tout parait sa fragile beauté.



			Étendue à ses pieds, calme et pleine de joie,

			Delphine la couvait avec des yeux ardents,

			Comme un animal fort qui surveille une proie,

			Après l’avoir d’abord marquée avec les dents.



			Beauté forte à genoux devant la beauté frêle,

			Superbe, elle humait voluptueusement

			Le vin de son triomphe, et s’allongeait vers elle,

			Comme pour recueillir un doux remerciement.



			Elle cherchait dans l’oeil de sa pâle victime

			Le  cantique muet que chante le plaisir,

			Et cette gratitude infinie et sublime

			Qui sort de la paupière ainsi qu’un long soupir.



			– «Hippolyte, cher coeur, que dis-tu de ces choses?

			Comprends-tu maintenant qu’il ne faut pas offrir

			L’holocauste sacré de tes premières roses

			Aux souffles violents qui pourraient les flétrir?



			Mes baisers sont légers comme ces éphémères

			Qui caressent le soir les grands lacs transparents,

			Et ceux de ton amant creuseront leurs ornières

			Comme des chariots ou des socs déchirants;



			Ils passeront sur toi comme un lourd attelage

			De chevaux et de boeufs aux sabots sans pitié…

			Hippolyte, ô ma soeur! tourne donc ton visage,

			Toi, mon âme et mon coeur, mon tout et ma moitié,



			Tourne vers moi tes yeux pleins d’azur et d’étoiles!

			Pour un de ces regards charmants, baume divin,

			Des plaisirs plus obscurs je lèverai les voiles,

			Et je t’endormirai dans un rêve sans fin!»



			Mais Hippolyte alors, levant sa jeune tête:

			– «Je ne suis point ingrate et ne me repens pas,

			Ma Delphine, je souffre et je suis inquiète,

			Comme après un nocturne et terrible repas.



			Je sens fondre sur moi de lourdes épouvantes

			Et de noirs bataillons de fantômes épars,

			Qui veulent me conduire en des routes mouvantes

			Qu’un horizon sanglant ferme de toutes parts.



			Avons-nous donc commis une action étrange?

			Explique, si tu peux, mon trouble et mon effroi :

			Je frissonne de peur quand tu me dis: «Mon ange!»

			Et cependant je sens ma bouche aller vers toi.



			Ne me regarde pas ainsi, toi, ma pensée!

			Toi que j’aime à jamais, ma soeur d’élection,

			Quand même tu serais une embûche dressée

			Et le commencement de ma perdition!»



			Delphine secouant sa crinière tragique,

			Et comme trépignant sur le trépied de fer,

			L’oeil fatal, répondit d’une voix despotique:

			– «Qui donc devant l’amour ose parler d’enfer?



			Maudit soit à jamais le rêveur inutile

			Qui voulut le premier, dans sa stupidité,

			S’éprenant d’un problème insoluble et stérile,

			Aux choses de l’amour mêler l’honnêteté!



			Celui qui veut unir dans un accord mystique

			L’ombre avec la chaleur, la nuit avec le jour,

			Ne chauffera jamais son corps paralytique

			À ce rouge soleil que l’on nomme l’amour!



			Va, si tu veux, chercher un fiancé stupide;

			Cours offrir un coeur vierge à ses cruels baisers;

			Et, pleine de remords et d’horreur, et livide,

			Tu me rapporteras tes seins stigmatisés…



			On ne peut ici-bas contenter qu’un seul maître!»

			Mais l’enfant, épanchant une immense douleur,

			Cria soudain: – «Je sens s’élargir dans mon être

			Un abîme béant; cet abîme est mon cœur!



			Brûlant comme un volcan, profond comme le vide!

			Rien ne rassasiera ce monstre gémissant

			Et ne rafraîchira la soif de l’Euménide

			Qui, la torche à la main, le brûle jusqu’au sang.



			Que nos rideaux fermés nous séparent du monde,

			Et que la lassitude amène le repos!

			Je veux m’anéantir dans ta gorge profonde,

			Et trouver sur ton sein la fraîcheur des tombeaux!»



			– Descendez, descendez, lamentables victimes,

			Descendez le chemin de l’enfer éternel!

			Plongez au plus profond du gouffre, où tous les crimes,

			Flagellés par un vent qui ne vient pas du ciel,



			Bouillonnent pêle-mêle avec un bruit d’orage.

			Ombres folles, courez au but de vos désirs;

			Jamais vous ne pourrez assouvir votre rage,

			Et votre châtiment naîtra de vos plaisirs.



			Jamais un rayon frais n’éclaira vos cavernes;

			Par les fentes des murs des miasmes fiévreux 

			Filtrent en s’enflammant ainsi que des lanternes

			Et pénètrent vos corps de leurs parfums affreux.



			L’âpre stérilité de votre jouissance

			Altère votre soif et roidit votre peau,

			Et le vent furibond de la concupiscence

			Fait claquer votre chair ainsi qu’un vieux drapeau.



			Loin des peuples vivants, errantes, condamnées,

			À travers les déserts courez comme les loups;

			Faites votre destin, âmes désordonnées,

			Et fuyez l’infini que vous portez en vous!

		

	
		
			DELPHINE AND HIPPOLYTE

			(FEMMES DAMNÉES: DELPHINE ET HIPPOLYTE)




			Softly bathed in the lamp’s declining light,

			Hippolyte lay on cushions thick with scent,

			reliving the caresses of the night,

			her candour vanished and her freshness spent,



			and searching out with stormy, troubled eyes

			an innocent world already far away,

			as a traveller casts a lingering last gaze

			towards the blue horizon of yesterday.



			Her heavy eyes, wet with tears of ease,

			her broken look, her sad voluptuousness,

			her vanquished arms flung out, of no more use,

			all enhanced her fragile loveliness.



			Spread out beside her feet, replete with joy,

			Delphine watched over her with burning eyes

			as a brooding lioness will guard her prey,

			having first tooth-marked that helpless prize.



			The strong beauty, kneeling before the frail,

			proudly, sensually, with each breath drank

			the wine of triumph then in mute appeal

			stretched out close to Hippolyte for thanks.



			Pleasure’s a canticle that needs no word;

			she searched her pallid victim’s half-closed eyes

			for the heavenly and infinite gratitude

			that lifts from lowered eyelids like faint sighs.



			 ‘My Hippolyte, what do you say of this?

			Tell me, do you understand, at last,

			you need not waste the gift of your first flowers

			on rough winds that would wither them to dust?



			These kisses light on you as damselflies

			skim over a shining lake at close of day;

			those of a man would furrow you like ploughs

			and score deep tracks like carts in muddy clay.



			They’d rush across you like an oxen team

			with churning hooves, pitilessly cruel.

			O Hippolyte, my sister, turn from harm,

			you, my heart and soul, my twin, my all,



			and fix on me your starry azure eyes!

			For one sweet glance from you, like heavenly balm,

			I’ll lift the veil on darker joys than these,

			and lull you into a never-ending dream.’



			Hippolyte half-raised her youthful head.

			‘I’m not ungrateful. No, not in the least,

			but I feel sad, Delphine, and so afraid,

			as if we’ve shared some sinister night feast.



			Terror’s cast on me its leaden weight,

			and scattered ghosts are gathering in hordes

			to lead me down a treacherous, shifting route.

			Blood-red horizons loom on either side.



			Have we done wrong – does shame now share our bed?

			Tell me, if you can, what are these fears?

			You call me ‘angel’, and I shake with dread,

			yet straight away my mouth is drawn to yours.



			Don’t look at me like that, my dearest thought,

			you whom I love more than a sister. Even

			if you should be a snare in which I’m caught,

			the means by which I’ll fall away from heaven!’



			With flashing eyes, Delphine threw back her hair

			like an oracle possessed by the god’s spell

			and cried in a harsh, despotic voice, ‘How dare 

			anyone in love’s presence speak of hell?



			I curse forever the first dreaming fool 

			who got caught up, in his stupidity,

			with an insoluble problem, sterile, null –

			no one can square off love and honesty.



			As for the mystical accord they claim

			marries night with day, shade with fire,

			well, such poor paralytics never warm

			their limbs in the red sun we call desire.



			Go, give your virgin heart to some dull man,

			see for yourself how cruel his touch will be,

			and pale with horror and remorse, you’ll soon

			bring your ravaged bosom back to me.



			You serve one master here or none at all!’

			But the young girl, full of anguish, blurted out

			‘It feels as if a dreadful yawning hole

			is opening up in me; that hole’s my heart,



			fiery as a volcano, deep as the void! 

			And it’s insatiable, a moaning beast

			that shall be torched to the last drop of blood

			by the Fury driving me, this desperate thirst.



			At least our weariness may bring us rest. 

			Here in this closed world, our curtained room,

			I long to lose myself on your soft breast

			and sense against your skin the chilly tomb.’



			– Go down, and deeper down, my piteous ones,

			towards eternal hell. Here is the path.

			Plunge to the very lowest depths where sins

			whipped on by winds from neither heaven nor earth



			boil pell-mell, howl like a raging storm.

			Although you strive to take desire’s full measure,

			poor shadows, you will never know sweet calm;

			punishment will be born of every pleasure.



			Clear rays of light will never reach your caverns.

			Filtering in through fissures in the walls,

			sick miasmas flaring up like lanterns

			will bathe you in a perfume that appalls.



			Your bitter, sterile pleasure turns to dust,

			an unslakeable thirst that dries and sags

			your weary skin as the raging wind of lust

			slaps your flesh about like tattered flags.



			Far from the tribes of men, condemned by all,

			run like wolves the desert of your sin –

			make your own destiny, disordered souls,

			and flee the infinite you bear within!

		

	
		
			FEMMES DAMNÉES: COMME UN BETAIL PENSIF

			(DAMNED WOMEN)




			Comme un bétail pensif sur le sable couchées, 

			Elles tournent leurs yeux vers l’horizon des mers, 

			Et leurs pieds se cherchant et leurs mains rapprochées 

			Ont de douces langueurs et des frissons amers.



