L’HORIZON CHIMÉRIQUE (Jean de la ille de Mirmont)
I. La mer est infinie . . . .  

La mer est infinie et mes rêves sont fous.

La mer chante au soleil en battant les falaises

Et mes rêves légers ne se sentient plus d’aise

De danser sur la mer commes des oiseaux soûuls.

Le vaste mouvement des vagues les emporte,

La brise les agite et les roule en ses plis;

Jouant dean le sillage, ils feront une escorte

Aux vaisseaux que mon Coeur dans leur fuite a suivis.

Ivres d’air et de sel et brûlés par l’écume

De la mer qui console et qui lave des pleurs,

Ils connaîtront le large et sa bonne amertume;

Les goélands perdus les prendront pour des leurs.

The sea is boundless . . .

The sea is boundless and my dreams are wild.

The sea sings in the sun, beating against the cliffs,

And my light dreams are no longer content

To dance over the sea like drunken birds.

The surge of the waves bears them away,

The breeze tosses them, rolls them in its folds;

Playing in their wakes, they will escort the ships 

That my heart has followed in their flight.

Intoxicated with air and salt, and stung by the spray

Of the consoling sea that washes away tears,

They will discover the open sea and its bracing bitterness;

Gulls that are lost will take them for their own.

II. Je me suis embarqué . . .
Je me suis embarqué sur un vaisseau qui danse

Et roule bord sur bord et tangue et se balance.

Mes pieds ont oublié la terre et ses chemins;

Les vagues souples m’ont appris d’autre cadences

Plus belles que le rythme las des chants humains.

À vivre parmi vous, hélas! Avais-je une âme?

Mes frères, j’ai souffert sur tous vos continents.

Je ne veux que la mer, je ne veux que le vent

Pour me bercer, comme un enfant, au creux des lames.

Hors du port qui n’est plus qu’une image effacée

Les larmes du depart ne brûlent plus mes yeux.

Je ne me souviens pas de mes derniers adieux . . . 

O ma peine, ma peine, où vous ai-je laissée?

I have embarked. . .

I have embarked on a ship that is dancing

Rolling and pitching and swaying.

My feet have forgotten the ways of the land;

The lithe waves have taught me other rhythms,

More beautiful than the weary rhythms of human songs.

Ah! Did I have the heart to live among you?

My brothers, I have suffered on all your continents.

I want only the sea, I want only the wind

To cradle me, like a child, in the hollows of the waves.

Far from the port, now only a faded image,

Tears of parting no longer sting my eyes.

I can no longer recall my final farewells. . . 

O my sorrow, my sorrow, where have I left you?

III. Diane, Séléné . . . 
Diane, Séléné, lune de beau métal,

Qui reflètes vers nous, par ta face déserte,

Dans l’immortel ennui du calme sidéral

Le regret d’un soleil don’t nous pleurons la perte.

Ô lune, je t’en veux de ta limpidité

Injurieuse au trouble vain des pauvres âmes,

Et mon coeur, toujours las et toujours agité,

Aspire vers la paix de ta nocturne flamme.

 Diana, Selene* (*Moon [Gk])
Diana, Selene, moon of precious metal,

Reflecting upon us, from your deserted face,

In the eternal tedium of sidereal calm,

The regret of a sun whose loss we lament. 

O moon, I envy you your clarity,

Mocking the vain troubles of us wretched souls,

And my heart, ever weary and ever uneasy,

Longs for the peace of your nocturnal flame.

IV. Vaisseaux, nous vous aurons aimés . . .

O ships . . .

Vaisseaux, nous vous aurons aimés en pure perte;

Le dernier de vous tous est parti sur la mers.

Le couchant emporta tant de voiles ouvertes

Que ce port et mon doeur sont à jamais deserts.

La mer vous a rendus à votre destinée,

Au-delà du rivage où s’arrêtent nos pas.

Nous ne pouvions garder vos âmes enchaînées;

Il vous faut des lointains que je ne connais pas.

