






[image: PDFHALL.COM]






Menu





	 maison
	 Ajouter le document
	 Signe
	 Créer un compte







































the college - St. John's College Digital Archives

The storm gave blessing to my ocean-goer .... But in describing its coming the chorus hears itself .... radiant appearance, of coming into the light of day into com-. 

















 Télécharger le PDF 






 2MB taille
 0 téléchargements
 437 vues






 commentaire





 Report
























THE COLLEGE St. John's College Annapolis, Maryland Santa Fe, New Mexico



April, 1977



THE COLLEGE



Vol. XXIX



April, 1977



Number I



ON THE COVER: Sunset on College Creek. The pier in the foreground was replaced during the fall of 1976, but the replacement was destroyed by ice during the now-infamous Winter of 1977.



Editor: Beate Ruhm von Oppen Managing Editor: Thomas Parran,



Jr.



Editorial Advisory Board: William B. Dunham, Barbara Brunner Oosterhout '55, E. Malcolm Wyatt, Elliott Zuckerman.



THE COLLEGE is published by the Office of College Relations, St. John's College, Annapolis, Maryland 21404, Richard D. Weigle, President, William B. Dunham, Vice President. Published four times a year, in January, April, July, and October. Second class postage paid at Annapolis, Maryland, and at other mailing places.



IN THE APRIL ISSUE: Translation of Poetry, by Jonathan Griffin Rimbaud, translated by Jonathan Griffin ................... .



5



The Power of the Word in Oedipus at Colonus, by William O'Grady . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 20 Picture credits: Page 26, Nonnan Goldberg; page 27, Tom Parran.



Campus-Alumni News ................................. 26



Translation of Poetry: Some notes on theory and practice by Jonathan Griffin



Even computers can have trouble with translation. Some years back, a British computer was set the task of translating an English phrase into Russian and then translating its own Russian phrase into English. The phrase fed in was: "Out of sight, out of mind." The phrase that came out was: "Invisible idiot." In theory, translation is impossible; in practice we get down to it and do it. Mainly because there is a need for it. Translations of scientific papers, or again of diplomatic documents, are regularly required, and in those fields the problems are relatively few and usually manageable. But what concerns us here is the need for translations of literature. In the present time, probably more than in any earlier one, people wantand feel they need-to read the best that has been written in other countries than their own, and most of us cannot hope to learn many laniuages; so the demand for translations is now huge, and they ought to be good ones. Any translation of a fine book or poem will involve problems different in kind from those presented by scientific papers or even (except rarely) by diplomatic documents-problems like the one which made that British computer good for a laugh: elusive ones, which it takes a human being, and sometimes a poet, to pin down, let alone manage. I think most people would say that translating poetry is the extreme case, though there are competitors: for instance, the translating of farces. Jonathan Griffin is an English poet, playwright, and translator. This text is substantially the same as that of a lecture given at St. John's College, Annapolis, on February 22, 1974. Some of the thoughts in it appeared, in their first form, in The Dancer in Chains, The Journals of Pierre Menard, London, vol. 4, which consisted of essays and translations hy Jonathan Griffin. Some of the Rim baud translations which follow the lecture were read by Mr. Griffin at a second visit to St. John's, Annapolis, on February 25, 1977. They are to be included in his forthcoming book Rimbaud: All the First-Rate Poems. It will be a bilingual edition.