			Les unes, coeurs épris des longues confidences, 

			Dans le fond des bosquets où jasent les ruisseaux, 

			Vont épelant l’amour des craintives enfances 

			Et creusent le bois vert des jeunes arbrisseaux;



			D’autres, comme des soeurs, marchent lentes et graves 

			À travers les rochers pleins d’apparitions, 

			Où saint Antoine a vu surgir comme des laves 

			Les seins nus et pourprés de ses tentations;



			Il en est, aux lueurs des résines croulantes, 

			Qui dans le creux muet des vieux antres païens 

			T’appellent au secours de leurs fièvres hurlantes, 

			Ô Bacchus, endormeur des remords anciens!



			Et d’autres, dont la gorge aime les scapulaires, 

			Qui, recélant un fouet sous leurs longs vêtements, 

			Mêlent, dans le bois sombre et les nuits solitaires, 

			L’écume du plaisir aux larmes des tourments.



			Ô vierges, ô démons, ô monstres, ô martyres, 

			De la réalité grands esprits contempteurs, 

			Chercheuses d’infini, dévotes et satyres, 

			Tantôt pleines de cris, tantôt pleines de pleurs,



			Vous que dans votre enfer mon âme a poursuivies, 

			Pauvres soeurs, je vous aime autant que je vous plains, 

			Pour vos mornes douleurs, vos soifs inassouvies, 

			Et les urnes d’amour dont vos grands coeurs sont pleins!

		

	
		
			DAMNED WOMEN

			(FEMMES DAMNÉES: COMME UN BETAIL PENSIF)




			Like wistful cattle stretched along the sands,

			they gaze to where the ocean meets the sky.

			Their hesitantly searching feet and hands

			touch with bitter thrills or languid sighs.



			Some, seduced by secrets, roam the groves

			where rivulets go gossiping through grass;

			spelling out their timid, childish loves,

			they hollow out the green wood of young trees.



			Others pace like nuns, quiet and grave,

			between the rocky outcrops flanked by ghosts

			where Anthony’s temptations surged in wave

			on naked wave of purple-nippled breasts.



			Some with resinous torches whose red glare

			lights up the hollow of a pagan shrine

			go howling out a frantic, feverish prayer

			that Bacchus numb their long remorse with wine.



			Those with a scapular against bare skin,

			a whip concealed behind a folded gown,

			will meet at night in dismal woods to win

			the foam of ecstasy from sobs of pain.



			O virgins, demons, monsters, weary martyrs,

			lofty souls who scorn this world of ours,

			you seekers of the infinite, you satyrs,

			you devotees given up to cries and tears, 



			I’ve trailed you, sisters, into every hell, 

			with love and sympathy for how you yearn,

			for all the sadnesses and griefs that fill

			your loving hearts, those overflowing urns.

		

	
		
			UN VOYAGE À CYTHÈRE

			(A VOYAGE TO CYTHERA)




			Mon coeur, comme un oiseau, voltigeait tout joyeux

			Et planait librement à l’entour des cordages;

			Le navire roulait sous un ciel sans nuages,

			Comme un ange enivré d’un soleil radieux.



			Quelle est cette île triste et noire? – C’est Cythère,

			Nous dit-on, un pays fameux dans les chansons,

			Eldorado banal de tous les vieux garçons.

			Regardez, après tout, c’est une pauvre terre.



			– Île des doux secrets et des fêtes du coeur!

			De l’antique Vénus le superbe fantôme

			Au-dessus de tes mers plane comme un arôme,

			Et charge les esprits d’amour et de langueur.



			Belle île aux myrtes verts, pleine de fleurs écloses,

			Vénérée à jamais par toute nation,

			Où les soupirs des coeurs en adoration

			Roulent comme l’encens sur un jardin de roses



			Ou le roucoulement éternel d’un ramier!

			– Cythère n’était plus qu’un terrain des plus maigres,

			Un désert rocailleux troublé par des cris aigres.

			J’entrevoyais pourtant un objet singulier!



			Ce n’était pas un temple aux ombres bocagères,

			Où la jeune prêtresse, amoureuse des fleurs,

			Allait, le corps brûlé de secrètes chaleurs,

			Entre-bâillant sa robe aux brises passagères;



			Mais voilà qu’en rasant la côte d’assez près

			Pour troubler les oiseaux avec nos voiles blanches,

			Nous vîmes que c’était un gibet à trois branches,

			Du ciel se détachant en noir, comme un cyprès.



			De féroces oiseaux perchés sur leur pâture

			Détruisaient avec rage un pendu déjà mûr,

			Chacun plantant, comme un outil, son bec impur

			Dans tous les coins saignants de cette pourriture;                                  



			Les yeux étaient deux trous, et du ventre effondré

			Les intestins pesants lui coulaient sur les cuisses,

			Et ses bourreaux, gorgés de hideuses délices,

			L’avaient à coups de bec absolument châtré.



			Sous les pieds, un troupeau de jaloux quadrupèdes,

			Le museau relevé, tournoyait et rôdait;

			Une plus grande bête au milieu s’agitait

			Comme un exécuteur entouré de ses aides.



			Habitant de Cythère, enfant d’un ciel si beau,

			Silencieusement tu souffrais ces insultes

			En expiation de tes infâmes cultes

			Et des péchés qui t’ont interdit le tombeau.



			Ridicule pendu, tes douleurs sont les miennes!

			Je sentis, à l’aspect de tes membres flottants,

			Comme un vomissement, remonter vers mes dents

			Le long fleuve de fiel des douleurs anciennes;



			Devant toi, pauvre diable au souvenir si cher,

			J’ai senti tous les becs et toutes les mâchoires

			Des corbeaux lancinants et des panthères noires

			Qui jadis aimaient tant à triturer ma chair.



			– Le ciel était charmant, la mer était unie;

			Pour moi tout était noir et sanglant désormais,

			Hélas ! et j’avais, comme en un suaire épais,

			Le coeur enseveli dans cette allégorie.



			Dans ton île, ô Vénus! je n’ai trouvé debout

			Qu’un gibet symbolique où pendait mon image…

			– Ah ! Seigneur! donnez-moi la force et le courage

			De contempler mon coeur et mon corps sans dégoût!

		

	
		
			A VOYAGE TO CYTHERA

			(UN VOYAGE À CYTHÈRE)




			My heart flew upwards like a bird set free

			to soar above the rigging, filled with joy.

			Our ship was rolling under a cloudless sky 

			like an angel tipsy on the sun and sea. 



			But what’s the name of this black, dreary isle?

			‘It’s Cythera’, someone said. ‘They sing its fame

			as the playboys’ El Dorado. Rather tame,

			and look, it’s arid country, after all.



			– Sweet isle of all the secret heart could crave,

			proud Venus glides in spirit over your seas,

			spreading  like a perfume her soft ease 

			to fill the mind with idleness and love. 



			Enchanting isle of myrtle blooms and buds,

			revered from ancient times by every nation,

			where sighs of lovers flow in adoration

			like the murmuring of doves, or drifting clouds  



			of incense over a bed of roses! – why,

			Cythera was no more than bare terrain,

			a rocky desert racked with cries like pain!

			Just then a curious object caught my eye.



			This was no temple ringed by shady trees

			with a young priestess idling through the flowers,

			her body so enflamed with veiled desires

			she loosed her robes to every passing breeze.  



			For when we hugged the shoreline to our lee

			so close a flock of birds rose up in fright, 

			we saw, like a cypress black against the light,

			the outline of a three-branched gallows tree.



			Some fierce birds, avid to stab and slash,

			were perched on the dangling corpse, their ripe meal,

			delving their beaks like filthy bloodied tools

			deep into every nook of rotting flesh.



			The eyes were holes, and from the belly’s brim

			the heavy guts flowed out and down the thighs.

			His executioners, once gorged on these, 

			had finally, peck by peck, castrated him.



			Drawn by the smell, a pack of dogs had come

			with snouts upraised to prowl below the feet,

			and there, dead centre, one huge frenzied brute

			circled like a hangman with his team.



			Son of Cythera, child of shining space,

			turning in expiation in the wind,

			the infamy of your cult and how you sinned

			deny you even a final resting place.



			Your anguish, ludicrous hanged man, is mine!   

			The sight of your slack limbs, your bloody fate,

			brought back as a surge of vomit to my throat

			the long, bitter river of past pain.  



			Poor wretch. Before you there on that bleak shore

			I felt again the ravening beaks and jaws

			of all the panthers and marauding crows 

			that ever tore my flesh to shreds like yours.



			The sky smiled down on seas flat as a chart;

			for me, from now on, all was dark with blood.

			As if within a suffocating shroud,

			that other world had buried my living heart.



			In all your island, Venus, I found just

			one thing erect: a gallows dangling my image…

			– Ah Lord, give me the fortitude and courage

			to face my heart and body without disgust!

		

	
		
			LE COUVERCLE

			(THE LID)




			En quelque lieu qu’il aille, ou sur mer ou sur terre,

			Sous un climat de flamme ou sous un soleil blanc,

			Serviteur de Jésus, courtisan de Cythère,

			Mendiant ténébreux ou Crésus rutilant,



			Citadin, campagnard, vagabond, sédentaire,

			Que son petit cerveau soit actif ou soit lent,

			Partout l’homme subit la terreur du mystère,

			Et ne regarde en haut qu’avec un oeil tremblant.



			En haut, le Ciel! ce mur de caveau qui l’étouffe,

			Plafond illuminé par un opéra bouffe

			Où chaque histrion foule un sol ensanglanté;



			Terreur du libertin, espoir du fol ermite:

			Le Ciel! couvercle noir de la grande marmite

			Où bout l’imperceptible et vaste Humanité.

		

	
		
			THE LID

			(LE COUVERCLE)




			Wherever man may go, by sea or land,

			under a pallid sun or sky of flame,

			servant of God or one of Cythera’s band,

			Croesus or beggar, woman of ill fame, 



			citizen, scholar, tramp or countryman, 

			whether his little head is dull or wise, 

			he stands in trembling awe of what’s unknown

			and only dares look up with fearful eyes.



			Above, the sky! This ceiling pressing down, 

			lit for a comic opera where each clown

			plays out his part, treading the bloodied clay.