Je suis de ceux don’t le desires sont sur la terre.

Le soufflé qui vous grise ejmplit mon Coeur d’effroi,

Mais votre appel, au fond des soirs, me désespère,

Car j’ai de grands departs inassouvis en moi.

O ships, our love for you will prove to be only loss.

The very last of you has set out to sea.

The setting sun has carried away so many full sails,

That the harbour, and my heart, are deserted for ever.

The sea has borne you to you destinations,

Beyond the shores where our steps must halt.

We could not keep your souls captive;

You require distances that are unknown to us.

I am one of those whose desires are bound to the land.

The breath that quickens you fills my heart with fear,

But your call in the evening light anguishes me,

For within me there are great unappeased departures.

translations by Richard Wigmore

CATALOGUE DE FLEURS (Lucien Daudet)

I. La violette
 La violette cyclope se force admirablement d’un beau rouge Solférino.  Elle est trèx parfumée, hâtive et vigoureuse.

II. La begonia
Bégonia Aurora, fleur très double; abricot mêlé de corail, coloris très joli, rare et curieux.

III. Les fritillaries
Les fritillaries aiment les endroits exposés au soleil et à l’abri du vent et des gelées printanières.  Pendant l’hiver on les couvre.  On les appelle aussi Œufs de Vanneau et Couronnes Impériales.

IV. Les jacinthes

Albertine blanc pur.  Lapeyrouse mauve clair. Roi des Belges carmin pur, Roi des bleus, bleu foncé.  Mademaoiselle de Malakoff jaune vif à bouquet.  

V. Les crocus

Les Crocus se forcent en potées ou dans des soucoupes, sur de la mousse humide.  À la pleine terre, seules ou mêlés à d’autres plantes printainières, ils font un très bel effet.

VI. Le brachycome

Brachycome iberidifolia; étoile bleue.  Nouveauté, plante naine charmante couverte de fleurs bleues, d’un bleu vif.

VII. L’eremurus
Eremurus isabellinus, sa floraison est garantie.  La hampe de cette magnifique espèce atteint parfois deux mètres; ses fleurs sont d’un beau coloris entre jaune et rose et d’une longue durée.  Vous recevrez les prix par correspondance.

Translations by Richard Stokes

Violets

The Cyclops Violet blooms a lovely Solferino red.  It is highly scented and a strong early flowerer.

Begonias

The Auroroa Begonia has a full double blossom; apricot, tinged with coral---a most pretty colour.  It is rare and unusual.

Fritillaries

Fritillaries favour ground exposed to sunlight and shelter from winds and spring frosts.  During the winter they should be covered.  They are also known as Lapwing Eggs and Crown Imperials.

Hyacinths

Pure white ‘Albertine’.  Light mauve ‘Lapeyrouse’.  Pure carmine ‘King of the Belgians’.  Dark blue ‘King of the Blues’.  ‘Mademaoiselle de Malakoff’---bright yellow clusters of flowers.

Crocuses

Crocuses can be forced in pots or saucers with damp moss.  Outside, alone or mixed with other spring flowers, they make a lovely effect.

The brachycome

Brachycome iberidifolia is a blue-starred novelty, a charming dwarf plant covered with bright blue flowers.

The eremurus

Eremurus isabellinus is guaranteed to bloom.  The stem of this magnificent species sometimes reaches a height of two metres.  Its flowers are a lovely shade between yellow and pink, and last for a long time.  Price list on application.

SIX POÈMES EXTRAITS DE ALCOOLS DE GUILLAUME APOLLINAIRE

1.  A la “Sant(”

Que lentement passent les heures

Comme passé un enterrement

Tu pleureras l’heure ou tu pleures 

Qui passera grop vitement

Comme passent Toutes les heures.