Academic people, just because of the high standard they spend their lives on upholding, tend to dismiss the translation of poetry as impossible: many of them maintain that it should not be attempted, while others say that this is at least true of all metrical poems, let alone of any rhymed one. Well, is it true? We all know Robert Frost's judgement, that poetry is the part of a poem that will remain untranslated; du Bellay said the same thing four centuries earlier. But facts, facts: some very fine poems have been translated into real poems closely similar to them. When I was still young I stumbled on a vivid example of this. I came across, in the Oxford Book of Italian Verse, a poem that thrilled me, a sonnet on the ruins of Rome, by Baldassare Castiglione; and a little later, reading for the first time du Bellay's Ruines de Rome, I suddenly felt: "But I know this!" -it was the same sonnet, in French. Later (I have to admit) I found the same sonnet in English by Edmund Spenser. Each of the three is a genuine, singing poem in its own language: they are in the same exacting metrical form: they are the same poem in content, though they sound different-a's they must and should, being written in languages whose sonorities differ. There is another well-known instance, the translation of St. John of the Cross into French by a seventeenth-century French monk, Father Cyprien. Valery, when he discovered it, was so excited that he wrote: "This ex-lnspecteur des Finances or high-ranking Treasury official, turned Carmelite, was a consummate artist in the fine art of writing verse in the pure state . . . The translation being extremely faithful, nothing was left to the versifier except the very narrow freedom jealously allowed him by our severe language and the strictness of our prosody. It was a case of having to dance when loaded with chains ... His originality is to admit none, and yet he makes a kind of masterpiece by producing poems
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whose substance is not his, and whose every word is prescribed by a given text:" These two cases, of course, contain exceptional factors: in the first the three poets shared the same culture, that of Renaissance Europe, to which their theme, the ruins of Rome, was central; and in the second the two poets had a common commitment to the same vision of the Christian faith. Nonetheless, in face of this evidence, it cannot be maintained simply that poetry is untranslatable. The translatable part of poetry is, I think, larger than many people suppose. It includes, for instance, those parts of a poem that affect us in the way in which, say, Utrillo's paintings taught people, early in this century, to see Paris. But to the obvious elements of this individual vision-to the simple images, the word-pictures-I would add the myths, many of the symbols, most of the metaphors. (Shakespeare is much more translatable than Racine because his writing is so rich in metaphors that something is bound to come over). Indeed Mr. George Steiner contends that "arguments against verse translation are arguments against all translation." That judgement-and indeed the whole of his superb introduction to a Penguin Books anthology called Poem into Poem-is worth careful thought, for it restores a sense of proportion. So do a couple of lines from a fairly recent poem by Adrienne Rich: "When they read this poem of mine, they are translators. Every existence speaks a language of its own." The fact remains: to create an equivalent poem in another language-and that is the question-takes a lot of doing, and many translators fall short of this. Ought poetry therefore to be translated into prose? Robert Lowell has said flatly: "Most poetic translations come to grief and are less enjoyable than modest prose translations." But surely the truth is that prose paraphrases of poems are wonderful things to have by you when-and, with few exceptions, only when-you can also read the original poems. Not all that long ago, for instance, the Penguin Mallarme brought me nearer to Mallarme than I had ever been before: it gives the poems in French with plain English prose cribs at the bottom of each page, as well as an excellent introduction. I find, too, that Mr. Burnshaw's The Poem Itself has plenty to teach me. But if the original poem is out of reach, only a verse translation will convey it as a poem. With long narrative poems the case for a prose version may at first seem strong; but experience appears to qualify it. To me, for years, when I wanted to read the Divina Com media, the
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Temple edition-which gives Dante on the left-hand pages and on the right a line-by-line prose crib, plus a few useful notes at the end of each canto-has seemed (since I do know some Italian) a pretty well perfect arrangement; so it did to Ezra Pound, until Lawrence Binyon's translation of the In- .. ferno came into his hands. Pound says in a letter: "Binyon sheds more light on Dante than any translation I have ever seen. Almost more than any translation sheds on any original. Gavin Douglas and Golding create something glorious and different from the originals. I strongly suggest use of Binyon in place of Temple edition for introducing student to the Commedia." Similarly with Homer: I myself have still just about enough Greek to be able to read some of the original, rather slowly, and so I have been very grateful for the straight prose translations by Rieu and by T. E. Lawrence, which enabled me to read the Odyssey quickly, like a novel; but now there is Robert Fitzgerald's translation of the Odyssey. It has everything: it is scholarly and it is poetry: sustained, with plenty of the surprises of beauty, but also easy, carrying one through like a novel (and so making questionable the often repeated contention that epic is a dead genre). I shall go back to the original whenever I have time, but from now on probably never to a prose version. So then it is worthwhile to translate a poem into a poem. But how? What is required? The first requirement, to my mind, is the one stated by Dante Gabriel Rossetti: that "a good poem shall not be turned into a bad one." A daunting dictum. What it implies is that, for a translator of poems, priority number one is ambition. The surest way to betray the original poem is to offer, as a translation, dead words set out as verse, an academically correct non-poem. After (perhaps) a learned and appetising introduction, the reader turns eagerly to the specimens of the poetry so highly and convincingly praised, but soon turns away in disgust, thinking; "Is that all?" It would have been better to offer a plain prose crib, which (as I have said) can be a great help to readers who can at least partly follow the original; those who cannot will need a translation that is a poem, a real one, both singing and faithful. So the translator of a poem must be ambitious. Its author was ambitious-he was a poet. The second requirement is fidelity to the content of the original. I put it firmly second, but I also believe that in most
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cases it ought to be a good second: in many, neck and neck. And by "the content" I mean not just the prose sense of the original, though this is very important, but its deeper meanings and often elusive overtones. Is it really possible to convey all this and still achieve a poem? To reconcile such faithfulness with the freedom which the translator-poet is likely often to need? Cecil Day Lewis said simply: "No translation can do everything; you concentrate upon reproducing one element in the original, and hope that some of the others will follow." And Mr. jackson Matthews: "Deciding to translate a poem is, at the start, a matter of perceiving what the translator hopes to be faithful to." myself have found it to be rarely as simple as that. You partly discover what you can be faithful to, and what there is to be faithful to, as you work. Cecil Day Lewis expressed my own repeated experience when he said: "If I fully understood the meaning of a poem, I should feel no need to translate it, any more than a poet would want to compose a poem out of experience which he altogether comprehended." As I see it, a translator of a poem ought to go on working until he has been faithful to more of it than he expected. There may well be a good many cases-though fewer than is generally thought-where great freedom is essential if the translation is to beCome a poem. Largely because of the genius of Pound, an old genre has come into new favour. Dryden called it "imitation" (as distinct from "translation"), and condemned it; we welcome it frankly. Taking the original poem as a basis, you write a quite new poem which, by being outwardly very different, may restore through shock the effect the original had on its early hearers or readers. I personally think "imitation" is a misleading name for something that is trying to be so little like its original (though of course I see how its use arose); what I would like to call such a poem is "a take-off." The pejorative sense of the word is an accurate warning; but the other sense also can be true~such a creative mistranslation can really take off, become air-borne and soar. Pound's Homage to Sextus Propertius does just that. So does Christopher Logue's Patrocleia, a very free adaptation of Homer's Iliad, book 16. An "imitation", a "take-off', a "creative mistranslation" demands extremely high imagination and craftsmanship, and can deserve them ..If I ever achieve one, I



