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MAILDOROR

(LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR)

1

May it please Heaven that the reader, emboldened
and become of a sudden momentarily ferocious
like what he is reading, may trace in safety his
pathway through the desolate morass of these

loomy and poisonous pages. For unless heisable to

ring to his reading a rigorous logic and a spiritual
tension equal at least to his distrust, the deadly
emanations of this book will imbibe his soul as
sugar absorbs water,

t would not be well that all men should read
the pages that are to follow; a few only may savor
their bitter fruit without danger, So, timid soul,
before penetrating further into such uncharted
lands, set your feet the other way. Listen well to
what I tell you: set your feet the other way like
the eyes of a son who lowers his gaze respectfully
before the august countenance of his mother; or
rather, like a wedge of flying, caldmzrcmbling
cranes which in the winter nme, with much medi-
tation, fly powerfully through the silence, full sail,
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tmyards a prederermined point ; i

which of a sudden springls) a tsl:x?ntgl: ?:rgﬁonvfg?,
adyanceguard of the tempest. The oldcstg cran
solitary pt_!ur, sh.akes her head like 2 reasonin Y
soré on seeing thjs and raises a clagter with herg bI:ll.;
her old balf ek i ber place), whie

ck whose i

measured three generations of cm%eset:xtlgt:zrlsat:saﬁ
UTHtation as she gives warning of the approach-

Ing storm. After having gazed calmi
a.l_Fsldes with her wise plg?;&s, this gr:l:) :;Ia;l;ez f?)t;

to repel the enemy which threate i

((:leftlg' puts about the point of the ;:otzgigi:uﬁgagl:
! }{)33 a%s 1t 15 a triangle, but one cannot see the
h side formed in space by these curious birds
o passage) cither to port or starboard like a skil-

full captain; and maneuvering with wings that

k0

Reader, it is perchance b
\ atred that
;1{3;; g:)c ;gv;::kc ar !:he beginning of 3'13‘; zg:}lg
» U Know that you would not it up,
lapped around with limitless sensationos osll':l ;g;;u‘;g’
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as much as you want of it, snuff it up through your
wide, thin, prideful nostrils, turning up your stom-
ach like a shark in the fine dark air as if you under-
stood the importance of the action no less than the
importance of your legitimate appetite as you in-
hale the ruddy emanations? I assure you the savor
will rejoice those two malformed holes in your
hideous snour, O monster, if beforehand you
breathe in three thousand times the accursed con-
sciousness of the Eternal! Your nostrils, which
will be enormously dilated with ineffable content,
with motionless ecstacy, will demand nothing
better of space, no sweeter perfume, no finer
incense: for they will be sated with a com¥letc
happiness like unto the angels which peacetully
and magnificently inhabit the pleasant heavens.

w

In a few lines I shall establish how Maldoror was
virtuous during his first years, virtuous and happy.
Later he became aware that he was born ewil.
Strange fatality! He concealed his character as best
he could for many years; but in the end, because
such concentration was unnatural to him, every
day the blood would mount to his head until the
strain reached a point where he could no longer
bear to live such a life and he gave himself over res-
olutely to a career of evil . . . sweet atmosphere!
Who could have realized that whenever he em-
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braced a young child with rosy cheeks he longed

to slice off those cheeks with a
. razor,
'l;ave done it many times had he notli):;zdrl;:tr‘:?nuég
Zo (t:h&;’ t;mught of iustice with her lo funereal
\ 101 of punishments, He was -
owledged the truth and aduﬁttec? Zh;ir‘hte;:s

evil should f i i
statedthisbcfgrrg.l an alliance with good. I have

w

There are those who write to ga;
of hrinen.by' Inventing noble semimge;lg: f)l;ed‘:s%c
Wwhich indeed thgy may even possess, As for maff
use my genius to depict the delights of cruelty! No
goamg Joys these, nor are they false, bur they were
m with Man and will die with him, May not

gxle not possess genius? The proof of this yox; WIK

my u i3 y

o dic;!um%ume: 1t seemed to me that my hair was
c:mc:asﬁ sgn gndx;ny gcajp, but it is nothing, for I
He plm 59 1t down acfam with my hand.
o INging now does not claim thar his

&S are new. On the contrary, he is proud in the
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knowledge that all the loi;t[vl' and wicked thoughts
of his hero reside within all men.

W

All my life I have seen narrow-shouldered man,
without exception, perform innumerable stupid
actions, brutalize his fellows and poison minds by
every conceivable means. The motivation of such
behavior he calls, ‘Glory.” Seeing these things
I have desired to laugh with the others, but
this strange imitation was impossible for me. I have
taken 2 pocket-knife and severed the flesh at the

t where the lips come together. For a moment
I thought to have accomplished my end. I looked
into a mirror and inspected the mouth I had delib-
erately butchered. It was a mistake! The blood
falling copiously from the two wounds made it im-
possible to distinguish whether this was really the
laughter of other men. But after several minutes of
comparison [ could see clearly thar my smile in no
way resembled human laughter: in other words, 1
was not laughing,

I have seen men, men of hideous aspect with ter-
rible eyes set deep in their skulls, transcend the
hardness of rock, the rigidity of cast steel, the eru-
elty of sharks, the insolence of youth, the insensate
rage of criminals, the treachery of hypocrites, the
most outlandish clowns, the force of character of
priests, the most introverted beings, and creatures
colder than earth or heaven.

[5]
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The moralist wearies of secking their hearts and
of bringing down upon them the implacable wrath
from on high.

I have seen them all together, now with a power-
ful fist raised towards heaven like that of a child
already defying its mother, probably inspired by
some sprite from hell, their eyes filled with a re-
morse at once burning and hateful, in glacial si-
lence, daring not to unleash the mighty and evil
meditations that they harbor in their breasts, so
pregnant are they with injustice and horror, sad-
dening with compassion the God of mercy.

And I have seen them at every moment of the
day from infancy to old age, while scattering about
them the most unbelievab%e insensate curses against
everything breathing, against themselves and
against Providence, prostitute women and children
and dishonor those parts of the body consecrated
to modesty.

Then the oceans rise up and drag down the ships
into their depths; hurricanes and earthquakes de-
stroy buildings; plagues and divers sicknesses deci-
mate the praying families. But men are not aware
of all this, [ have seen them also blushing and paling
with shame for their conduct on earth: this rarely.