2. Clotilde
L’an(mone et l’ancolie

Ont pouss(dans le jardin 

Ou dort la m(lancolie

Entre l’amour et le d(dain

Il y vient aussi nos ombres 

Que la nuit dissipera

Le solleil qui les rends sombres

Avec elles dispara(tra

Les d((t(s des eaux vives

Laissent couler leurs cheveux

Passe, il faut que tu poursuive

Cette belle ombre que tu veux.

3. Automne
Danle brouillard s’en vont un paysan cagneux

Et son b(uf lentement dans le brouillard d’automne

Qui cache les hameaux pauvres et vergogneux

En s’en allant l( bas le paysan chantonne

Une chanson d’amour et d’infid(lit(
Qui parle d’une bague et d’un c(ur que l’on brise

Oh l’automne, l’automne ( fait mourir l’Et(
Dans le brouillard s’en vont deux silhouettes grises.

4. Saltimbanques  (À Louis Dumur)

Dans la plaine les baladins

S’(loignent au long des jardins

Devant l’huis des auberges grises 

Par les villages sans (glises

Et les enfants s’en vont devant 

Les autres suivent en r(vent 

Chaque arbre fruitier se r(signe

Quand de tr(s loin il lui font segne

Ils ont des poids ronds ou carr(s

Des tambours des cerceaux dor(s

L’ours et le singe animaux sages

At the Santé

How slowly time passes

As a funeral passes

You will regret this hour of tears

It will leave only too soon

Like all other hours

Clotilde

Anemones and buttercups

Bloom in that garden

Where grief slumbers

Between love and disdain

Our shades too wander there

Until the night dispel them

And the sun vanish

That made them somber

Gods of spring water

Unbind their streaming hair

Pass for you must follow

That fair shadow you desire

Autumn

Through mist a knock-kneed peasant and his

Bullock slowly pass through mist of autumn

That veils shabby villages

And as he goes his way the peasant hums

A song of love and faithlessness

That tells of a ring and a breaking heart

Autumn autumn has brought on summer’s death

Through mist pass two gray silhouettes

The Circus People (To Louis Dumur)
Across the plain the circus people

Withdraw past garden walls

In front of the doorways of grey inns

Through villages without steeples

The children lead the way and

The others follow dreamily

Each fruit tree feels resigned to see

Them wave and point from far away

They have weights both square and round

And drums and gold hoops

The bear and the monkey very polite

5. L’Adieu
J’ai cueilli ce brin de bruy(re

L’automne est morte souviens t’en

Nous ne nous verrons plus sur terre

Odeur du temps brin de bruy(re

Et souviens toi que je t’attends.

The Farewell

I picked this spray of heather

Autumn is dead      remember

Never more on earth we two together

Breath of time       spray of heather

Remember I wait for you

6. Les Cloches
Mon beau tzigane mon amant 

Écoute les cloches qui sonnent 

Nous nous aimions (perd(ment

Croyant n’(tre vus de personne

Mais nous (tions bien mal cach(s

Toutes les cloches ( la ronde

Nous ont vu du haut des clochers

Et le dissent ( tout le monde

Demain Cyprien et Henri

Marie Ursule et Catherine

La boulang(re et son mari

Et puis Gertrude ma cousine

Souriront quand je passerai

Je ne saurai plus o( me mettre

Tu seras loin --- je pleurerai

J’en mourrai peut-(tre

Mon beau tzigane mon amant 

Ecoute les cloches qui sonnent.

The Bells

My handsome gypsy, my love

Listen to the bells ringing

We made love desperately

Believing we were seen by no one.

But we hid ourselves poorly

All of the bells around

Saw us from their belfries

And are telling everyone.

Tomorrow Cyprien and Henri,

Mary Ursula and Catherine

The bakeress and her husband

An then Gertrude my cousin.

Will smile when I pass

I won’t know where to go.

You will be far away --- I’ll be crying

I’ll die of love perhaps.

My handsome gypsy, my love

Listen to the bells ringing.

Translations by Anne Hyde Greet

Pour une amie perdue (Edmond Borsent)

J’ai fait pour t’oublier tout ce que je pouvais.