shall be a happy man. And yetAnd yet close translation of poetry into poetry must go on being attempted. Because it is wanted. It is what is chiefly wanted: there are more and more readers who, if not given something very near what the foreign poet actually said and the shape he said it in, will be either disappointed or deceived. At the same time, in very many cases (including some that at first seem unlikely), a close translation into a real poem is what will serve the source-poem best: wiJI serve it much better than a free adaptation could. We should never lightly assume that infidelity is necessary. To me, personally, this is a strong conviction, based on early experiences of my own and often confirmed. When I was very young, the mq_~ic of Bach, Couperin, Purcell, and earlier composers was played on instruments it was not written for: piano instead of harpsichord or clavichord; great galumphing orchestras; violins, not viols; etc. Suddenly I came across Arnold Dolmetsch. A pioneer, still at that time ridiculed as a crank (though understood by Pound and Yeats among others), he devoted his life to finding out what instruments the music was written for, collecting or making them, learning and then teaching the authentic. style of playing them, what the composer's expression-marks and abbreviations meant. The chief thing he taught me was that scholarship applied to an art is not dry and dulling, but revealing and life-giving: that Bach, for instance, had devised not only marvelJous structures but ravishing sounds; that there was a wealth of fiery music lying neglected and despised because it didn't sound well when condescendingly falsified. Then I heard the pianist Artur Schnabel and, soon afterwards, came to know him. At that time most people played Beethoven's piano sonatas, for instance, from heavily edited text'>, sometimes inaccurate and always overlaid with the editor's expression-marks~which quite often contradicted the composer's. Schnabel went back to the manuscripts and in every way tried to find and do what the composer had written and intended. And yet-this is the point-this strict scholarship did not prevent his performances from being the most passionate, tender and surprising that I have ever heard. He was faithful, he was logical-but he was always spontaneous. You knew you were hearing the music itself, the truth-and this although, or because, he never played it exactly the same way twice. He said to me once, about Schubert's great piano sonata in B flat, that when he sat down at the piano to play it he had in mind thirty different ways of playing it; and he
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meant thirty ways, each of which would fit all Schubert's indications of what he wanted. The principle that interpretation should be both scholarly and passionate is by now accepted genera1ly among musicians. I am convinced that it has its applications to other arts. Certainly to poetic translation. A translation of a poem is likely to become a more vitally beautiful poem in itself if the translator has "wrestled closely with the original" (Day Lewis again), if (in Valery's phrase) he has "danced when loaded with chains"-has tried hard to find



the languages-there is bound to be some resemblance. To



of rhymed poems rhymed? It depends-chiefly on how vital



out and carry out what the composer intended.



take facile refuge in the present prevalence of unrhymed,



Translation-the process of doing it-is a dialectic. At the start, or soon after, it will seem quite impossible to render everything in the poem, essential to decide which bits to be faithful to; there will be a ruthless, perhaps snatched-at, deci-



take a crude instance, a translation of a sonnet into prose is



unlikely to be very satisfying. Then must translations of metrical poems be metrical, and the metre and rhyme-scheme are to the essence of the original poem. The chances are that, if this is a true poem, the metre and rhyme are indeed part of its essence: otherwise the poet would not have used them. So the translator must not



sion on priorities. But then, very early on, an assertion of



non-metrical poetry and in the profound reasons there are for this. But equa11y, he must not sacrifice to conventional scansion and rhymes either faithfulness or naturalness. Here, again, a firm decision on priorities: in translating a-- rhymed poem, rhyme is likely to be necessary: necessary, but nearly



freedom, the start of a lively alternation of freedoms and revisions. And, personally, I find that very often, as the dialectic



always secondary. I have come to think that the right solution is, at least in principle, quite simple: to take a fresh look at



proceeds, revision coincides with a perception that to make my version more nearly true to the original as a whole will



rhyme-to shake free from conventional rhyming and to



involve making it faithful to details which I had at first re-



be used, but in addition to, and in meaningful contrasts with,



nounced rendering.