			Hope of the hermit, dread of the dissolute,

			the sky! Black lid on the cooking pot

			where vast humanity is simmered away.

		

	
		
			LA VOIX

			(THE VOICE)




			Mon berceau s’adossait à la bibliothèque,

			Babel sombre, où roman, science, fabliau,

			Tout, la cendre latine et la poussière grecque,

			Se mêlaient. J’étais haut comme un in-folio.

			Deux voix me parlaient. L’une, insidieuse et ferme,

			Disait: «La Terre est un gâteau plein de douceur;

			Je puis (et ton plaisir serait alors sans terme!)

			Te faire un appétit d’une égale grosseur.»

			Et l’autre: «Viens! oh! viens voyager dans les rêves,

			Au delà du possible, au delà du connu!»



			Et celle-là chantait comme le vent des grèves,

			Fantôme vagissant, on ne sait d’où venu,

			Qui caresse l’oreille et cependant l’effraie.

			Je te répondis: «Oui! douce voix!» C’est d’alors

			Que date ce qu’on peut, hélas! nommer ma plaie

			Et ma fatalité. Derrière les décors

			De l’existence immense, au plus noir de l’abîme,

			Je vois distinctement des mondes singuliers,

			Et, de ma clairvoyance extatique victime,

			Je traîne des serpents qui mordent mes souliers.

			Et c’est depuis ce temps que, pareil aux prophètes,

			J’aime si tendrement le désert et la mer;

			Que je ris dans les deuils et pleure dans les fêtes,

			Et trouve un goût suave au vin le plus amer;

			Que je prends très souvent les faits pour des mensonges,

			Et que, les yeux au ciel, je tombe dans des trous.

			Mais la Voix me console et dit: «Garde tes songes:

			Les sages n’en ont pas d’aussi beaux que les fous!»

		

	
		
			THE VOICE

			(LA VOIX)




			I grew up inside Babel – my cot back

			was against a library wall of fabliaux,

			novels, science, the dust of Latin and Greek.

			When I was just the height of a folio,

			two voices spoke to me. The first was cool

			and sly: ‘Earth is a cake, deliciously sweet,

			a boundless pleasure, and you could eat your fill

			for I can give you an appetite just as great.’

			The other said, ‘Come! Follow me into dream,

			beyond what’s possible and known and sure!’



			Like wind-song on the strand, that gentle phantom

			crying like a newborn, who knows where,

			lulled the ear with its high, uncanny sound.

			‘Yes, sweet voice!’ I answered. That was when

			I named, for good or ill, my fate and wound. 

			Behind the surface trappings of this scene,

			this huge existence, there is a yawning gap

			where I see other worlds, distinct and real –

			clairvoyance makes of me a willing dupe

			ecstatically dragging vipers at each heel.

			And since that time I’m drawn to desert wastes

			as prophets are; like them I love the sea.

			I laugh at funerals and weep at feasts;

			the bitterest of wine tastes smooth to me.

			I’ll often take plain facts for patent lies;

			I wander head in air and trip in holes.

			The Voice consoles me: ‘Guard your dreams, the wise

			have none as fine as lunatics and fools.’

		

	
		
			LE REBELLE

			(THE REBEL)




			Un ange furieux fond du ciel comme un aigle,

			Du mécréant saisit à plein poing les cheveux,

			Et dit, le secouant: «Tu connaîtras la règle!

			(Car je suis ton bon Ange, entends-tu?) Je le veux!



			Sache qu’il faut aimer, sans faire la grimace,

			Le pauvre, le méchant, le tortu, l’hébété,

			Pour que tu puisses faire, à Jésus, quand il passe,

			Un tapis triomphal avec ta charité.



			Tel est l’Amour! Avant que ton coeur ne se blase,

			À la gloire de Dieu rallume ton extase;

			C’est la Volupté vraie aux durables appas!»



			Et l’Ange, châtiant autant, ma foi! qu’il aime,

			De ses poings de géant torture l’anathème;

			Mais le damné répond toujours: «Je ne veux pas!»

		

	
		
			THE REBEL

			(LE REBELLE)




			An angry angel swoops like a bird of prey,

			grabs his sinner’s hair in a giant fist

			and shakes him fiercely: ‘Hark to what I say!

			I’m your good angel, right? And I insist



			you have to love them all (stop those grimaces),

			the bad, the dull, the crippled, and the poor.

			The crimson carpet for the feet of Jesus

			– your bounden task, according to the law –



			is made of love! So while your heart can feel,

			for God’s sake, get a grip, refire your zeal 

			for the true delight that never dies away.’



			Chastisement goes with charity it seems:

			both huge fists now pound the damned who screams 

			over and over, ‘No, I won’t. No way!’

		

	
		
			LES LITANIES DE SATAN

			(THE LITANIES OF SATAN)




			Ô toi, le plus savant et le plus beau des Anges,

			Dieu trahi par le sort et privé de louanges,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Ô Prince de l’exil, à qui l’on a fait tort

			Et qui, vaincu, toujours te redresses plus fort,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui sais tout, grand roi des choses souterraines,

			Guérisseur familier des angoisses humaines,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui, même aux lépreux, aux parias maudits,

			Enseignes par l’amour le goût du Paradis,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Ô toi qui de la Mort, ta vieille et forte amante,

			Engendras l’Espérance, – une folle charmante!



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui fais au proscrit ce regard calme et haut

			Qui damne tout un peuple autour d’un échafaud.



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui sais en quels coins des terres envieuses

			Le Dieu jaloux cacha les pierres précieuses,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi dont l’oeil clair connaît les profonds arsenaux

			Où dort enseveli le peuple des métaux,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi dont la large main cache les précipices

			Au somnambule errant au bord des édifices,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui, magiquement, assouplis les vieux os

			De l’ivrogne attardé foulé par les chevaux,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui, pour consoler l’homme frêle qui souffre,

			Nous appris à mêler le salpêtre et le soufre,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui poses ta marque, ô complice subtil,

			Sur le front du Crésus impitoyable et vil,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Toi qui mets dans les yeux et dans le coeur des filles

			Le culte de la plaie et l’amour des guenilles,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Bâton des exilés, lampe des inventeurs,

			Confesseur des pendus et des conspirateurs,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Père adoptif de ceux qu’en sa noire colère

			Du paradis terrestre a chassés Dieu le Père,



			Ô Satan, prends pitié de ma longue misère!



			Prière



			Gloire et louange à toi, Satan, dans les hauteurs

			Du Ciel, où tu régnas, et dans les profondeurs

			De l’Enfer, où, vaincu, tu rêves en silence!

			Fais que mon âme un jour, sous l’Arbre de Science,

			Près de toi se repose, à l’heure où sur ton front

			Comme un Temple nouveau ses rameaux s’épandront!

		

	
		
			THE LITANIES OF SATAN

			(LES LITANIES DE SATAN)




			Fairest of all the angels and most wise,

			a God betrayed by fate and robbed of praise,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			Prince of exile suffering grievous wrong

			who, with each defeat,  rise up as strong,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			Great king and intimate healer of our pain,

			omniscient in your underworld domain,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who teach the taste of heaven through love

			to all the lost – pariah, leper, slave,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who with your hardy lover Death

			engender Hope – sweetest folly on earth,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			Exemplar to the prisoner calm and proud

			who, from the scaffold, damns the watching crowd,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who know the secret beds and seams

			a jealous God has used to hide his gems,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who clearly see each sleeping store

			of buried metal – gold to iron ore,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You whose broad hand guards the fatal edge

			as the sleepwalker treads the narrow ledge,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who ease the bones of drunks out late,

			run over, yet miraculously unhurt,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who teach frail man to be a fighter,

			priming him to mix sulphur with nitre,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who press your mark as suave accomplice

			onto the pitiless forehead of vile Croesus,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You who fill the street girls’ hearts and minds

			with love for rags and sympathy for wounds,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			You, the inventor’s light, the exile’s staff,

			confessor to the murderer and thief,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			Adoptive father to all cast out of Eden 

			by the wrath of God the Father in his heaven,



			O Satan, pity me my long despair!



			Prayer



			To you, O Satan, be all glory and praise,

			in the heights and in the depths, from the wide skies

			where once you reigned to your silent brooding hell.

			My soul shall witness, if it be your will, 

			the branches of the Tree of Knowledge spread 

			a great new Temple over your mighty head.

		

	
		
			LA MORT DES AMANTS

			(THE DEATH OF LOVERS)




			Nous aurons des lits pleins d’odeurs légères,

			Des divans profonds comme des tombeaux,

			Et d’étranges fleurs sur des étagères,

			Écloses pour nous sous des cieux plus beaux.



			Usant à l’envi leurs chaleurs dernières,

			Nos deux coeurs seront deux vastes flambeaux,

			Qui réfléchiront leurs doubles lumières

			Dans nos deux esprits, ces miroirs jumeaux.



			Un soir fait de rose et de bleu mystique,

			Nous échangerons un éclair unique,

			Comme un long sanglot, tout chargé d’adieux;



			Et plus tard un Ange, entr’ouvrant les portes,

			Viendra ranimer, fidèle et joyeux,

			Les miroirs ternis et les flammes mortes.

		

	
		
			THE DEATH OF LOVERS

			(LA MORT DES AMANTS)




			We shall have beds imbued with faint perfumes,

			and flowers from sunny lands on shelves above

			the sofas deep and welcoming as tombs 

			will bloom for us as sweetly as our love.



			Flaring up, our hearts will shine through space

			like blazing torches spending life’s last heat,

			with our twin souls, two mirrors face to face,

			reflecting back their dazzling doubled light.



			One evening born of rose and mystic blue,

			a lightning flash will leap between us two

			like a long sob heavy with last goodbyes;



			and later on, half-opening the doors,

			an angel slipping in with joyful eyes

			will raise the tarnished mirrors and dead fires.