Tempests, sisters of hurricanes; blue firmament,
whose beauty I do not admit; hypocritical sea, im-
age of my heart; mysterious-bosomed earth; dwell-
ers upon other planets; vast universe; God, who
created it all magnificently, it is you whom I in-
voke: show me a good man! But let your grace

[6]
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the
i nfold my natural strength, for at
sxu‘lgc}rx:?fes\if:h :1) mons%erl might die of astonishment.

One dies for less.
w

hould let one’s fingernails grow for fifteen
da)?s?g, how sweet it is tg snatch some child bru-
tally from his bed, a child who has nothing as yet
upon his upper lip, and, wide-eyed, to make a pre-
tence of passing your hand smo:ath_lg;ver his br:lw,
brushing back his beaudful‘ hair! Then, suddel Y,
when he is least expecting it, to plunge your ‘ong
nails deep into his soft breast in such a maml!;r as
not to destroy life; for should he die you w'uk l:tc:t
later enjoy his sufferings. Then you dng : ;
blood, passing your tongue over the wounds; an
during this time, which should last as long as fit:ﬁ-
nity lasts, the child weeps. There is nothing so de -
cious as his blood, extracted in the manner 1 have
described, and still warm, unless it be his tears,
itter as salt.
bltlt'lean, have you ever tasted your own blood when
by accident you have cut your finges? How gltlnod
it is, for it is tasteless! Moreover, do you reco ect
how on a certain day amid your sorrowful me,dxt?f
tions you raised your cupped hand to your sick %
tear-wet face, and then how inevitably your mmlltd
sucked up the tears from that goblet that tremble
like the teeth of a schoolboy as he glances at him
who was born to oppress him? How good they
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were, for they taste of vinegar! One might call
them the tears of the greatest ﬁ)vcr among women,
but the child’s tears are more pleasant to the palate.
The child will not deceive you, knowing nothing
yet of evil, The greatest lover among women
would betray you sooner or later . . . I divine this
by analogy since I am ignorant of what friendship
and love are (itis probable that I shall never accept
them, at least from the human race).

Well, then: since your own bloed and your own
tears do not disgust you, be nourished with confi-
dence upon the blood and the tears of the child.
Bind his eyes while you are rending his palpitating
flesh; and having listened for hours to his sublime
outcries which resemble the piercing shrieks tom
from the throats of the dying wounded on a battle-
field, rush away from him like an avalanche; then
return in haste and precend to be coming to his
assistance. You will unbind his hands with their
swollen nerves and veins, then restore sight to his
wild eyes, and you will again begin to lap up his
tears and his blood. How real a thing, then, is
repentance! The divine spark that dwells within
us and shows itself so rarely appears: too late!
How your heart overflows with joy that you are
able to console the innocent whom someone has
hurt!

“Child, who have suffered such cruel pain: who
could have perpetrated such a crime upon you, a
crime for which I can find no name! Wretched in-
fant, how you must have suffered! And if your

[#8]
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other knew of it she would ?e no nearer to deatb
K(nso greatly dreaded by the guilty) thanIam :;t this
moment. Alas! What is good and what is evil? Are
they one and the same thing, by which we savaggiy
bear witness to our impotence and our passion
to attain the infinite, even by the most insensate
means? Or are they two different things? Y_'es e
they had better be one and the same, for if they
are not what will become of me on the Day of
Jud(: ri?f!?tf}:)rgiw me! It is he who now contem-
lates your noble and sacred countenance who
Eroke your bones and tore the flesh tha,t 'hangs fmu}x
our body. Was it a delirium of my axlu}g reason:
{)Vas it a secret instinct, unrelated to judgment,
like that of an eagle rending its prey, that forced
me to commit this crime? And yet I too suffered as
much as did my victim! Child, forgive me! Once
Tam rid of this transitory life I want us to be joined
together through eternity, to form one inseparable
being, my mouth pressed forever upon your
mouth. Even in this wise my punishment will not
be complete. You shall rend my flesh unceasingly
with teeth and nails. I shall deck my body with
scented garlands for this expiatory holocaust,
and we shall suffer together, you from rending me
and I from being tom . . . my mouth resscd‘for-
ever upon your moutb. O child, O golden-haired,
gentle-cyed child, will you do as I counsel yog
now? In spite of yourself I wanﬁ you to do it, an
you will soothe my conscience.

(9]
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. Having spoken thus you will at once have done
jury to 2 human being and be loved by that same
being: this is the greatest happiness the mind can
conceive,
Later you can take the child to a hospi
the cripple will be unable to earn hxs(;fgeli-llx’oﬁgr
They will call you a good man and wreaths of
laurel and medals of gold will hide your naked
feet. O you whose name I will not inscribe upon
this paF¢ which is dedicated to the sanctity of
crime, | know that your pardon will be as all-em-
bracing as the universe. But I: Tstill exist!

w

I have made a pact with prostitution in ord
sow disorder among famiiieg. Iremember tﬁi ni;;ct)
g:t ;::recabdeldhthls ‘;iangerous alliance. I saw before
atomb, I heard a glowworm, |
Saying tome: g orm, large as a house,
1 will be your light. Read the inscription, It is
not grom me whence comes this supreme com-
man .”

{& vast bloodred radiance at the a earance of

which my j;}m chattered and my arnfs;}cll pov?re(r)-

%:)cs ri;?) m)Ir lsxdf:s,ds;‘:u"e:ad out through the air to the
n. 1 leaned against a ruined wall, f,

myself falling, and I read: weh for Ltele

“Here lies a child who dj d i
know why. Pray not for him?” consumpive: You

[10]
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Many men perhaps would not have had my
courage. Meanwhile a naked and beautiful woman
came and lay down at my feet. Sad-faced, I said to
her:

“You may arise.”

I offered her the hand with which a fratricide
disembowels his sister. The glowworm said to me:

“You: take a stone and her.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Beware,” he said to me, “you are the weaker
for I am the stronger. This woman is called
Prostitution.”