all sorts of other rhymes, half-rhymes, broken or inverted



Is it possible to be faithful to the whole content of the original and not be faithful to its form? As I have stated already, more and more people require a poem-translation to give



rhymes, which the ear thinks up. These can be infinitely various, beautiful, sometimes surprising, sometimes elusive. And this much wider choice of rhyme-words gives the trans-



them something very near what the original poet actually said



lator the free play which he must have if his poem is to sing and be faithful and natural. What can happen then is that the discipline of metre and



and the shape he said it in. But obviously the verbal music of the translation must sound very different from the original,



simply because the two languages differ greatly. (The contrast between the sounds of English and of French, for instance, is particularly deep in spite of the amount of Latin they have in common). And yet between the musical forms of the two poems-the translation and the original-there ought, in my view, to be a close organi-c connection, not direct but at one remove: through the content. A poem is a work made of words, in which a content and a form (or verbal music) have



become one-they have indeed grown together and shaped each other. A translation of a French poem into English should be an English poem with the same content as the French one, a poem having the English form (or music) which fits that content. So the two poems will sound clearly different, and yet-masked by the obvious contrasts between
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rhyme by ear. The rhymes established by convention can still



rhyme, instead of distorting the translation, shapes it closer to the content, and makes it more alive. How? By the closer



questioning which it provokes, by intensifying the dialectic. Yau have to decide, early on, which are the lines or phrases



that absolutely must be brought across straight. More often than not, these are the places where the original poem becomes either poignantly simple-perhaps a hair's breadth



from banality-or raw. Then you have the job of building the rest so that the pattern fits round these. And the effort keeps forcing you a"':'ay from facile word-for-word rendering



(which, however, must not be ruled out, but used frankly when it is the best), to find some free equivalent for the content, and so to ask yourself more searchingly what the content is. Translating is one of the closest ways of reading.
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OPHELIE



Sur l'onde calme et noire olt dorment les Hailes La blanche Ophelia flotte comme un grand lys, Flotte tres lentcment, couchCe en ses longs voiles ... -On entend dans les bois lointains des hallalis. Voici plus de mille ans que Ia triste Ophelie Passe, fantOme blanc, sur le long fleuve nair. Voici plus de mille ans que sa douce folie Murmure sa romance a la brise du soir. Le vent baise ses seins et dCploie en corolle Ses grands voiles bercCs mollement par les eaux; Les saules frissonnants pleurent sur son Cpaule, Sur son grand front reveur s'inclinent les roseaux. Les nCnuphars froissCs soupirent au tour d'elle; Elle eveille parfois, dans UTI anne qui dort, Quelque nid, d' oil s' Cchappe un petit frisson d' aile; -Un chant mystCrieux tombe des astres cl'or. II



OPHELIA



Upon the calm black waters where the stars are sleeping The white Ophelia like a great lily floats, Onward very slowly floats, reclined lapped in Her long veils ... -From the distant woods you can hear morts. More than a thousand years it is, the white Ghost, sad Ophelia, has haunted the long black stream; More than a thousand years it is, her sweet Madness has murmured to the evening breeze its dream. The wind kisses her breasts, fans out to a corolla Her great veils which, softly, the ripples dandle; The willows, shivering, are weeping on her shoulder, Over her great dreaming forehead the rushes bend. The waterlilies that she brushes past sigh round her; She wakens sometimes, in a sleeping alder, A nest, from which escapes a single small wing-shudder -A mystery song fulls from the stars, from their gold. II



0 pale Ophelia! belle eomme Ia neigc! Oui, tu mourns, enfant, par un flcuve emportC! -C' est que les vents tombant des grands monts de T' avaient parle tout bas de !'a pre liberte; [Norwcge



0 pale Ophelia, beautiful as snow! Yes, you died, still a child, abducted by a stream. -lfs that the swooping winds from Norway's peaks had low Voices for you, which spoke and spoke of bitter freedom.



C'est qu'un souffle, tordant ta grande chevelurc, A ton esprit reveur portrait d' Ctranges bruits; Que ton creur Ccoutait le chant de Ia Nature Dans les plaintes de 1'arbre et les soupirs des nuits;



lfs that a gust, twisting your great glory of hair, Brought to your dreaming spirit strange rumours; that your heart Was always listening to the song of Nature, there In the plaint of a tree and the sighs of each night.