		

	
		
			LA MORT DES PAUVRES

			(THE DEATH OF THE POOR)




			C’est la Mort qui console, hélas! et qui fait vivre;

			C’est le but de la vie, et c’est le seul espoir

			Qui, comme un élixir, nous monte et nous enivre,

			Et nous donne le coeur de marcher jusqu’au soir;



			À travers la tempête, et la neige, et le givre,

			C’est la clarté vibrante à notre horizon noir;

			C’est l’auberge fameuse inscrite sur le livre,

			Où l’on pourra manger, et dormir, et s’asseoir;



			C’est un Ange qui tient dans ses doigts magnétiques

			Le sommeil et le don des rêves extatiques,

			Et qui refait le lit des gens pauvres et nus;



			C’est la gloire des Dieux, c’est le grenier mystique,

			C’est la bourse du pauvre et sa patrie antique,

			C’est le portique ouvert sur les Cieux inconnus!

		

	
		
			THE DEATH OF THE POOR

			(LA MORT DES PAUVRES)




			Death is our consolation and our prayer,

			our dearest goal in life, our only hope.

			Like wine, it fires us up against despair

			and heartens us to climb the darkening slope. 



			Beyond the storms and snow and biting cold,

			it’s the vibrant light over the black hill,

			scripture’s famous inn, and there, we’re told, 

			we’ll rest at last, and eat and drink our fill.



			And death is an angel whose mesmeric palms

			bestow the gift of sleep’s ecstatic dreams

			to smooth the bed on which a derelict lies.



			It’s the mystic granary, God’s glorious balm,

			the purse of us poor folk, our one true home, 

			it’s the gateway opening out to unknown skies.

		

	
		
			LA MORT DES ARTISTES

			(THE DEATH OF ARTISTS)




			Combien faut-il de fois secouer mes grelots

			Et baiser ton front bas, morne caricature?

			Pour piquer dans le but, de mystique nature,

			Combien, ô mon carquois, perdre de javelots?



			Nous userons notre âme en de subtils complots,

			Et nous démolirons mainte lourde armature,

			Avant de contempler la grande Créature

			Dont l’infernal désir nous remplit de sanglots!



			Il en est qui jamais n’ont connu leur Idole,

			Et ces sculpteurs damnés et marqués d’un affront,

			Qui vont se martelant la poitrine et le front,



			N’ont qu’un espoir, étrange et sombre Capitole!

			C’est que la Mort, planant comme un soleil nouveau,

			Fera s’épanouir les fleurs de leur cerveau!

		

	
		
			THE DEATH OF ARTISTS

			(LA MORT DES ARTISTES)




			How often must I shake my jester’s stick

			and kiss this dismal caricature? Will I ever

			hit the mystic target? Tell me, quiver,

			how many more lost arrows will it take?



			We waste our souls in subtle schemes, we tire

			of smashing armatures in rank despair

			of meeting face to face the mighty Power

			we long for with such sobbing, hellish desire.



			Some have never ever glimpsed their god,

			and these failed sculptors branded with disgrace

			go hammering their chest and head and face,



			with one last hope, a Capitol of dread – 

			that death sweep over like a second sun

			and bring to bloom the flowers of their brain.

		

	
  
    LE VOYAGE


    (THE VOYAGE)


    à Maxime Du Camp

    

    



    I

    



    Pour l’enfant, amoureux de cartes et d’estampes,


    L’univers est égal à son vaste appétit.


    Ah! que le monde est grand à la clarté des lampes!


    Aux yeux du souvenir que le monde est petit!

    



    Un matin nous partons, le cerveau plein de flamme,


    Le coeur gros de rancune et de désirs amers,


    Et nous allons, suivant le rythme de la lame,


    Berçant notre infini sur le fini des mers:

    



    Les uns, joyeux de fuir une patrie infâme;


    D’autres, l’horreur de leurs berceaux, et quelques-uns,


    Astrologues noyés dans les yeux d’une femme,


    La Circé tyrannique aux dangereux parfums.

    



    Pour n’être pas changés en bêtes, ils s’enivrent


    D’espace et de lumière et de cieux embrasés;


    La glace qui les mord, les soleils qui les cuivrent,


    Effacent lentement la marque des baisers.

    



    Mais les vrais voyageurs sont ceux-là seuls qui partent


    Pour partir, coeurs légers, semblables aux ballons,


    De leur fatalité jamais ils ne s’écartent,


    Et, sans savoir pourquoi, disent toujours: Allons!

    



    Ceux-là dont les désirs ont la forme des nues,


    Et qui rêvent, ainsi qu’un conscrit le canon,


    De vastes voluptés, changeantes, inconnues,


    Et dont l’esprit humain n’a jamais su le nom!

  


  
    II

    



    Nous imitons, horreur! la toupie et la boule


    Dans leur valse et leurs bonds; même dans nos sommeils


    La Curiosité nous tourmente et nous roule,


    Comme un Ange cruel qui fouette des soleils.

    



    Singulière fortune où le but se déplace,


    Et, n’étant nulle part, peut être n’importe où!


    Où l’Homme, dont jamais l’espérance n’est lasse,


    Pour trouver le repos court toujours comme un fou!

    



    Notre âme est un trois-mâts cherchant son Icarie;


    Une voix retentit sur le pont: «Ouvre l’oeil!»


    Une voix de la hune, ardente et folle, crie.


    «Amour… gloire… bonheur!» Enfer! c’est un écueil!

    



    Chaque îlot signalé par l’homme de vigie


    Est un Eldorado promis par le Destin;


    L’Imagination qui dresse son orgie


    Ne trouve qu’un récif aux clartés du matin.

    



    Ô le pauvre amoureux des pays chimériques!


    Faut-il le mettre aux fers, le jeter à la mer,


    Ce matelot ivrogne, inventeur d’Amériques


    Dont le mirage rend le gouffre plus amer?

    



    Tel le vieux vagabond, piétinant dans la boue,


    Rêve, le nez en l’air, de brillants paradis;


    Son oeil ensorcelé découvre une Capoue


    Partout où la chandelle illumine un taudis.

  


  
    III

    



    Étonnants voyageurs! quelles nobles histoires


    Nous lisons dans vos yeux profonds comme les mers!


    Montrez-nous les écrins de vos riches mémoires,


    Ces bijoux merveilleux, faits d’astres et d’éthers.

    



    Nous voulons voyager sans vapeur et sans voile!


    Faites, pour égayer l’ennui de nos prisons,


    Passer sur nos esprits, tendus comme une toile,


    Vos souvenirs avec leurs cadres d’horizons.

    



    Dites, qu’avez-vous vu?

  


  
    IV

    



    «Nous avons vu des astres


    Et des flots; nous avons vu des sables aussi;


    Et, malgré bien des chocs et d’imprévus désastres,


    Nous nous sommes souvent ennuyés, comme ici.

    



    La gloire du soleil sur la mer violette,


    La gloire des cités dans le soleil couchant,


    Allumaient dans nos coeurs une ardeur inquiète


    De plonger dans un ciel au reflet alléchant.

    



    Les plus riches cités, les plus grands paysages,


    Jamais ne contenaient l’attrait mystérieux


    De ceux que le hasard fait avec les nuages.


    Et toujours le désir nous rendait soucieux!

    



    – La jouissance ajoute au désir de la force.


    Désir, vieil arbre à qui le plaisir sert d’engrais,


    Cependant que grossit et durcit ton écorce,


    Tes branches veulent voir le soleil de plus près!

    



    Grandiras-tu toujours, grand arbre plus vivace


    Que le cyprès? – Pourtant nous avons, avec soin,


    Cueilli quelques croquis pour votre album vorace,


    Frères qui trouvez beau tout ce qui vient de loin!

    



    Nous avons salué des idoles à trompe;


    Des trônes constellés de joyaux lumineux;


    Des palais ouvragés dont la féerique pompe


    Serait pour vos banquiers un rêve ruineux;

    



    Des costumes qui sont pour les yeux une ivresse;


    Des femmes dont les dents et les ongles sont teints,


    Et des jongleurs savants que le serpent caresse.»

  


  
    V

    



    Et puis, et puis encore?

  


  
    VI

    



    «Ô cerveaux enfantins!

    



    Pour ne pas oublier la chose capitale,


    Nous avons vu partout, et sans l’avoir cherché,


    Du haut jusques en bas de l’échelle fatale,


    Le spectacle ennuyeux de l’immortel péché:

    



    La femme, esclave vile, orgueilleuse et stupide,


    Sans rire s’adorant et s’aimant sans dégoût;


    L’homme, tyran goulu, paillard, dur et cupide,


    Esclave de l’esclave et ruisseau dans l’égout;

    



    Le bourreau qui jouit, le martyr qui sanglote;


    La fête qu’assaisonne et parfume le sang;


    Le poison du pouvoir énervant le despote,


    Et le peuple amoureux du fouet abrutissant;

    



    Plusieurs religions semblables à la nôtre,


    Toutes escaladant le ciel; la Sainteté,


    Comme en un lit de plume un délicat se vautre,


    Dans les clous et le crin cherchant la volupté;

    



    L’Humanité bavarde, ivre de son génie,


    Et, folle maintenant comme elle était jadis,


    Criant à Dieu, dans sa furibonde agonie:


    «Ô mon semblable, ô mon maître, je te maudis!»

    



    Et les moins sots, hardis amants de la Démence,


    Fuyant le grand troupeau parqué par le Destin,


    Et se réfugiant dans l’opium immense!


    – Tel est du globe entier l’éternel bulletin.»

  


  
    VII

    



    Amer savoir, celui qu’on tire du voyage!


    Le monde, monotone et petit, aujourd’hui,


    Hier, demain, toujours, nous fait voir notre image:


    Une oasis d’horreur dans un désert d’ennui!

    



    Faut-il partir? rester? Si tu peux rester, reste;


    Pars, s’il le faut. L’un court, et l’autre se tapit


    Pour tromper l’ennemi vigilant et funeste,


    Le Temps! Il est, hélas! des coureurs sans répit,

    



    Comme le Juif errant et comme les apôtres,


    À qui rien ne suffit, ni wagon ni vaisseau,


    Pour fuir ce rétiaire infâme: il en est d’autres


    Qui savent le tuer sans quitter leur berceau.

    



    Lorsque enfin il mettra le pied sur notre échine,


    Nous pourrons espérer et crier: En avant!