Tears rushed to my eyes, rage to my heart, and
I felt an unknown power born within me. I seized
a great rock and after a struggle raised it barely to

the level of my breast. I balanced it upon my shoul-
der. I climbed to the summit of a mountain: thence,
I crushed the glowworm. Its head was forced into
the earth to the height of a man; the stone bounded
into the air as high as six churches and fell into 2
lake the waters of which momentarily sank, whirl-
ing, hollowing into an immense inverted cone.
Then the confusion subsided, the bloody glare was
1o more.

“Alas, alas!” shricked the naked and beautiful
woman, “what have you done?”

“I prefer you to him,” I replied, “because I
pit tﬁe unfortunate. It is not your fault that eter-
nal justice created you.”

“Some day,” she said, “men will render me jus-
tice. I will say no more. Let me go and conceal my

[ 1]
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infinite sorrow at the bottom of the sea. Onl
and the loathsome monsters that haunt ytﬂg;:
murky depths, do not despise me. You are good
Farewell, you who have loved me!” .
AndI:
“Farewell, again farewell! I shall |
waly 5. F;Om t}? ay I abandon virtue!” ove you sk
t is for this reason, O peoples of the earth
that when you shall hear the winter wind sighing'
over the sea and along its shores, or across the great
?mw which long ago were decked in mournin
5:; :rne, or through the icy polar regions, you shaﬁ
“That is not the spirit of God passing. It i
; : assing. It is onl
the bitter sigh of Ig'ostitution xginglcd witho?h{
solemn groans of the Montevidean.”
_Children, it isI who tell you this. And so, full of
pity, fall upon your knees; and let mankind,

more numerous than lice, offer up long prayers

w

By moonlight in lonely places near the sea w
you are plunged in bitter{‘;'eﬂections you see t};::a[:
?veryﬂ}m assumes a yellowish appearance, vague
antastic. The tree-shadows, now swift now s ow‘
chase hither and yon as they flatten themselves
against the earth. Long ago when I was borne
upon the wings of youth this seemed strange to me

[12]
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and made me dream; now Iam used to it. The wind
murmurs its langorous strain through the leaves
and the owl intones his sad complaint while the
hair of those who hear stands on end.

Then infuriated dogs snap their chains and es-
cape from distant farms; they rush through the
countryside, here, there and everywhere, in the
grip o madness. Suddenly they stop, turn their
fiery eyes in all direcrions, savagely uneasy, an
as elephants in the desert before dying cast one
Jast glance towards heaven, desperately lifting their
trunks, their ears hanging limp, so the dogs’ ears
droop and they raise their heads: their necks swell
horribly and one by une they commence to howl,
like a child crying from hunger, or 2 cat wounded
in the stomach up on the roof, or 2 woman about
to be delivered of a child, or a plague victim dying
ix:1 the hospital, or a young girl singing a divine mel-
ody.

the dogs howl at the northern stars, at the
eastern stars, at the southern stars, at the western
stars; at the moon; at the mountains which at a
distance resemble giant rocks reclining in the shad-
ows; at the keen air they breathe in deep lun fuls,
burning and reddening their nostrils; at the silence
of the night; at an owl, whose slanting flight
brushes the dogs’ muzzles as it wings swiftly onits
way carryingaratora frog in its beak, living food,
sweet morsel for the fledglings; at the hares that
vanish in the wink of an eye; at the robber who is
galloping away on his horse after his crime has
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been done; at the snakes, rustling in the bri
making the dogs’ flesh creep and %heir teethréarli.::
::; their own bowlmgs, which scare themselves; at’
the.to'ads which they crush with a single snap of
eir jaws (why are these toads so far from the
}:namhes?’ ); at the trees whose gently-cradled
eaves are so many mysteries that the dogs cannot
understzgnd, ghat they would penetrate with their
steady, intelligent eyes; at the spiders suspended
between their own legs, who climb the trees to es-
cape; at the crows who have found nothing to eat
all day and return to their nests with weary wings;
at the rocks on the shore; at the lights on the masts
of invisible vessels; at the heavy sound of the sea;
at the great fish, which as they swim reveal their

black backs before plunging agatn i
and at Man who m:?k&s gllavges %?11:101?:12;? depehs;

After all this they scamper over the countrysi
again, leaping with their bleeding feet over dﬁt
and pathways, fields, pastures and steep rocks.
You would think they were mad with rabies and
m?km%iox’ne vast pond in which to assuage their
thirst. Their endless howling horrifies nature. Alas
?ilil the wayfarer! These friends of the cemeteries
2 fling themselves upon him, tear him to pieces,
d::vour with their blood-dripping jaws; for

e dogs have sharp teeth, Wild animals, not darin
to invite themselves to share this feast of ﬁeshg
gasten trembling away. After many hours the

ogs, weary of racing hither and yon, almost ex-
piring, their tongues lolling out of their mouths,

[14]
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throw themselves upon one another, not knowing
what they are doing, and tear one another into a
thousand pieces with incredible rapidity. They do
not behave thus from cruelty. One day my mother,
her eyes glassy-looking, said to me:

“When you are in bed and you hear the howling
of the dogsin the fields, hide yourself beneath your
blankers, don’t make a jest of what they are doing:
they have the insatiable thirst for the infinite, ke
you, like me, like the rest of us human beings with
our long, Pale faces. I will even permit ?'ou to stand
at the window and see this spectacle, which is
rather magnificent.”

Since that time I have respected the dead
woman’s wish. I, even as the dogs, feel a yearning
for the infinite . . . I cannot, I cannot satisfy that
hunger! Tam the son of a man and a woman, from
what they tell me. This astounds me . . . [ had
chought to be more than this! Yet what difference
does it make whence I come? For my part, if it had
been left to me I would much rather havebeen the
son of a female shark, whose hunger is the friend of
the tempest; and of a tiger, whose cruelty is ac-

knowledged: 1 would be less evil.