C'est que Ia voix des mers folies, immense r3le, Brisait ton sein d' enfant, trop humain et trop doux; C'est qu'un matin d'avril, un beau cavalier pale, Un pauvre fou, s'assit muet tes genouxl



a



Ciel! Amour! LibertC! Qucl &ve, 8 pauvre Folie! Tu te fondais lui comme unc ncigc au feu; Tes grandes vis-ions etranglaicnt ta parole - Et l'lnfini terrible effara ton oeil bleu!



a



lfs that the vast death-rattle voice of the mad seas Was shattering your child breast-too human, too gentle; It's that, one April morning, a handsome pallid noble, A poor mad man, sat down in silence at your knees. Heaven! Love! Liberty! What a dream, poor Mad Maid! Into it, a snowflake in fire, you'd melt away: Those great visions of yours tho ked the speech in you dead -And dread Infinity gripped your blue eye!



III



Ill -Et le PoCtc dit qu'aux rayons des etoiles Tu viens chercher, la nuit, les fleurs que tu cueillis, Et qu'il a vu sur l'cau, couchCe en ses longs voiles, La blanche Ophelia flatter, comme un grand lys.



And so, the Poet tells, by the rays of the stars You come seeking, at night, the flowers you did cullHe's seen, too, reclined in her long veils on the water's Darkness, the white Ophelia float like a great lily.
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LES EFFARES Noirs dans la neige et dans Ia brume, Au grand soupirail qui s'allume, Leurs culs en rond,



Black in the snow and in the haze,



A genoux, cinq petits-misere!Regardent le boulanger faire Le !mud pain blond.



Five children-0 poverty!-stare At the baker making fair Bread from dull lumps ...



Ils voient le fort bras blanc qui tourne La p:lte grise et qui l'enfourne Dans un trou clair.



They see the strong white arm kneading The grey paste and with it feeding A hole of glare.



Ils Ccoutent le bon pain cuire. Le boulanger au gras sourire Chante un vieil air.



They hear good bread cooking within. The baker, with a shiny grin, Sings an old air.



lis son! blottis, pas un ne bouge,



They're huddled-not one of them movesTo the breath of the red oven, Warm like a breast.



Au souffle du soupirail rouge Chand comme un sein.



Quand pour quelque medianoehe, Plein de dorures de brioche On sort le pain, Quand, sous les poutres enfumCes, Chantent les crolites parfumCes,



Et les grillons, Quand ce trou chaud souffle la vie,



Kneeling near the big oven's blaze, With rounded rumps,



And when in brioche forms-to embellish



Some midnight feast-out, sizzling, yellow, Is brought the bread, When, below beams with the soot clinging, All the sweet-smelling crusts are singing,



The crickets too,



lis ant leur :lme si ravie Sons leurs haillons,



And life puffs from that warm hole, Under their rags they have their soul So ravished through,



Ils se ressentent si bien vivre, Les pauvres Jesus pleins de givre, Qu'ils sont Ia, taus,



They feel themselves so well alive, Poor little Christs full of hoarfrost -That there they are, all



Collant leurs petits museaux roses



Sticking their small pink snouts right in To the barrier trellis, singing things Through its holes,



Au treillage, chantant des chases Entre les trous, Mais bien bas,~comme une priere . Replier vers ces lumieres Du ciel rouvert, -Si fort, qu'ils crevent leur culotte - Et que leur chemise trcmblote



Au vent d'hiver ...
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But very softly-like a prayer . Bent over towards that glare



Of heaven unclosed, -So hard over, they split their breeches, -And from the slit the white cloth twitches To winter's blast.
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ROMAN



ROMANCE



I On n' est pas serieux, quand on a dix-sept ans. -Un beau soir, fain des bocks et de Ia limonade, Des cafes tapageurs aux lustres eclatants! -On va sous les tilleuls verts de Ia promenade.



One's not serious, when one's seventeen. -One fine evening, to hell with bocks and lemonade, cafes and clustered lights, dazzle and din! -You walk under the linden green of the promenade.



Les tilleuls sentent bon dans les bans soirs de juin! L'air est parfois si doux, qu'on ferme la paupiere; Le vent charge de bruits,-la ville n'est pas loin,A des parfums de vigne et des parfums de biere ...



Lindens smell good in the good nightfalls of June! Sometimes the air's so soft, you close your eyes; Loaded with noises-it's not far, the townThere are vine scents and beer scents in the breeze .



II



II



-Voila qu'on aperc;oit un tout petit chiffon D'azur sombre, encadre d'une petite branche, Pique d'une mauvaise etoile, qui se fond Avec de doux frissons, petite et toute blanche ...



Now you notice a quite small scrap of sombre Azure stuff that a small branch hems in tight, Pricked by a sinister star, which with soft shivers Dissolves-it is a small one, perfect white ...



Nuit de juin! Dix-sept ans!-On se laisse griser. La seve est du champagne et vous monte a Ia tete ... On divague; on se sent aux Ievrcs un baiser Qui palpite Ia, comme une petite bete ...



June night! Seventeen!-You let joy take its course. The sap's champagne, goes to your head, the mere smell ... You wander; you feel on your lips a kiss Which quivers there, like a small animal.