    De même qu’autrefois nous partions pour la Chine,


    Les yeux fixés au large et les cheveux au vent,

    



    Nous nous embarquerons sur la mer des Ténèbres


    Avec le coeur joyeux d’un jeune passager.


    Entendez-vous ces voix, charmantes et funèbres,


    Qui chantent: «Par ici! vous qui voulez manger

    



    Le Lotus parfumé! c’est ici qu’on vendange


    Les fruits miraculeux dont votre coeur a faim;


    Venez vous enivrer de la douceur étrange


    De cette après-midi qui n’a jamais de fin?»

    



    À l’accent familier nous devinons le spectre;


    Nos Pylades là-bas tendent leurs bras vers nous.


    «Pour rafraîchir ton coeur nage vers ton Electre!»


    Dit celle dont jadis nous baisions les genoux.

  


			VIII



			Ô Mort, vieux capitaine, il est temps! levons l’ancre!

			Ce pays nous ennuie, ô Mort! Appareillons!

			Si le ciel et la mer sont noirs comme de l’encre,

			Nos coeurs que tu connais sont remplis de rayons!



			Verse-nous ton poison pour qu’il nous réconforte!

			Nous voulons, tant ce feu nous brûle le cerveau,

			Plonger au fond du gouffre, Enfer ou Ciel, qu’importe?

			Au fond de l’Inconnu pour trouver du nouveau.

		

	
  
    THE VOYAGE


    (LE VOYAGE)


    to Maxime Du Camp

    

    



    I

    



    To a child in love with lithographs and maps


    the world is wide and prodigal as his dreams.


    The universe spins round his lamp! Perhaps.


    In hindsight though, how tiny it all seems.

    



    Heavy of heart, bitter for what we crave,


    finally one morning we cut free.


    Fire in the belly, we ride the wind and wave,


    small infinities lulled on the finite sea.

    



    Some are casting off a harsh regime,


    some have spurned the hell of their first home,


    the star-struck ones are fleeing from the claim


    of Circe and her dangerous perfume.

    



    They won’t be changed to swine, they’ll drink in space,


    intoxicated by the blazing skies.


    The coppery sun, the fierce bite of ice,


    slowly efface the kisses and the lies.

    



    And yet the truest travellers just depart,


    airily as balloons. How should they know


    exactly why, without a second thought,


    trusting to fate, they simply say ‘Let’s go!’

    



    The way the conscript loves and fears his gun,


    they lean to their desire – the cloudy form


    of a vast, voluptuous, mutable unknown


    for which the human spirit has no name.

  


  
    II

    



    How vile to feel we’re only tops or bowls


    that waltz and leap non-stop. And even when


    we sleep, our curiosity stirs and rolls


    us round – a cruel angel flogging the sun.

    



    What sort of luck deals out a shifting goal?


    With no set place, it seems to move at will,


    and man who is, and always was, hope’s fool


    is so intent on rest he can’t stand still.

    



    The soul is a ship bound for Utopia.


    ‘Watch out!’ from the bridge, the warning cries resound,


    while a frenzied voice aloft proclaims, ‘We’re there –


    glory… love… joy!’ Hell no, we’re aground!

    



    Every isle the lookout can discern


    is an El Dorado offered up by fate,


    but orgies of imagination turn


    to barren little atolls at first light.

    



    Poor visionary, drunk on lands of dream,


    shall we chain him up or throw him overboard?


    His New Worlds’ shimmering mirages seem


    to make the sea more bitter as they fade.

    



    So some old tramp who plods the muddy ground,


    bewitched by dreams, sees paradise outspread;


    a second Capua opens all around


    the candle lighting up his squalid shed.

  


  
    III

    



    Amazing travellers! The sights you’ve seen


    speak to us from the distance in your eyes.


    Open your treasury, show us where you’ve been,


    your jewels crystallized from ether and stars.

    



    We’ll travel too, but not by sea or land;


    fill our spirits out like sails, we’ll dream


    from the dismal prisons that we are, time-bound,


    we move in the memories your horizons frame.

    



    Say, what have you seen?

  


  
    IV

    



    ‘We’ve seen the stars wheel past us,


    we’ve seen the waves and sand. But far or near,


    in spite of all the shocks and the disasters,


    we too were often bored, as you were here.

    



    The sparkling glory of a violet sea,


    a city’s splendour as the sun goes down,


    lit in our hearts a restless urge to be free,


    to plunge into that vast sky and be reborn.

    



    The richest town, the greenest countryside,


    lacked the deep, mysterious appeal


    of realms which chance will fashion from a cloud;


    and we were too much driven by anxious zeal.

    



    Enjoyment lends such power to our desire.


    That ancient tree thrives on pleasure and fun;


    the tougher that its bark becomes, the higher


    its branches struggle up towards the sun.

    



    Will you keep thrusting up, great tree, to lord


    it over the cypress, even? Meanwhile, friends,


    add these souvenirs to your hungry hoard –


    they’re special, since they come from foreign lands!

    



    We’ve bowed before Ganesh, the elephant god;


    jewel-encrusted thrones held us in thrall,


    and magical palaces so richly made


    their cost would send your bankers to the wall.

    



    We’ve gazed at costumes that would daze your eyes,


    and dancing girls with tinted teeth and nails,


    and jugglers welcoming their snake’s caress.’

  


  
    V

    



    And then what? Tell us more!

  


  
    VI

    



    ‘More children’s tales?

    



    Above all, we learnt this: one thing is rife,


    no need to search it out. Far and wide


    we found in every single walk of life


    immortal sin plays out its dull charade:

    



    woman, a vile slave, stupid and proud,


    gross with self-love, shameless and impure,


    and man, a tyrant – harsh, greedy, lewd –


    enslaved to a slave, a gutter feeding a sewer;

    



    the hangman’s happiness, the martyr’s sobs;


    failing, power-poisoned despots; feasts


    seasoned with blood; grovelling, mindless mobs


    kissing the whip that turns them into beasts;

    



    a few religions, not unlike our own,


    scrabbling for heaven – holiness entails


    doing without silk sheets and feather-down


    (saints get their thrills from horsehair shirts and nails);

    



    garrulous humankind, drunk with conceit,


    just as crazy now as in the past,


    crying to God, struggling in blood and sweat,


    “You, my Lord, my likeness – stand accursed!”

    



    Plus those embracing madness, with the sense


    to shun the milling herd penned in by fate


    and trust themselves to opium’s vast expanse.


    – That’s the entire globe’s eternal report.’

  


  
    VII

    



    What travel teaches us is bitter as grief!


    Yesterday, today, and evermore,


    this small, monotonous world reflects each life –


    oases of horror in deserts of despair.

    



    So should you stay or go? Go if you must,


    stay if you can. Some cower, some take flight


    to outwit Time, their grim antagonist.


    Some, alas, must run without respite,

    



    like the Twelve Apostles and the Wandering Jew,


    but nothing, neither cart nor train nor ship,


    will save them from his net. Though some, it’s true,


    who never leave their crib give him the slip.

    



    When his foot is square on our spines at last,


    we’ll still cry out with hope: Forward, keep on!


    As years before we set off for the East,


    eyes on the ocean, wind tingling our skin,

    



    we shall embark upon the Sea of Shades


    with a young sailor’s eagerness and haste.


    Listen, seductive voices from dim glades


    sing us onward: ‘Come this way to taste

    



    the perfumed lotus, here is where it grows,


    the miracle fruit your heart is yearning for!


    Lose your senses, drunk on the dreamy haze


    of an afternoon that’s yours for evermore.’

    



    Old friends like Pylades reach out to us.


    ‘This way!’ calls one, ‘I’ll soothe your hearts with peace.’


    We know that shade from her familiar voice;


    Electra’s knees we long since knelt to kiss.

  


			VIII



			Weigh anchor! Death, old captain, it is time!

			This world has wearied us, bring on the night.

			Though sky and sea be black as ink, we come

			with hearts which you know well, a-brim with light.



			Pour us your poison, only that can quell

			the burning need that drives us on to you.

			We’ll plunge into the void, heaven or hell,

			to sound the deep Unknown, the ever new!

		

	
		
			RECUEILLEMENT

			(MEDITATION)




			Sois sage, ô ma Douleur, et tiens-toi plus tranquille.

			Tu réclamais le Soir; il descend; le voici:

			Une atmosphère obscure enveloppe la ville,

			Aux uns portant la paix, aux autres le souci.



			Pendant que des mortels la multitude vile,

			Sous le fouet du Plaisir, ce bourreau sans merci,

			Va cueillir des remords dans la fête servile,

			Ma douleur, donne-moi la main; viens par ici,



			Loin d’eux. Vois se pencher les défuntes Années,

			Sur les balcons du ciel, en robes surannées;

			Surgir du fond des eaux le Regret souriant;



			Le Soleil moribond s’endormir sous une arche,

			Et, comme un long linceul traînant à l’Orient,

			Entends, ma chère, entends la douce Nuit qui marche.

		

	
		
			MEDITATION

			(RECUEILLEMENT)




			Be a good child, my Sadness, settle down.

			You’ve longed for evening. Look, at last it’s here.

			The air’s grown dark, enveloping the town

			with peace for some, for others, pain and fear.



			Come: while the manic mob squanders leisure

			chasing after remorse, whipped to and fro

			pitilessly by torturous, tireless pleasure,

			give me your hand, my Sadness, we shall go



			far from them all. See, the dead years lean

			from balconies of sky, in clothes outworn;

			Regret lifts smiling from the deep, and west,



			below an arch, the dying sun goes down.

			Now, like a long shroud trailing to the east –

			listen, child, footsteps – soft Night’s coming on.

		

	
		
			TRANSLATOR’S NOTES




			Les Fleurs du Mal / The Flowers of Evil –

			This title was suggested to Baudelaire by Hippolyte Babou. Since ‘mal’ can mean not only evil, but also hurt, harm, wrong, sickness, pain, and misfortune, what Baudelaire describes in his dedication as ‘sickly flowers’ could also be called poems of suffering. 



			‘To the Reader’ – 

			Satan Trismegistus: thrice-great Satan. Satan is seen as an alchemist like Hermes Trismegistus who was linked to the Egyptian Thoth, god of knowledge, writing and wisdom.

			the infamous menagerie of our sins: in an 1856 letter to Alphonse Toussenel, Baudelaire wrote, ‘I’ve often thought that noxious, disgusting animals were, perhaps, merely the coming to life in a bodily form of man’s evil thoughts’.