You who now are gazing u@n me: stand back,
for my breath exhales poison. No one yet has seen
the green furrows in my forehead, nor the pro-
truding bones of my emaciated face, resemblin
the bones of some great fish, or the rocks whic
cover the scashore, or the rugged Alpine moun-
tains which I climbed often when my hair was of
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a different color. And when I wander with b
* . 13 u a
:jngweycs‘and hair whipped by tempestuous ng;
urmig mghts of storm, onely as a stone in the mid.
dle of the road, around the habitations of men, I
cover my blighted face with a bit of velvet black as
the soot thar coats the chimney, No eyesmay dwell
upon the ugliness thar the Creator, with a grin of
pagem hatred, has afflicted upon me. g
Very morning, when the sun pises fo 3
spreading joy and wholesome wanmhr(:;tc};re;i
:ivherg I crouch In my beloved cave in a state of
espair that intoxicates me like wine: | stare into
the ‘shadowx wastes of space and [ tear my breast
to ribbons with my strong hands. Yet I do not f;:el
overcome with rage! And I do not fee] that [
am suﬁermg‘ alone! But I do feel thar | am
breatfungi Like 2 condemned man trying his
muscles while reflecting upon their destiny, know-
ing that he is about to mount the scaffold, T stand
upright on my straw paller, my eyes closed and I
turn my head slowly from right to left, from lef
(tio right, for whole hours on end. I do not fall stone
ead. From time to time, when my neck cannot
f:ontxnuc to turn farther in one direction, when it
sltops to return in the opposite direction, I look
? harply towards the horizon, pﬁering rhm‘ugh the
ew spaces left by the bushes covering the entrance
to my cave, [ see nothing! Nothing .. . unless it be
ﬁf‘flds‘ whirling with trees and long files of birds
winging through the air. All this disturbs my blood
and my brain. ., . Who is it beating upon my head

[ 6]
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with a bar of iron like 2 hammer beating upon an
anvi]?

I propose to proclaim in a loud voice and with-
out emotion the cold and grave chant that you are
about to hear. Consider carefully what it contains
and guard yourself against the painful impression
it cannot fail to leave like a Y)light upon your
troubled imaginings. Do not believe that I am on
the point of death for I am not yet a skeleton and
old age does not rest upon my brow. Consequently
let us reject any idea of comparing me with a swan
at the moment when its life is about to take wing;
and see before you nothing but a monster whose
face, I am happy to say, is hidden from you. Yet
this face is less horrible than the soul, and neverthe-
less [ am no criminal. . . . But enough of that.

Not long ago 1 saw the sea once again and trod
upon the bridges of ships; my memories of it are
as lively as if it had all happened yesterday. If you
are able, however, be as calm as I am as you read
what is to follow (for already I regret offering it
to you) and do not blush for the human heart,

O octopus of the silky glance! You whose soul
is inseparable from mine; you, the most beautiful
creature upon the terrestrial globe; you, chiefrain
of a seragho of four hundred sucking-cups; you,
in whom are nobly enthroned as though in their
natural habitat, by a common agreement and with
an indestructible bond, the divine graces and the
sweet virtue of communication: wf%y are you not
with me, your belly of quicksilver pressed to my

[ 17]
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breast of aluminum, the i
» the two of us sitei -
éghether upon 2 rock by the shore as we cggt::] erel;o
¢ spectacle I adore! P
cient ocean, crystal-waved
sdc:m;what those bluish marks that Z:: s::Sse‘r]n v
N e battered backs of cabin-boys; you are v <
c:;t:)se inflicted uion the body of earth: [ love tl:i:
o Sag;:;mtlﬁ :}:;‘ gehfth;t ii‘ght of you a long breath
€ the murmur of
lblam_d zephyr passes over the deeply (:ng:)c?jr s(::;!n
nt:aemng‘ mef:;;‘eable scars, and you recall to the
onies of those who love you, th
::Lt d\ﬁx'zs aware of it, the Zm‘:i’e o;%gigstl;?yma::
ma:?x i nel‘lrz lr.n:;de the acquaintance of the sorrow
Soae b eserted him. I salute you, ancient
Ancient ocean i
) » your harmonious sph joic~
Ing the grave countenance of geomstl: etc;crxflli(:gs
snel;x g;g‘ m;:}::h of fm:l:n’s litdle eyes, in :{t;’mess re
;7.8 those of the boar and those of igh-
bird in the circular perfection of their -, E'C
Vet man e irct htphfm ecl?on of their contour,
: beautifu] thr
the centuries. As for me Ise e belies
the ct . » 1 presume that he belj
ll::)thxswg}cauty only from pride, but thae hi,v?:
Do rd y beaunfng and that he suspects this, for
fe}lzw:x)fxi x?e cp;:tempiate the countenance of his
e ocean‘?qt so much scorn? I salyte you,
Ancient ocean,
you are the symbol of identity-
:h::y: equal to yourself, Esssey;xrgal(l)yo)fr;geﬁtelz;
8¢, and if your waves are somewhere lashed
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into fury, elsewhere they are stilled in the most
complete peace. You are not like men, who linger
in the street to watch two bulldogs tearing at each
other’s throats but who hurry on when a funeral

; who in the morning may be reasonable and
n the evening evil-tempered; who laugh today
and weep tomorrow. I salute you, ancient ocean!

Ancient ocean, it might not be impossible that
you conceal within your bosom future utilities for
man. You have already given him the whale. You
do not willingly yield up the thousand secrets of
your intimate organism to the hugx/lgry eyes of the
natural sciences: you are modest, Man praises him-
self constantly, and for what trifles! 1 salute you,
ancient ocean!

Ancient ocean, the different species of fish that
you nourish have not sworn brotherhood among
themselves., Each species lives in its own place.
The varying temperaments and conformations of
each one explain satisfactorily what appears at first
to be an anomaly. So it is with Man, who has not
the same motives to excuse him. If a piece of land
isinhabited by thirty million humans, these believe
that they are forced to stand aloof from the exis-
tence of their neighbors who are rooted in an adja-
cent piece of land. To descend from the general
to the particular, each man lives like a savage in his
lair, rarely coming forth to visit his fellows simi-