III



a



III



Le coeur fou Robinsonne travers les romans, -Lorsque, dans la clarte d'un pale reverbere, Passe une demoiselle aux petits airs charmants, Sous l'ombre du faux-col effrayant de son perc ...



The daft heart goes Crusoeing through romances -When, in a pale street-lamp's space of light colour, A girl passes, with enchanting demureness, In the shade of her father's grim stiff collar ..



Et, comme elle vous trouve immensCment nalf Tout en faisant trotter ses petites bottines, Elle se tourne, alerte et d'un mouvement vif. .. -Sur vas Ievres alors meurent les cavatines ...



And, since you strike her as immensely nalf, While she still, with her small boots trotting, trips Along, she turns, alert (one movement, lively) . Then cavatinas die upon your lips ...



IV



IV



Vous etes amoureux. Laue jusqu'au mois d'aoUt. Vous etes amoureux.-Vos sonnets La font rire. Taus vas amis s'en vont, vous etes mauvais goUt. -Puis l'adon~e, un soir, a daigne vous Ccrire!. ..



You are in love. Till the month of August, taken. You are in love.-Your sonnets make her laugh. All your friends go away. You're out, forsaken. -Then, one evening, she's deigned to write-she, your love!



-Ce soir-13, ... -vous rentrez aux cafes eclatants, Vous demandez des bocks ou de Ia limonade ... -On n' est pas serieux, quand on a dix-sept ans Et qu' on a des tilleuls verts sur Ia promenade.



That evening ... -to dazzling cafes you return, Order bock after bock or lemonade ... One's not serious, when one's seventeen And has green lime-trees on the promenade.
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EVIL



LEMAL Tandis que les crachats rouges de ]a mitraille Sifflent tout le jour par l'infini d u ciel bleu; Qu'Ccarlates ou verts, pres du Roi qui les raille, Croulent les bataillons en masse dans le feu;



While the red gobbets the quick-firers fling Whistle all day through infinite sky azure;



Tandis qu'une folie epouvantable broie Et fait de cent milliers d'hommes un tas fumant;



While an appalling folly is grinding, making A hundred thousand men a smoking hillock;



-Pauvres morts! dans l'ete, dans l'herbe, dans ta joie, Nature! 0 toi qui fis ces hommes saintement!. .. -



-Poor dead! in summer, in grass, in your mocking,



-II est un Dieu, qui rit aux nappes damassE:es Desautels, 3 l'encens, aux grands calices d'or;



~There



Qui dans le bercement des hosannah s' endort, Et se reveille, quand des metes, ramassE:es Dans l'angoisse, et pleurant sous leur vieux bonnet noir, Lui donnent un gros sou liE: dans leur mouchoir!



While, green or scarlet, near their taunting king,



The bunched battalions crumble in the fire;



Nature! yes, yours, who did make these men holily! .. : is a God, laughs at the damascened Altar-cloths, incense, big chalices of gold; Who drops off, in the hosannahs' rocking lulled, And wakes up, when a few mothers, convened



In anguish, weeping under their old black caps, Give him a coin their screwed handkerchief wraps.



MABOHEME



MY GIPSY LIFE



(Fantaisie)



(Fantasy)



Je m'en allais, les poings dans mes poches crevCes; Mon paletot aussi devenait idCal;



Off I'd go, with my fists into killed pockets crammed;



)' allais so us le ciel, Muse! et j' etais ton feal; Oh! Ia Ia! que d'amours splendides j'ai revees!



I'd go beneath the sky, Muse, and I was your vassal; Oh! Ia! Ia! the gorgeous loves I've dreamed!



My overcoat, too, was getting to be ideal;



My only breeches had a huge hole in them. dreaming Tom Thumb, all the way I'd still



Mon unique culotte avait un large trou. -Petit Poucet &veur, j'E:grenais dans rna course Des rimes. Mon auberge etait 3 la Grande-Ourse. -Mes {toiles au ciel avaient un doux frou-frou.



Be sowing rhymes. The Great Bear was my hostel. From my stars in the sky a silky swishing came.



Et je les ecoutais, assis au bord des routes, Ces bons soirs de septembre oll je sentais des gouttes De rosee mon front, comme un vin de vigueur;



And to them I, sitting at road-sides, listened, Those good September evenings when, like a lusty Wine, I could feel drops of dew on my forehead;



OU, rimant au milieu des o·mbres fantastiques, Comme des lyres, je tirais les elastiques De mes souliers blesses, un pied pres de mon coeur!