			Ennui: Baudelairian ennui is an extreme and deadly type of boredom, an indifference to life and a turning towards oblivion.



			‘The Albatross’ – 

			This early poem was originally three stanzas long. In 1859, at the suggestion of his friend Charles Asselineau, Baudelaire added the present third stanza to elaborate on the bird’s clumsiness.



			‘Correspondences’ –

			This celebrated sonnet has been called the preliminary manifesto of the French symbolist movement.

			perfumes, sounds and colours correspond: the mingling of the senses in synaesthesia suggests a direct correspondence between the physical and spiritual realms. Baudelaire may have borrowed the idea of universal analogy from the utopian socialist Charles Fourier and the doctrine of correspondence from the eighteenth-century theosophist Emanuel Swedenborg. However, these ideas had been treated previously by writers in the romantic tradition. 



			‘The Jinx’ –

			Through reading Poe, Baudelaire came to believe in the idea of the jinx: a person, thing or influence that brings bad luck. In the 1852 manuscript, this poem was titled ‘The Unknown Artist’ or ‘Unknown Artists’.

			Sisyphus: according to Greek myth, Sisyphus King of Ephyra tried to cheat death, and so was condemned by the gods to roll a boulder endlessly back uphill. 

			Lines 4 to 8 echo Longfellow, and the tercets borrow heavily from Thomas Gray. In his preface to The Flowers of Evil, Baudelaire notes these and several other instances as his ‘plagiats’, plagiarisms.



			‘Gypsies on the Road’ –

			A print by Jacques Callot probably inspired this poem. Baudelaire wrote in ‘The Salon of 1846’ that ‘the best report of a painting may be a sonnet or an elegy’. The gypsies are presented sympathetically as symbols of the poet and artist, eyes fixed towards future beauty. 

			Cybele: a primal nature goddess, the Phrygian Great Mother. The ancient Greeks and Romans adopted and adapted her cult which was characterized by frenzied rites and wild music. 



			‘The Giantess’ –

			In ‘The Salon of 1859’, Baudelaire states that, all things being equal, he prefers large things in nature and in art.

			a cat twining round the feet of his queen: the poet’s feline quality was remarked upon by those who knew him. In his preface to the third edition of Les Fleurs du Mal, Théophile Gautier wrote that ‘Baudelaire himself was a voluptuous cat, winning, velvety, of a mysterious allure…’



			‘Jewels’ –

			This was one of the six poems condemned and suppressed by the French courts. The woman described is thought to be Élise Sergent, called ‘la reine Pomaré’. 

			Antiope: suggests several paintings of Jupiter and the sleeping Antiope, particularly those by Ingres and Watteau. 



			‘Hymn to Beauty’ –

			The association of horror and beauty was a romantic fashion of the time. ‘The beautiful is always bizarre’, Baudelaire wrote in Aesthetic Curiosities, and in Rockets he called it ‘something passionate and sad, characterised by mystery and regret’. 



			‘Exotic Perfume’ –

			This poem and the next ten are from the cycle addressing the ‘Black Venus’, Jeanne Duval. The tropical shoreline draws on Baudelaire’s memories of his sea voyage to Mauritius and Réunion.



			‘Your Hair’ –

			Jeanne’s dark mane of hair fascinated Baudelaire; the subject is also treated in the prose poem ‘A Hemisphere in a Head of Hair’. 

			A thousand memories slumber in this hair: in Baudelaire’s poetry, perfume often evokes memory which is also both concentrated and evaporating.



			‘I Worship You’ –

			This was written early in Baudelaire’s relationship with Jeanne and read to his friends in 1843. 



			‘You’d Have the Universe’ –

			Some critics believe this poem addresses the prostitute Sara, ‘La Louchette’, Baudelaire’s first mistress, but its placement suggests it may address Jeanne, though distanced through the literary tradition of the vampire woman.



			‘Still Not Satisfied’ –

			Baudelaire’s Latin title ‘Sed non satiata’ is an allusion to Juvenal’s description of the sexual appetite of Messalina, the wife of the Roman Emperor Claudius. 

			Faust: the scholar who made a pact with the devil in order to gain magic powers.

			Styx: the river Styx encircles hell nine times.

			Proserpine: Proserpine, or Persephone, was Queen of the Underworld and ruler of the Furies. The allusion suggests Baudelaire’s mistress had lesbian tendencies.



			‘Her Gown’ –

			you’d think she danced: ‘Dance is poetry with arms and legs’, Baudelaire wrote in Fanfarlo.

			In Baudelaire’s poetry the sphinx is a frequent symbol of isolation and mystery. 



			‘A Carcass’ –

			A somewhat mocking memento mori for his mistress. This virtuoso blend of realism, romanticism, sadism and idealism became notorious. Baudelaire wrote to Nadar in May 1859 that it was painful to be known as ‘the Prince of Carrion’.



			‘The Vampire’ –

			Vampirism had been a fashionable romantic theme since earlier in the century, and here symbolises the entrapment of a sado-masochistic relationship.



			‘Come Here, My Pretty Cat’ –

			Baudelaire was known for his love of cats. This is the first of three such poems and in this instance the cat is his own. The woman referred to is Jeanne Duval. 



			‘The Balcony’ –

			The theme of time is treated more positively in this poem on memory and the evocation of the past than it is in ‘The Clock’, that dire warning on mortality.

			This poem is in the framed stanza form: the first line repeated as line five gives a sense of protective containment to the scene. 



			‘I Give These Lines to You’ –

			The romantic idea of immortalizing the beloved’s name is ironically subverted. This poem brings to a decisive close the cycle connected with Jeanne, but the woman evoked seems as much a symbol of tortured carnal love as a real person.



			‘Semper Eadem’ –

			Baudelaire’s Latin title, ‘Semper eadem’, is a common motto meaning ‘always the same’, which in this context could be interpreted in three ways: always the same situation, always the same woman, or always the same question.

			The world-weary tone, an expression of spleen, becomes a leaning towards the ideal, an escape from reality into dream. This is the first poem in the cycle for Apollonie Sabatier, born Aglaé-Joséphine Savatier, ‘la Présidente’ of a salon frequented by Baudelaire and some of his literary friends, including Théophile Gautier.



			‘Evening Harmony’ –

			This 1856 poem evokes lost time as ‘The Balcony’ does, but in this case with Apollonie Sabatier in mind.

			The form is an irregular pantoum: the second line of each stanza becomes the first line of the following stanza while the fourth line of each stanza provides the third line of the next. This translation departs from the original, in reversing lines three and four of the first stanza, thus changing line three of the second stanza. 



			‘The Flacon’ –

			The last in the cycle of poems to the ‘White Venus’, Apollonie Sabatier. 

			dearest pestilence: like the metaphor ‘precious poison’, this can refer to love in general, as much as to a particular beloved.



			‘Poison’ –

			This poem and the following five are part of the ‘Green-eyed Venus’ cycle of poems addressed to Marie Daubrun, an actress with whom Baudelaire had a relationship in 1854.

			The second stanza is a reminder that Baudelaire suffered from syphilis and used laudanum for relief, eventually becoming addicted. He warns of opium’s harmful effects in Artificial Paradises, his work on drugs.



			‘Cat’ –

			Baudelaire plays on two registers to suggest Marie Daubrun as well as her cat.



			‘The Lovely Vessel’ –

			In Rockets, Baudelaire writes of ‘the infinite and mysterious charm that lies in contemplating a ship in motion’. 

			Hercules: the Greek hero, son of Zeus and the mortal Alcmene, while still a baby, strangled two serpents sent by Hera.



			‘Invitation to the Voyage’ –

			This may be the most difficult of all Baudelaire’s poems to translate successfully due to its short lines and oceanic rhythm. It was written for Marie towards the end of 1854. The country ‘la-bas’ suggests Holland, judging from the landscape, weather, and reference to canals, but it is also a literary, imagined world as in the prose poem of the same title. 



			‘Causerie’ –

			The title is ironic, given that a causerie is a short, light, often humorous literary essay or a conversation designed to please or flatter.

			a lovely autumn sky: Marie was only about twenty-seven, so this expresses Baudelaire’s sense of being in the autumn of his life, an idea elaborated in ‘Autumn Song’.



			‘Autumn Song’ –

			Written in the autumn of 1859 when Baudelaire was hesitating between living with his mother in Honfleur and staying on in Paris near Marie Daubrun. 



			‘Sadness and Wandering’ – 

			A reflection on spleen and the ideal, the unavailing attempt to escape reality across space and time.

			Agathe: probably an ideal presence rather than an actual woman, the name being derived from the Greek ‘agathos’ meaning ‘good’. 



			‘Cats’ –

			This sonnet was recited by Baudelaire at Le Divan le Pelletier one evening in 1853 ‘to celebrate the maternal tenderness of Rosalie’, the female cat of that literary café.

			Erebus: the personification in Greek mythology of deep darkness; the son of Chaos, and father of Styx, Charon and Thanatos. Erebus is also the first region of the classical Underworld.



			‘Owls’ –

			The tercets of this sonnet recall an axiom of the seventeenth-century French satiric moralist Jean de La Bruyère, and also one by the philosopher Blaise Pascal which Baudelaire quoted in his 1855 prose poem ‘Solitude’: ‘Almost all our ills come from not staying in our own room’.



			‘Music’ –

			Music and the sea voyage are synaesthetically united as an attempt at escape.



			‘The Cracked Bell’ –

			A poem of deepening spleen, with the weight of memory and personal despair, and a movement from abstract to concrete, from music to deadening matter.



			‘Spleen: Memories’ – 

			Spleen: a deep melancholy and disgust with life, characterized by a devitalizing sense of oppression and impotence.

			Boucher: François Boucher, eighteenth-century French rococo painter. 

			an ancient sphinx: this recalls one of the colossal stone statues of Amenhotep III that were also associated with Memnon. Until repaired in AD 170, it emitted musical notes due to the passage of air through the pores of the stone as it was warmed by the first rays of the sun.