larly crouching in another den. The great univer-
sal ¥amily of human beings is a Utopia worthy of
the meanest logic. Furthermore, from the spectacle
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of your fruitful breasts the idea of ingratitude
is suggested, for we think of those innumerable
gz;a?;s ?ngmtgft:l_mough to the Creator to aban-
efruito {uni
don the fruit o eir wretched unions, [ salute you,
Ancient ocean, your material vastness may be
compared only with the active natural force)ihat
was necessary to beget your total mass. A glance is
not'suﬁimcnt to encompass you. To cnviigm our
entirety the sight must revolve its tf:lcs;mpeyin a
tc;:nt!llnupus movement towards the four points of
soﬁevesozﬁo:, just as a mathem;}tician }vhen he re-
sove bquanon must examine various possible
ons ‘efore artacking the problem. Man de-
}r;)uts ;xﬁxtnnvc substances and, in order to appear
L:! nd}! es other efforts worthy of a better cause,
L estx ! eBbeloved I?uﬂfrog inflate itself to its heart's
s Ei‘.:, Be calgl: it will never equal you in size. At
" suppose not. I salute you, ancient ocean.
o é:;gg:l o:ﬁan, your waters are bitter. The
critics upe Xth € f-si';a]rms flavor as the gall distilled by
Gruics upon e fine arts, ths: sciences, upon all. If
= idi;:t ped e a man of genius they make him out
an i cahedwr[r}]}e;mc should have a beauriful body
ot man} i( tﬁ?ug hunchchk. Indeed, it must
quarters of w?leicfh isnlé?gggfeﬁtlons S;r_ongly (e
quarters rich, inc ally, are his own fault)
ocea;lgnmze himself thus! I salute you, ancient
thgrnzz?}tl c:lcean, men, despite t'he excellence of
ods and assisted by scientific means of
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investigation, have not yet succeeded in plumbing
the dizzy depths of your abyss. You have pro-
fundities that the longest an heaviest soundings
have recagﬂized inaccessible. To do so i gramed
to fish, but not to mankind, I have often asked my-
self which is the easier to recognize: the depth of
the ocean or the depth of the human heart! Often
as 1 stand watching the ships, my hand to my brow
while the moon swings askew berween the masts,
1 have surpriscd myself, blind 10 ew:rything but
the goal I was ursuing, trying to solve this diffi-
cult problem! Yes, which is the deeper, the more
inpenetrable of the two: the ocean or the human
heart? If thirty years experience of life can to a
certain degree swing the balance in favor of one
or the other of these solurions, I should be allowed
1o assert that, despite the depth of the ocean it
cannot touch, in a comparison on these grounds,
the depth of the human heart. I have known
men who were Virtuous, They died at sixty
and the world never failed to exclaim: “They did
ood on this earth. That is to say, they practised
charity, thatisall. They werenot wicked. Anyone
could do as much,” Who may understand why two
lovers who idolized one another the night before
will quarrei over a single misunderstood word and
fee on the wings of hatred to opposite points of
the compass, full of love and remorse yet refusing
to see one another, each cloaked in lonely pride?
This is a miracle that occurs daily and is none the
less miraculous for that. Who may comprehend
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why we delig

ight not only in the gen i

o (:ls ds(:i;v xlllxﬂanklnd but als.o those gof Zr:lr l;;sat;(;:;

Hom 3 Wt le atf the same time we suffer for them?

o, 2 & urrefutable egnfmi)le to terminate tht.t

Series, an says hypognnca ly, yes; and thinks
+ Thus it is that the wild boars of s, T iKS:

cient ocean, you are
; SO powerf;
have learned this ;¢ their owg expcnuslethf: vain
. In vain

iey have employed al] the resources of thejr ge.

!?;% fuﬁzi ::121:31: @encﬁt of railroads to find our
oing, i ill

r!:]ow they themselves ai ?i?)gu;oﬁa? anrt:'x T
ore intelligent than ¢he ocean.” This isY;.osinb:;?

n r SS .

¢ X: an. No i
's necessary. That patriarchg] obscwgi'?(::{:?i:’nlf
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of the first h of our suspended globe,
Ps:milme?pityingly wﬁggche contempig:w thcgmval
battles of natons. Here are a hundred leviathans
issued from the hands of humanity. The sharp
commands of the officers, the shricks of the
wounded, the blasts of cannon, all this is a hulla-
baloo purposely created to kill a few seconds of
time. It appears that the drama is over, that the
ocean has engulfed everything into its belly. Its
mouth is enormous. The ocean must be vast to-
wards the bottom, in the direction of the un-
known! Finally to crown the stupid farce, which
is not even interesting, some travel-weary stork
appears in the air and without interrupting its flight
cries out: “This displeases me! There were some
black dots down there. I closed my eyes and they
disappeared!” I salute you, ancient ocean!
Ancient ocean, O greatest of celibares, as you
wander amid the solemn solitudes of your quiet
kingdoms you are justly proud of {(mr native mag-
nificence and of the justifiable eulogies I am eager
to offer you. Volupruously cradled by the gentle
flow of your majestic deliberation, which is among
the greatest of the attributes bestowed upon you
by the sovereign power, gloomily, mysteriously
you unfold over your sublime surface your incom-
parable waves with the quiet sense of your eternal
strength. They follow one another in parallel lines,
each separated from the next by a brief distance.
Scarcely has one subsided than another swells to
replace it, to the a¢companiment of the melancholy
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sound of breaking foam, waming us that all is
foam, (So do human beings, those living waves, die
monotonously one after another; but they leave no
foamy music). Birds of passage rest upon the waves
confidently and abandon themselves to their mo-
tion, full of graceful pride, until the bones of their
wings have recovered their customary strength and
they continue their aerial pilgrimage. I would that
human majesty were but the mt%action of your
own. I ask much, and this sincere wish is a glo
for you. Your moral greatness, image of the ug
nite, is vast as the medirations of a philosopher, as

the love of a woman, as the heavenly beauty of a
bird, as the thoughts of 2 poet. You are more beau-
tiful than the night.

Tell me, ocean, will you be my brother? Roll
wildly . . . more wildly yet. .. if you would have
me compare you to the vengeance of God.

Spread out your livid claws and tear yourself
outa {)athway n rour own bosom . . . that is good.

Roll your appalling breakers, hideous ocean, un-
derstood by me alone, and before whose feet I fall
prostrate.

Man's majesty is borrowed; it shall not over-
come me. You, yes.