When, rhyming in the midst of the fantastic Shadows, I plucked my wounded shoes' elastics Like lyre-strings, close to my heart one foot.



a



8



~A



April, 1977



LES POETES DE SEPT ANS Et Ia Mere, fermant le livre du devoir, S'en allait satisfaite et tres fihe, sans voir, Dans les yeux bleus et sous le front plein d' eminences L'3me de son enfant livree aux repugnances. Toutle jour il suait d'ob€:issance; tres Intelligent; pourtant des tics noirs, quelques traits Semblaient prouver en lui d'3cres hypocrisies! Dans I' ombre des couloirs aux tentures moisies, En passant il tirait la langue, les deux poings A l'aine, et dans ses yeux fermes voyait des points. Une porte s'ouvrait sur le soir: ala lampe On le voyait, lcl-haut, qui r§Jait sur la rampe, So us un golfe de jour pendant du to it. L' ete Surtout, vaincu, stupide, il etait entete A se renfermer dans la fralcheur des latrines : Il pensait Ia, tranquille et livrant ses narines. Quand, lave des odeurs du jour, le jardinet Derriere la maison, en hiver, s'illunait, Cisant au pied d'un mtu, en terre dans la marne Et pour des visions ecrasant son oeil dame, I1 ecoutait grouiller les galeux espaliers. Pitie! Ces enfants seuls etaient ses familiers Qui, chetifs, fronts nus, oeil deteignant sur la joue, Cachant de maigres doigts jaunes et noirs de bone Sous des habits puant Ia foire et tout vieillots, Conversaient avec la douceur des idiots! Et si, l'ayant surpris a des pities immondes, Sa mere s' effrayait; les tendresses, profondes, De l' enfant se jetaient sur cet etonnement. C'etait bon. Elle avait le bleu regard,-qui ment! A sept ans, il faisait des romans sur la vie Du grand desert, oll luit la LibertC ravie, Forets, soleils, rives, savanes!-11 s'aidait De journaux illustrCs oil, rouge, il regardait Des Espagnoles rire et des Italiennes. Quand venait, l'oeil brun, folie, en robes d'indiennes, -Huit ans,-la· fille des ouvriers d'a cOte, La petite brutale, et qu' elle avait saute, Dans un coin, sur son dos, en secouant ses tresses, Et qu'il etait sous elle, il lui mordait les fesses, Car elle ne portait jamais de pantalons; -Et, par elle meurtri des poings et des talons, Remportait les saveurs de sa peau dans sa chambre.



POETS AT SEVEN And the Mother, closing the lesson book, Went, satisfied, very proud, didn't look, In his blue eyes and under the forehead crammed with bulges, At her child's soul given over to revulsions. All day long he would sweat obedience; Tres Intelligent; and yet black twitches, certain traits Seemed proof of deep-down sour hypocrisies. In the gloom of the mildew-papered passages, Sliding by, he'd put out his tongue, keep knotted at his Groin his two fists, and in his shut eyes he'd see dots. A door opened on evening: the lit lamp Would show, upstairs, him on the bannisters, champing Below a gulf of light hung from the roof. Most Of all in summer, crushed, stupefied, he'd insist On bolting himself into the john's cool: There he'd think in peace, giving his nostrils their fill. When, in winter, the back garden, cleaned Of the smells of the day, became illuncd, He-bedded out in marl at the foot of a wall And, to get visions, squeezing a dauzy eyeball~ Listened to the spreadeagled mangey trees' swarm noise. Pity! his only real friends were those Children who-stunted, barehead, eye over cheek leaking, Hiding thin yellow fingers, muddied black, in Antiquated clothes stinking of ordureWould gossip with the gentleness of idiots. And if his mother took fright when she found him Out at unclean pities, the child's profound Tendernesses would rush to that surprise. It was good. She had the blue gaze,-which lies! At seven he spun novels about life in the great Desert where ravished Liberty shines bright, Forests, seas, shores, savannahs.-He used as aid 11lustrated journals where, red, he stared At Spanish girls smiling; also Italianesses. When there came, brown-eyed, crazy, in printed calico dresses -She was eight-the child of the workpeople next door, A small she-devil and, catching him in a corner, She had jumped on his back and shaken her long hair Down, and he was under her, he'd bite hard At her buttocks (she was never wearing drawers); -And, punished by her with her fists and claws, He brought the savours of her skin back to his room.
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II craignait les blafards dimanches de decembre, Oil, pommade, sur un guE:ridon d'acajou, Illisait une Bible a Ia tranche vert-chou; Des r€:ves l'oppressaient chaque nuit dans l'alcOve. II n'aimait pas Dieu; mais les hommes, qu'au soir fauve, Noirs, en blouse, il voyait rentrer dans le faubourg Otl les crieurs, en trois roulements de tambour, Font autour des Cdits rire et grander les foules. -11 r€:vait la prairie amoureuse, all des houles Lumineuses, parfums sains, pubescences d'or, Font leur remuement calme et prennent leur essor!



He dreaded the pallid Sundays made of December When at a mahogany table, in a cloud of brilliantine, He read a Bible edged with cabbage-green; Every night, in the alcove, there'd be dreams oppressing him. He didn't love God; but the men he saw come home At savage evening, black, in working kit, To the outskirts where with three drum-rolls the criers got The crowds laughing and growling around the proclamations. -He would dream of the fields in love, where ocean Swells of glow, wholesome scents, downinesses of gold Perform their calm swirling and into flight unfold.