			‘Spleen: King of a Land of Rain’ –

			baths of blood: the Romans believed that bathing in blood could restore vigour and strength. 

			Lethe: the river of forgetfulness in the Underworld.



			’Spleen: The Long Low Sky’ –

			Perhaps the most despairing of all Baudelaire’s poems, crushing and oppressive, and with a sense of anguish and approaching menace. 



			‘Death Wish’ –

			Time as the irremediable fall, along with the impulse to end the struggle. In an 1855 letter to his mother, Baudelaire wrote that what he most feared was the loss of his poetic faculty and clarity of ideas, and the power of hope.



			‘The Self-Tormentor’ –

			The French title ‘L’Héautontimorouménos’ is from Greek, literally ‘that which punishes itself’, and is the title of a Latin play by the Roman author Terence, an adaptation of an earlier Greek work by Menander. Romanticism saw conscience as an ironic doubling.

			The identity of J. G. F. is not known. Artificial Paradises has the same dedication, and Baudelaire wrote that he wanted this to be unintelligible. 



			‘The Abyss’ –

			Baudelaire writes, in Hygiene, of his moral and physical sensation of the abyss, and of constant vertigo. 

			Pascal: Blaise Pascal, the seventeenth-century French mathematician and philosopher, believed that in each person there is an infinite spiritual abyss which can only be filled by God. The physical concomitant, his sensation of a precipice opening on his left side, was possibly a visual field impairment. 



			‘The Lament of an Icarus’ –

			Three medallions by the Dutch engraver Hendrik Goltzius may have provided the inspiration for this composite of three figures in Greek mythology who over-reached themselves and fell.

			Icarus: the son of Daedalus who fashioned wings for them both to escape from imprisonment in Crete. Icarus flew too close to the sun and his wings melted. 

			embracing clouds: Ixion embraced a cloud in the form of Hera.

			scorched-out eyes: Phaeton was struck by a thunderbolt from Zeus.



			‘The Clock’ –

			A tragedy of lost opportunity in three acts: pleasure, wasted time, and regret.

			sylphids: spirits of the air. The ballet Les Sylphides was created in 1832.



			’The Swan’ –

			This poem of urban modernism, classical allegory, and romantic loss and exile is dedicated to Victor Hugo who was in exile on Guernsey at the time.

			Andromache: the wife of Hector who was killed by Achilles during the Trojan War. After the fall of Troy, her son Astyanax was also killed and she was taken as prize by Pyrrhus.

			Simois: a Trojan river. When in exile, Andromache gave the same name to a stream in Greece.

			the new Carrousel: the area had been a labyrinth of narrow streets but was being cleared to become the Place du Carrousel. 

			Old Paris: During the Second Empire, much of Paris, especially the right bank, was rebuilt under the direction of Haussmann.

			Ovid: the Roman author of the Metamorphoses was exiled in AD 8 by Emperor Augustus.

			Helenus: brother of Hector.



			’The Little Old Women’ –

			Dedicated to Victor Hugo. ‘The second part’, Baudelaire wrote to Hugo, ‘was done with a view to imitating you’. Baudelaire took up the theme again in his prose poem ‘The Widows’. The fascination with horror, death and decay is balanced by empathy and a slightly malicious tenderness.

			Lais: a beautiful courtesan of Corinth during the fifth century BC.

			Eponine: or Epponina, a woman of Gaul who rebelled against the Romans, was executed along with her husband, and became a symbol of patriotism and virtue. 

			Frascati: a gaming house closed down in 1837.

			Thalia: the Muse of comedy and idyllic poetry.

			Tivoli: a pleasure garden in Paris.

			Hippogriff: a mythical winged beast, half horse, half giant eagle.



			‘To a Woman Passing By’ –

			This transient ‘modern’ urban moment is captured like a sketch by Constantin Guys. Or like a snapshot – photography was then becoming popular and Baudelaire was a friend of the celebrated photographer Nadar.



			‘Twilight’ –

			An atmospheric presentation of Paris of the time, and also a futurist vision of the changing metropolis, showing the influence of Joseph de Maistre’s ideas. The prose poem ‘Evening’ is on the same theme. 



			‘The Game’ –

			Probably inspired by a print of Carle Vernet’s described by Baudelaire in ‘Some French Caricaturists’.



			‘I Haven’t Forgotten’ –

			Addressed to Baudelaire’s mother, this recalls the time of her widowhood, the happiest time of Charles’ childhood, when they lived in a small house in Neuilly.

			Pomona: the Roman goddess of orchards and fruitful abundance.



			‘The Servant’ –

			This poem is also addressed to Baudelaire’s mother. The servant recalled is Baudelaire’s old nurse Mariette.



			‘Dawn’ –

			The 1957 Chinese translation by Chen Jinrong of ‘Le Crépuscule du matin’ as ‘Shadowy Dawn’ suggested the obscuring of understanding and of the sun, Mao Tse-tung’s symbol, and so challenged the Chinese idealogy of the time. Her so-called ‘translation style’ bypassed the censor and as a result Baudelaire’s poetry had a strong influence on post-Mao modernist poets such as Duoduo, Bei Dao and Yang Lian.



			‘The Ragpickers’ Wine’ –

			Probably inspired by one particular ragpicker. As described by Baudelaire’s friend Privat d’Anglemont, ‘the General’ would marshal his imaginary army nightly in the Saint-Martin quarter. The subject is also treated in a prose poem.

			dazzling Pactolus: this river near the Aegean coast of Turkey once contained electrum, an alloy of gold and silver, thus providing the wealth of the ancient state of Lydia. According to Greek myth, the river washed away Midas’s ‘golden touch’.



			‘The Murderer’s Wine’ –

			Baudelaire planned a play on this subject, but it was never completed.



			‘The Loner’s Wine’ –

			An early poem. The images of temptation create a sensation of disequilibrium. In ‘The Poem of Hashish’, Baudelaire writes of the wish to create a paradise through solitary intoxication.



			‘The Lovers’ Wine’ –

			An early poem. The erotic oscillating movement through images of riding, mirage, wind and sea suggest wine’s effect on the balance.



			‘Delphine and Hippolyte’ –

			One of the poems condemned by the French censors. A collection of poems entitled Les Lesbiennes, by ‘Baudelaire-Dufaÿs’, was advertised in 1846 as forthcoming, but never appeared. The last few stanzas, with their condemnatory tone, were apparently added just before publication as a sop for the censor.



			‘Damned Women’ –

			Anthony’s temptations: Saint Anthony of Egypt, the desert-dwelling ascetic, was tempted by demons in the form of naked women.

			Bacchus: the Roman god of wine.



			‘A Voyage to Cythera’ –

			The Greek island of Cythera (Kythera) is the legendary home of Venus, or Aphrodite, goddess of love.

			El Dorado: the fabled city of gold somewhere in South America.



			‘The Lid’ –

			Croesus: King of Lydia (died ca. 546 BC), known for his great wealth.



			‘The Voice’ –

			Babel: the tower of Babel, with its confusion of voices.



			‘The Rebel’ –

			An early poem of Byronic revolt. Baudelaire’s friend Ernest Prarond heard him read it some time before the end of 1843.



			‘The Litanies of Satan’ –

			litany: a form of prayer with a series of petitions and responses.

			You teach the taste of Paradise: Satan’s desire for Paradise is seen as a form of love. Baudelaire comments, in Rockets, that ‘it is difficult not to conclude that the most perfect type of virile Beauty is Satan – in the manner of Milton’.



			‘The Death of Lovers’ –

			A late poem on the myth of eternal love, the impulse towards the ideal.



			‘The Death of the Poor’ –

			Scripture’s famous inn: this biblical reference may be to the inn in the parable of the good Samaritan, or the inn on the road to Emmaus.



			‘The Death of Artists’ –

			this dismal caricature: the failed work of art.

			the armature: the artist is represented as a sculptor who smashes the framework of his statue to begin again. 

			the mighty Power: absolute Beauty as inspiration to the artist.

			Capitol: perhaps a reference to the Capitoline Hill in Rome, a symbol of triumphant power.



			‘The Voyage’ – 

			Maxime Du Camp: this dedication is rather ironic since Maxime Du Camp’s poem ‘The Voyager’ extols progress. Three days before sending the poem to Du Camp, Baudelaire wrote to his friend Charles Asselineau that it would make lovers of progress shudder.

			Circe: in Homer’s Odyssey, the sorceress who turned men to swine.

			El Dorado: the fabled city of gold.

			Capua: an ancient Roman city near Naples.

			Ganesh: the elephant-headed Hindu god, remover of obstacles and lord of letters and learning. 

			the Wandering Jew: a legendary figure condemned to wander the world forever.

			the perfumed lotus: a reference to the land of the lotus-eaters in the Odyssey, and probably a borrowing from Tennyson’s poem ‘The Lotus-Eaters’.

			Pylades: in Greek myth, the loyal friend of Orestes who killed his mother Clytemnestra to avenge the murder of his father Agamemnon.

			Electra: the faithful sister of Orestes.



			‘Meditation’ –

			Published in the Revue européenne in November 1861, a few months after the second edition of Les Fleurs du Mal, when Baudelaire was feeling particularly isolated.

		

	
		
			A BAUDELAIRE CHRONOLOGY




			1819  Marriage of Joseph-François Baudelaire (b. 1759) and Caroline Defayis (b. 1793).



			1821  9 April: birth of Charles-Pierre Baudelaire in Paris.



			1827  Death of Joseph-François Baudelaire.



			1828  Remarriage of Charles Baudelaire’s mother to Major Jacques Aupick.



			1829  October: ten-year-old Charles is sent to boarding school.



			1830  Revolution in Paris. Louis-Philippe becomes king.



			1832  Aupick is sent to Lyons. Baudelaire boards at the Collège royal.



			1836  Aupick, now a Colonel, is transferred to Paris. Baudelaire attends the Lycée Louis-le-Grand. 



			1838  Travels in the Pyrenees with his mother and stepfather.



			1839  Expelled from Louis-le-Grand for a minor misdemeanour, he prepares for the baccalauréat exam, graduates and enrols in law, but neglects to study. Contracts gonorrhoea. 