Oh, when you advance, your crest high and ter-
rible, surrounded by your tortuous coils as by a
royal court, magnetic and wild, rolling your waves
one upon the other full of the consciousness of
what you are; and when you fgivc: utterance from
the depths of your bosom as if you were suffering
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the pangs of some intense remorse whxchl Ihha:e
been unable to discover, to that perpegua tf-zm}i
roar so grcatly feared by men even when, e
blingon the shore, they contemplate yfm u: }iat st;y..
then I can perceivc that T do not pc:;ﬁwss g
i self your equal.
nal right to name myse o
Hc{fwc in the presence of your supcrwm;):al
would bestow upon you all my 1t?vcd({inc!rrtlt;1;(i ;} . gr
k is contained m spira-
know how much love is spira-
i : f you would not ma
tions towards beauty) 1 (
reflect sadly upon my fellow men, who fx;cr)iz ;Eﬁ
most ironical contrast to you, the mostr i:;n
antithesis that has ever been seen 1{1‘%?&0 " r curn
: f vOu. ¥
1 cannot love you,I deresty ydol fervt
rien
usandth time, to your if y
to you, for the the  your frie
hi ss my burning .
arms which part to ¢ares ing i
very contact extinguishing my fever! I kz}sxrgm
our secret destiny. All that concems youinte ests
me. Tell me whether you are the d\ycﬂmg@ ac
of ;he Prince of Darkness. T?il} me t}us, t(});:jcszn“;ﬁc;
; fear of distressing
cell me (me alone, for distr e
but illusion} whet
have yet known nmhmi * ' the
bmat?: of Satan creares; e écrr{rpcsts ?sittgf{‘r% Z :
v 5 uds, You m
salty waters up to the clo :
bcf:}:mse i shmﬁd love to know that hell is so close to
an.
mI desire that this should be t}ie lastl:rlerslc af ;{g;
e 1 re. | would salu
1 tion. So, Just once more, .
"z?gmgid you "farewell! Ancient ocean, cryaatgil
ivwed My eyes fill with copious tcarshanth
have not the strength to proceed. for [ feel thatthe
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moment is come to return among men with their
brutal aspect. But, courage! Let us make a great
effort, and accomplish dutifully our destiny on this
earth. I salute you, ancient ocean!

w

You will not see me at my last hour (I am writ-
ing this on my death-bed) surrounded with priests.
1 wish to die cradled upon the waves of the storm
sea or standing upon 2 mountain . . . my eyes di-
rected not upwards. I know that my annihilation
will be complete. Moreover, 1 shall expect no
mercy.

‘Who is opening the door of my death-chamber?
I said that no one should enter. Whoever you are,
leave me. But if you expect to distinguish any sign
of sorrow or fear on my hyena's face (I use this
comparison although the hyena is more beautiful
than I and more pleasant to look upon), be unde-
ceived. Let him draw near. It is a winter night, the
elements battle on all sides, and the child contem-
plates some crime against one of his playmates, if
he is as I was during my childhood.

The wind, whose wailing has saddened the race
of man since the beginning of man and of the
wind, carries me off over the world on the bones of
his wings, some moments before my last agony,
eager for my death. I shall again gloat secretly over
the innumerable examples of human wickedness (a
brother loves to watch unseen the actions of his
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ers). The eagle, the crow, the immortal peli-
Z;g:hthe)wﬂd duzﬁt, the wanc!enng crane, qwaﬁ-
ened shuddering with cqld, will see me pass in the
jare of lightning, a horrible and happy appantion.
hey will not understand what it means. On the
ground, the snake, the great eye of the toad, ke
tger, the elephant; in the sea, the whale, the shark,
the hammer-fish, the shapeless ray, tht; rusked figa-
lion, all will ask themselves what is this contra 1?11
tion of the laws of nature? Man, rrembling, w
whimper and bow his head to the ground. |
“Yes, I surpass you all in my inherent crue ty;i
cruelty the suppression of which does not depen
upon myself. Isit for this reason that you prostrate
yguma]yes before me thus? Or rather is It becwssi
you see me flying like a frightful comet—nove
phenumcnonwthrough tglaod—stmakad space? .
(A rain of bleod is falling from my mighty body
like the ebon cloud that heralds the hurricane).
“Fear naught, my children, 1 shall not curse you.
The evil you have done me is too great, and mg
eat is the harm I have done you, that it shoul
%fwc been involuntary. You have gone your way
and I have gone mine, both similar a_nd hoth ;xﬁfﬁ"
verse. Necessarily we must have metin that simili-
rude of character. The resultant shock has been
to both of us.” )
fat'aIl‘hen the people slowly raise their headsand, 1{;:—
ining their courage, stretch out their necks hke
enails to see who it is addressing them thus. Sug-
denly their burning, roting faces, displaying the
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most awful of passions, writhe in such grimaces
that wolves would fear them. All together they rise
like an immense spring. What curses! What shriek-
ing voices! They have recognized me. And now
the beasts of the earth unite with men and add their
weird bellowings. No more mutual hatred. The
two hatreds are turned against the common enemy,
myself. They come together with universal con-
sent. Supporting winds, raise me higher, for I fear
treachery. Yes, let us disappear little by little from
their eyes, utterly satisfied, witness once again of
the consequences of passion. My thanks, O Rbi-
nolophbus with your snout surmounted by a horse-
shoe-shaped crest, for having awakened me with
the motion of your wings.

I perceive now that actually it has all been 2
passing sickness and with disgust I feel myself re-
turning to life. Some say that you came to me to
suck out the drop of blood left in my body. Why
is this hypothesis not the reality?

w

A family is sitting around a lamp standing on a
table.

« y son, give me the scissors over there on the
chair.”

“They are not there, mother.”

“Then go and look for them in the other room.

Do you remember the time, dear master, when we
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o have a son in whom we should be
gzﬁe:gatin and who would be the prop of our old
’ ?‘:i remember, and God heard us. We have ha;il
nothing to complain of in our lot on th;s cc;:;;tm.
Fach day we bless Providence for her beneta on -
Our Edward possesses all the graces of his motaer.

“And the masculine qualicies of his fathcr;;

“Here are the scissors, mother. I found them at
last.” ]

ms to his work. But someon¢ has a

ch;dre:;uthe door and for a few moments r_gc
stranger watches the picture lying before his eyes.