Et comme il savourait surtout les sombres chases, Quand, dans Ia chambre nne aux persiennes closes, Haute et bleue, acrement prise d'humidite, Illisait son roman sans cesse m€:dit€:, Plein de lourds ciels ocreux et de forets noy€:es, De fleurs de chair aux bois siderals deployees, Vertige, ecroulements, deroutes et pitie! - Tandis que se faisait la rumeur du quartier, En bas,-seul, et couche sur des pikces de toile Ecrue, et pressentant violemment la voile!



And how he savoured the sombre things most, As, in the bare room with the shutters closed, The high blue room which damp had gripped and soured, He read his novel, ceaselessly considered, Dense with grave ochre skies, with forests that had drowned With flesh flowers unfurled over sidereal woodland, Vertigo, aValanches, routs and pity! -While the neighbourhood went on with its talk and clatter Below,-alone, and stretched out upon lengths of whole Holland, and forefeeling violently the sail!
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LES PAUVRES A L'EGLISE



THE POOR AT CHURCH



ParquCs entre des banes de chene, aux coins d'Cglise Qu'attiCdit puamment leur souffle, tours leurs yeux Vers le choeur ruisselant d' orrie et la maitrise Aux vingt gueules gueulant les cantiques pieux;



Between oak benches in church corners, penned in Where their breath putridly warms the air, their eyes all Seeking the chancel's wash of gilding and its twenty Chorister craws crowing the pious canticles;



Com me un parfum de pain humant 1' odeur de eire, Heureux, humiliCs comme des chiens battus, Les Pauvres au bon Dieu, le patron et lc sire, Tendent leurs oremus risibles et tetus.



Inhaling like a bakery fragrance the wax stink, And happy like whipped dogs in their humiliation, The Poor are offering, to God the boss and king, Their laughable persistent supplication.



Aux femmes, c'est bien bon de faire des banes lisses, AprE:s les six jours noirs aU Dieu les fait souffrir! Elles bercent, tordus dans d'etranges pelisses, Des espE:ces d'enfants qui pleurent mourir.



The women find it good to be wearing benches smooth After the six black days that God tortures them with! They rock, screwed up in strange garments, and try to soothe Creatures like human babies crying to death.



Leurs seins crasseux dehors, ces mangeuses de soupe, Une priE:re aux yeux et ne priant jamais, Regardent parader mauvaisement un groupe De gamines avec leurs chapeaux deformi:s.



Their grimed bosoms showing, these feeders upon soup -A prayer in their eyes although they never prayAre watching now the sinfulness of a group Of girls in hats pulled shapeless, posturing away.



Dehors, le froid, la faim, [et puis] l'homme en ribote. C'est bon. Encore une heure; apres, les maux sans nom! -Cependant, alentour, geint, nasille, chuchote Une collection de vieilles fanons:



Outside, the cold, hunger, -and one's man on the booze. Right. There's an hour, still; then the evils beyond naming! -Meanwhile, there's round them, whimpering, snuffling, whispering news, A miscellany of ancient, dewlapped women.



a



a



Ces effari:s y sont et ces i:pileptiques Dont on se detournait hier aux carrefours; Et, fringalant du nez dans des missels antiques, Ces aveugles qu'un chien introduit dans les cours. Et taus, bavant ]a foi mendiante et stupide, Ri:citent la complainte infinie Ji:sus Qui reve en haut, jauni par le vitraillivide, Loin des maigres mauvais et des mi:chants pansus,



a



Loin des sen.teurs de viande et d'etoffes moisies, Farce prostri:e et sombre aux gestes repoussants; -Et l'oraison fleurit d'expressions choisies, Et les mysticiti:s prennent des tons pressants, Quand, des nefs oil pi:rit le soleil, plis de soie Banals, sourires verts, les Dames des quartiers Distingui:s,-8 Ji:susl-les malades du foie Font baiser leurs longs doigts jaunes aux bi:nitiers.



Among them are the obsessed and the epileptics, those From whom one turned away, yesterday, at the crossroads; Also, poking at weathered missals with their noses, The blind ones who come led by a dog into the courtyards. And they all, drooling that crass mendicant faith, say Over again the endless plaint to jesus, who Dreams on high, yellowed by the deathly stained glass, way Off from skinny sinners, from fatted bad lots too, Way off from the odours of meat and well-mouldered cloth, That grovelling dark farce whose gestures are repulsive; -And now the orison puts choice blooms of phrase forth, The mysteries take on tones that become compulsive As, leaving a nave where the sun withers, their silk Folds hackneyed, smiles green, the Ladies of the better Districts-0 jesus! it's their livers that went sickGet their long yellow fingers kissed by the holy water.
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