C’est fini, c’est fini . . . Je serais vainqueur

Si je n’entendais pas,  Si je n’entendais plus

Le son charmant qu’avait ta petite voix 

   dans mon c(ur.

For a lost friend

I have tried to forget you all that I can.

It is finished, it is over . . . I am vicotious

Supposing I don’t hear, If I no longer hear 

Her charming small voice that I have 

   in my heart.

Fantasio (Andr( Bellessort)

La mort t’ayant surpris en travesty de bal, 

Pauvre Fantasio, de folles jeunes filles 

Te firent un linceul de leurs blanches mantilles,

Et tu fus enterr( le soir du carnaval, Pauvre Fantasio.

Sous un l(ger brouillard du ciel occidental

Le mardigras fol(tre (parpillait ses trilles.

Et ton glas voltigeant sur de lointains quadrilles

D(tachait dans la nuit ses notes de crystal.

Fantasio

When Death surprised you at the masked ball,

Poor Fantasio,  love-crazed young girls

Made you a shroud of their white mantillas,

And you were buried that carnival evening.

Under a light mist of the western sky,

Blithe Shrove Tuesday scattered its trills.

And your knell, flitting across distant quadrilles,

Loosed on the night its crystal notes.

Adversity (Arthur Macy)

A soft eye’s drooping lid,

A witching face,

A snowy breast half hid,

A bit of lace,

Dear lips that sweetly smile

A dream of bliss,

And I, alone exile

Without a kiss.

Green Grows the Willow  (Hamilton A(d()

O I love my love the best,

Green grows the willow,

With the gold cross on her breast

Lying down to take her rest, 

On her green turf pillow.

Calm she looks nor shy nor bold,

Green grows the willow,

When mine eyes pierce the green mould

Where she lies in white robes stoled

On her green turf pillow.

Calm she looks and very fair,

Green grows the willow,

With the grass roots in her hair

O my love is constant there

On her green turf pillow.

False was she that now is kind,

Green grows the willow,

Blows it east or western wind

Nothing now can change her mind

On her green turf pillow.

Living we were sundered wide,

Green grows the willow,

Dead shall nothing us divide

When we two sleep side by side

On our green turf pillow.

The Stranger-Man (Arthur Macy)

Now what is this my daughter dear, 

Upon they cheek so fair?

‘Tis but a kiss, my mother dear, 

Kind fortune sent it there;

It was a courteous stranger-man

That gave it unto me,

And it is passing red,

Because it was the last of three.

A kiss, indeed, my daughter dear!

I marvel in surprise!

Such conduct with a stranger-man, 

I fear me, was not wise.

Me thought the same my mother dear,

And so at three forbore,

Although the courteous stranger-man 

Vowed he had many more. 

Now prithee, daughter, quickly go 

And bring the stranger here,

And bid him hie and bid him fly

To me, my daughter dear;

For times be very, very hard,

And blessings eke so rare,

I fain would meet a stranger-man

That hath a kiss to spare.

St. Agnes Morning (Maxwell Anderson)

Between the dawn and the sun’s rising 

She could not sleep, so the blood stirred in her.

She could not sleep, and in the cold morning 

woke with the white curtain’s stir.

Between the dawn and the river’s flowing

She folded a curtain toward the sea

And, bending, lifted silks together

In the cold dubiously

In the cold air---pulsing the curtain

She lifted silk; and let them fall.

In the wind she bent above them

Hearing their rustling musical.

Between the dawn and the silver morning

She could not sleep, so the blood dinned,

With the river’s silver and the sea’s silence

And the wind.

Valentine to Sherwood Anderson (Gertrude Stein)

If you hear her snore 

it is not before you love her.

You love her so that to be her beau 

is very lovely.

She is sweetly there 

and her curly hair is very lovely.

She is my tender sweet 

her little feet are stretched out 

which is a treat and very lovely.

Her little nose is between her little eyes 

which close and are very lovely.

She is very lovely and mine 

which is very lovely.
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