“What does thisscene sxgmk)j:r? There exist ma:xg:
persons less happy than these are. What ar ment
do they give themselves to explain th?hris oeacew
life? Take ycmrseif off, Mal&omr,,’,from P
ful hearth! Your place is not here.

ne!
‘I:%edl(:zs’tglgmw why it should be, but I feel human

faculties at war inTr;‘ly heanl:. M}; soul is distressed,
7. The air is heavy.

ka}wifl::?tl?fé the same myself. I fear that some

ill-fortune will overtake us. Have faith in God; in

im i supreme hope.” .
Hl‘i‘:’viltgxgx F‘::g; haxdl)? breathe. My head pains

%
me. . . i
an
“You too, son! 1 will moisten your brow

your temples wilth vi’x,mgar.”
¢ ther dear. ) ]
Sﬁoﬁx he leans back in his chair, exhausted.
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“Something is going on inside me th

: ! tl

cxglgm Now the slightest thing upsets ?ne. et

et r:su; Ig:lle) ym; l;.ire! This evening will not end

L aneful e

mtloghe Tk of femn ai;?’nt plunges the three of us
ear in the dist i

most peigme, agm;?ce prolonged shrieks of the

::My son!”
“Oh, marhc{, Iam frightened!”
‘g;cll me quickly if you are in pain.”

. gther, Tam notin pain, I am not telling the

}‘he father cannot get over his astonishment
_“"Those are the cries we hear sometimes in .the
silence of starless nights. Although we can hear
these cries, whoever utters them is not near here for

itis ;éosm'ble to hear them three leagues
ried by the wind from one city to Enuoth?:‘,.a{ h(;a:;

£

before had the opportuni judging i
the o ty of judging its truth f
;?ysclf. Wife, you were speakinglgg misformn?:
a more mx} misfortune existed within the lon :
spiral of time it 1s the misfortune of whoever is now§
: hrbmg thﬁ slg;p of his fellowmen.”
ear in the dist i
m?‘sﬂmignmc agon;txce prolonged shrieks of the
caven grant that his birth be not a calamj
{)or his country, which has thrust hin: ‘f?oax;mg
Sgss:;m. He wanders from land to land, hated by all
ome say that he has been a victim of some speciai
d of madness since childhood. Others believe
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that he is of an extreme and instinctive cruelty, of
which he himself is ashamed, and that his parents
died of grief because of it. There are those who
maintain that in his youth he was branded with an
epithet and that he has been inconsolable for the
rest of his existence because his wounded dignity
perceives there a flagrant proof of the wickedness
of mankind, which manifests itself during their
carliest years and grows continually. This epithet
was The Vampire!

I hear in the distance prolonged shrieks of the
moskti‘gc»ignam agony.

“They add that night and day withour rest nor
respite horrible nightmares cause him to bleed
through the ears and mouth; and that ghosts sit at
the head of his bed and, driven despite themselves
by an unknown force, fling in his face, now softly,
now in tones like the roar of battle, and with im-
placable persistence, that loathsome and persistent
epithet, which will perish only when the universe
perishes. Some say that love brought him to this
state; or that his cries are the expression of remorse
for some crime, shrouded in the night of his mys-
terious past. But most think that he is tortured by
incommensurable pride, as Satan was, and that he
would like to be God’s equal.”

I hear in the distance prolonged shricks of the
most poignant agony.

“MF;r sg:f! thesg arZ very exceptional confidences.
Iam sorry that you should have heard them at your
age, and [ hope you will never imitate that man.”
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“Speak, Edward. Say that you will never imitate
that man.”

“O beloved mother, to whom I owe the light of
day, I promise, if the holy promise of a child has
any value, never to imitate that man.”

“Good, my son. You must obey your mother in
everything.”

The shrieks are heard no more.

“Wife, have you finished your work?”

“There are just a few more stitches to put in this
shirt, though we have stayed up very late.”

“I have not yet finished the chapter I began. Let
us take advantage of the last moments of the lamp,

for there is hardly any more oil, and each of us fin-
ish his work.”

The child cries out:

“If God spares us!”

“Radiant angel, come to me. You shall wander
among meadows from morning to night. You shall
do no work. My splendid palace is built with silver
walls, golden co{::mns, and diamond doorways.
You shall sleep when you will, to the strains of ce-
lestial music, and you need not say your prayers.
When in the morning the sun reveals his resplen-
dent rays and the joyous lark carries off her song
with her far into the distance, you may still remain
in bed until you are weary of rest, You shall walk
upon the most precious carpets; you shall be con-
stantly surrounded with an atmosphere composed

of the perfumed essences of the sweetest-smelling
flowers.”
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“It is time to repc;e tl']le body and the m]x:gi

ise, mother of my family, on your strong \€gs-
ﬁ?sslust that your s)t,iﬁenin)g’ fingers should releaﬁﬁ
the needle of overwork. Extremes are not good.

“Oh, how smooth will be your existence! I shall
give you a magic ring. When you twist the jewel
you will become invisible like the princes in the
fairy tales.” ] ‘
m‘%m your daily tools away 1m th,:: protective
closet, while I clear away my things.” N

“When you twist it back to its original position
you will reappear as nature fashioned you, O
young magician. This is because I love you and
hope to ma%ie you happy.” _ .

“Goaway, whoever you are. Do not seize me by

e shoulders.”
m‘*ﬁy son, do not fall asleep, cradled by the
dreams of childhood. The evening prayer has not
yet begun and your clothes are not yet carefully
folded upon a chair. On our knees! Eternal Creator
of the Universe, Thou showest Thine inexhaust-
ible goodness even in the smal!est 'thmgs.”

“Then you do not love the l_nmpld streams where
thousands of tiny fish are gliding, .red, blue an'd sil-
ver fish? You shall catch them with so l?egu_tlful a
net that it will attract them of itself ﬂur_ml it is full.
From the surface you shall see brilliant pebbles
more highly polished than magbleﬁ’ ‘

“Mother, see those claws. I distrust hm}. Bue m
conscience is clear for I have nothing with whic
to reproach myself.”
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“Thou seest us prostrate at Thy feet, overcome
with the sense of Ei’hy greatness, If some prideful
thought should insinuate itself into our imagina-
tions, we reject it at once with the spittle of disdain
and make unto Thee the irremissible sacrifice.”

“You will bathe there with young girls who will
embrace you in their arms. Then they will deck
you with roses and carnations. They will have
transparent butterfly wings and long waving
hair floating around the sweetness of their
brows.”