			1840  Lives at Pension Bailly, writing poetry and leading the life of a bohemian and dandy with a group of young writer friends, ‘the Norman school’, including Prarond, Le Vavasseur and Chennevières. Meets Gérard de Nerval. Writes to Victor Hugo. Frequents prostitutes, notably Sara, ‘Louchette’. Contracts syphilis about this time. Begins running up debts.



			1841  Concerned with his stepson’s conduct, General Aupick arranges a long sea voyage; in June, Baudelaire embarks on the Paquebot des Mers du Sud bound for Calcutta. Stays on Mauritius a fortnight, continues on to Réunion, but refuses to go further. 



			1842  Returns to France on the Alcide, arriving in February. Receives his inheritance of 100,000 francs, enough to provide a modest income. Meets Théodore de Banville. Falls in love with 

			Jeanne Duval, a mulatto actress with whom he is involved, on and off, for twenty years, and for whom he writes most of his love poems.



			1843  Moves to the Hôtel Pimodan (now the Hôtel de Lauzun) on the Île Saint-Louis, meeting place of the Hashish Club. Meets Balzac about this time.



			1844  Since he has squandered half his inheritance, the family has his money placed in trust under a legal guardian, Narcisse Ancelle. Baudelaire is in debt for the rest of his life. The relationship with his stepfather worsens. 



			1845  First publications: ‘To a Creole Lady’ and ‘The Salon of 1845’, on the annual exhibition of art. Suicide attempt. Friendship with Charles Asselineau.



			1846  Articles and poems published, as well as ‘The Salon of 1846’.



			1847  Publication of a short novel, Fanfarlo. Becomes interested in the work of Edgar Allan Poe. Visits the French romantic painter Eugène Delacroix. Friendship with Gustave Courbet, who paints his portrait.



			1848  Baudelaire is seen on the barricades of the February Revolution, threatening to shoot General Aupick. Abdication of Louis-Phillipe, and election of Louis-Napoléon Bonaparte as Prince-President of the Second Republic. Baudelaire collaborates with Champfleury and Toubin on the production of the revolutionary journal Le Salut public. Aupick becomes French ambassador in Constantinople. Baudelaire’s translation of Poe’s Mesmeric Revelation. 



			1849  Short stay in Dijon. Appearance of secondary symptoms of syphilis. 



			1850  Beginning of friendship with the publisher Auguste Poulet-Malassis. Regular attendance at the weekly dinners of Mme Apollonie Sabatier, ‘La Présidente’, in company with Nerval, Berlioz, Flaubert, Gautier, Sainte-Beuve, Du Camp, Manet, and others.



			1851  Reconciliation with his mother. ‘On Wine and Hashish’ is published; also eleven poems under the title ‘Limbo’. December: coup d’état in which Louis-Napoléon declares himself emperor. 



			1852  First article on Poe and translations of Poe stories. Baudelaire breaks with Jeanne Duval but continues to see her and send her money. Idealized passion for Mme Sabatier to whom he sends poems anonymously. 



			1853  Aupick is made a senator. The reconstruction of Paris by Baron Haussmann is begun. Translations of several Poe stories.



			1854  Involvement with the actress Marie Daubrun for whom he writes a number of love poems. Friendship with Barbey d’Aurevilly.



			1855  Eighteen poems appear in La Revue des deux mondes with the title ‘The Flowers of Evil’. The first two prose poems, ‘Twilight’ and ‘Solitude’, are published. Also many Poe translations and the essay ‘Of the Essence of Laughter’.



			1856  Histoires extraordinaires, a Poe translation, is published by Michel Lèvy. 



			1857  Nouvelles Histoires extraordinaires. April: death of Aupick. 25 June: publication of The Flowers of Evil. Baudelaire and his publisher Poulet-Malassis are prosecuted and fined for outrage to public decency, and six of the poems are banned. Article on Gustave Flaubert.



			1858  Translation of Poe’s novel The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym.



			1859  Period of creativity while staying at Honfleur with his mother. ‘The Salon of 1859’. First notes towards My Heart Laid Bare. Article on Théophile Gautier. Publication of ‘The Voyage’, ‘Death Wish’, ‘The Albatross’, ‘Autumn Song’, ‘Your Hair’, and other poems. 



			1860  January: first seizure. Artificial Paradises is published. Journal publication of ‘The Swan’, ‘Semper Eadem’, ‘Hymn to Beauty’, ‘To a Woman Passing By’, ‘The Clock’, and other poems. 



			1861  February: second edition of The Flowers of Evil, with thirty-five new poems. Publication of ‘Richard Wagner and Tannäuser in Paris’ and ‘Reflections on Some of My Contemporaries’. Presents his candidature for the French Academy; meets Alfred de Vigny. 



			1862  January: Baudelaire writes of feeling ‘the wind of imbecility’s wing’ pass over him. Withdraws his application to the Academy. L’Artiste publishes ‘The Voice’ and ‘The Abyss’. Publication of a study of Victor Hugo. La Presse publishes the first twenty prose poems under the title ‘Little Poems in Prose’. Friendship with Edouard Manet deepens. 



			1863  Publication of ‘The Work and Life of Eugène Delacroix’ and ‘The Painter of Modern Life’, a study of Constantin Guys. Translation of Poe’s Eureka is published by Michel Lévy.



			1864  Prose poems in several journals under the title ‘Paris Spleen, Poems in Prose’. Travels to Belgium to deliver a series of lectures and to find a publisher for his collected works. 



			1865  Poe translation, Histoires grotesques et serieuses. Deterioration in health.



			1866  The Waifs is published in Brussels by Poulet-Malassis. Le Parnasse contemporain publishes ‘New Flowers of Evil’. His work is praised by the young poets Stéphane Mallarmé and Paul Verlaine. March: Baudelaire suffers a stroke in the church of Saint-Loup in Namur, becomes partially paralyzed, and loses the power of speech. On 29 June, his mother brings him back to Paris. He enters a nursing home and is visited by his friends.          



			1867  Death of Baudelaire on 31 August. Burial in Montparnasse Cemetery.



			1868  Third edition of The Flowers of Evil is published by Michel Lévy as part of the Complete Works.

		

	
		
			BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES




			Born in Adelaide, Australia, JAN OWEN studied arts at the University of Adelaide, then raised her children and worked as a librarian before turning to her own writing. Her poetry collections include Boy with a Telescope (1986), winner of the Anne Elder Award and the Mary Gilmore Award; Fingerprints on Light (1990); Blackberry Season (1993); Night Rainbows (1994); Timedancing (2002); and Poems 1980-2008 (2008).

			Intellectually curious and wide ranging in her work, Owen contemplates family, travel, history, and childhood in both free verse and traditional forms. Australian Poetry Review described her work as moving “from the microscopic to the cosmic; from the present to the past (and vice versa); from the local to the exotic; from the abstract to the embodied and from the act of representing to the act of meditating.”

			Owen has received the Wesley Michel Wright Poetry Prize, the Max Harris Award, and the Gwen Harwood Poetry Prize. She has been a resident at the Cité des Arts in Paris and a fellow at Hawthornden Castle in Scotland. 



			ROSEMARY LLOYD completed her BA and MA at the University of Adelaide before going to Cambridge University in England to prepare her PhD under the direction of the great Baudelaire scholar Alison Fairlie. She was a fellow of New Hall (now Murray-Edwards College), and a lecturer in the Modern and Medieval Languages faculty at Cambridge for twelve years before moving to Indiana University, USA. She retired in 2007 and returned to South Australia where she continues to write and translate. Her work has been supported by the Leverhulme Foundation, the Camargo Foundation and the Guggenheim Foundation. She has published 30 books, including Baudelaire et Hoffmann: affinités et influences (1979), Baudelaire’s Literary Criticism (1981), Baudelaire’s World (2002), and The Cambridge Companion to Baudelaire (2005). Her translations include Selected Letters of Charles Baudelaire (1986) and Charles Baudelaire: The Prose Poems and La Fanfarlo (1991).
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			Dubbed the 'European Walt Whitman', Emile Verhaeren is a pro-European idealist, whose poetry explores his overriding notion of mankind advancing to a promised land where vital creative energies and new technology could combine to produce a more progressive human strain, a hope ignominiously swept away by the industrial brutality of the First World War. And yet, to return to the poetry of Verhaeren now is to reappraise a master poet who consistently exhibits a sublime visionary gift as well as his all too contemporary human vulnerability in some of the most tender and beautiful love poems ever written.
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			These poems present a language that is a hybrid of liberties and constraints: omissions, grammatical contractions, colloquialisms and archaisms, wordplay, puns, childspeak, exploded cliche and the heightened awareness of a poetic tradition.


			
No subject is taboo, and each is treated with a degree of humour that ensures the reader does not look at what was a familiar world with the same eyes again. The tone is reminiscent of Chagall or Picasso, a seemingly casual innocence that foams with the odd splinter of glass.


			
PBS Recommended Translation Winter 2013

      


      
        
				
					
						[image: Woman's Head As Jug]
					
					
						[image: Woman's Head As Jug]
					
					RAINER MARIA RILKE
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        This bi-lingual selection gathers poems from all periods of Rilke's life and artistic development but, instead of arranging them chronologically, places poems of similar themes or modes of expression close to one another, making bed-fellows of poems rarely seen together. Each poem is to a greater or lesser extent conscious of others, the aim being to illuminate the underlying themes which Rilke said he had arrived at very early in his life. Not that this is straightforward; Rilke's thinking, like his monumental lyrical gift, was subtle, tangential and characterised by what can be termed as 'radical inconclusiveness'.


        
In his powerful new translation, skilfully shaped into current English, Ian Crockatt succeeds in catching Rilke's blend of crafted sensuality and inward-focused spiritual searching, while his comprehensive introduction and notes to this selection are both informative and enlightening.


        
Rainer Maria Rilke was described by another great poet, Maria Tsvetaeva as 'not a poet, but the embodiment of poetry'. His work spans the divide between Europe's turn-of-the-century decadence and its post First World War revolutionary modernism, always struggling to develop, to seek and reach beyond itself.
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