“Even though your palace be more beautiful
than crystal I shall not stir from this house to fol-
low you. I believe you are nothing but an imposteor,
for you speak to me so softly, fearing to be over-
heard. To abandon one’s parents is an ill deed. I
shall never be an ungrateful son. As for your young
girls,’ they are not so beautiful as my mother’s

es.”

“Our whole life is consecrated to the praise of
Thy glory. Such as we have been until this mo-
ment, so shall we be when we receive from Thee
the command to depart from this world.”

*They will obey your least whim and think only
of your pleasure. If you desire the ever-restless
birds, they will bring them to you. If you desire a
coach of snow to carry you to the sun in the twin-
kling of an eye, they will bring it to you. What will
they not bring you! They will even bring you the
stag-beetle, as tall as 2 tower and hidden by some-
one on the moon, to whose tail are suspended by
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silken threads birds of every species. Look to your-
. heed my advice!” '

sel‘f‘ﬁo 2: ;ou \):sth I shall not interrupt my pray-

ers to call for help. Even though your ody evapo-

rates when I try to thrust it aside, know that L have

f you.” .
no“flgzlf.;'ey'rhee nothing is great unless 1t be the

re heart.” )
ﬂagl';l?ifrfllcpt;]ver what I have told you or you will

m%‘rgc:;mnly Father, destroy the sorrows that may
descend upon our family."” o
“ will not go away, evil spint?
“grl;izr);:umy bclm;ged wiz‘. who has been the
jon of my despondency.’
wﬂss(i’:fc?;o% rc%,usc xglc. I sha{l make you sgrﬁam
and grind your teeth likea man whois hanged. "

% & nd this beloved son of mine, whose cbastc ps
have scarcely opened to the kisses of life’s morn-
H b id

“%Mother, he is choking me! angthc'{: save me! 1
‘er breathe! Your blessing!”

car}xn;ﬁl;lt:g:rcr; of irony rises up into the air. See

how the eagles fall from the highest clouds stupe-

-rerally blasted by the column of air. )
ﬁeﬁi}{litsglﬁaeagt beatsno ymore. And my wife has died

e moment as the fruit of her wom'nb —_
;il;il:‘xﬁ can no longer recogmze so greatly md?:
disfigured. My wife! My son! I remember 2
ant fime when 1 was husband and father,ﬂ: ti.

He told himself, before the scene that offere
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self to his eyes, that he would not support this in-
justice, If the power accorded him by the infernal
demons, or rather the power he draws out of him-

self, be effective, then before the night has passed
that child should be no more.

W

He who knows not how to weep (for he has
always repressed his suffering within himself)
happened to find himself in Norway. In the Faroe
Islands he took part in a search for the nests of sea-
birds among precipitous crevasses, and he was
amazed that the rope, three hundred metres in
length, which supports the explorer over the abyss,
was chosen for such great strength, He saw in this
a striking example of human goodness, and he
could not believe his eyes. Had it been he who had
prepared the rope he would have nicked it in vari-
ous places so that it would break and precipitate
the hunter into the sea!

One evening he visited a cemetery, and the
youths who find their pleasure in violating the
corpses of beautiful women recently dead could,
if they would, have overheard the following con-
versation that took place together with the scene
of action that will unfold at the same time.

“Grave-digger, would you not like to converse
with me? A sperm-whale raises itself gradually out
of the sea’s depths and shows its head above the
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water in order to sce the vessel that passes by this

solitary place. Curiosity was born with the uni-

“Friend, it is impossible for me to exchangail:lli;as
with you, The soft moonbeams have betin s tim%
down upon these marble rombs for a long me
now. It 1s the silent hour when more thanfor}e v
man being dreams he sees the apparition 0 vvt?mﬁd
loaded with chains, trailing their shm}xds, ‘cmmsgx d
with spots of blood as an ehony sky s wti S dic.
The sleeper cries out 1}ke one con c.mlr_m _ thrcé
until he awakens and discovers that reality (115 re
times worse than dream. I ought to finish xggx ig
this grave with my tireless spade that it may 5@,
readiness for tomorrow. To accumplmh an ymp
cant task one should not do two things at once. )
«He thinks that digging a grave is an importn
task! Do you ,‘E)elieve that digging 2 grave 1s an im-
ask? _
Of‘t\ﬁ\n"lt\;n the wild pelican re.s@lvc;:‘; o offgr his
breast to his children to devour, having for \mtﬁ
only him who was able to create so greata lca?e at
men were put t0 shame, although th-:; sz:cn ce be
great the action is undcmmndabi'e. When a yc;uhi
sees 2 woman whom he adored in ‘the.arms o ;
friend, he smokes a cigar. He staysin his house 'f‘lr:is
forms an insoluble friendship with spx:rowl; Y
action is understandable, Whena gmgd ina mwn“
ing-school is dominated for years which sef;mhcr:etil l
turies, from morning till night and from' ﬁng o
morning, by an outcast of civilization whose €y
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are constantly upon him, he feels
?f anmnveterate hatred rush to hzstg];:x‘;l ltlpk‘)eu:g::ds
“ﬁgmu;ltzl ‘311;2?:! sceutlgr about to burst, From the
was thrown into priso 1
;rax:rqent ?mt to come when he will }I:c Iil':;fa:gcji tlﬂ':
_ g is yellowed by an intense fever which furrows
row and hollows his eyes. At night he thinks,

because he will not slee B i
leep. By day his th
over the walls of this Eome o smpﬂ;;;g&mézg

t moment when he shall escape or th

nom ey sh ~
pegis}um like a‘leper from this e!:rcrlasting i:lzliitz-
i g;m:; ]xf Sg:gsrst?dafble. Digging a grave fre.

$ the forces of natyre,
::g:;lg ﬁ:{ ?:x;adrzgsr, th;t the pick tea;l up ihisH sngl‘:
; : .
commodious bed shel?tgreg}ig:}u)mwdm tor wind

that blow with such fury the winter winds
1 fury in these icy lan
he who grasps the pick in his ttembligg haizs‘:g:i:

having fingered all da
12y 1 day long the ch
living who enter into his ldigdeorcn,esissgi ttl;:e Icl::::

of ﬂan}e on each wooden

love for the Creator of the unive

death we no longer exist, then why most nights do

I'see each
£Tave open up and its tenant raj
nt raise
the leaden cover to breathe the fresh airp” roldy

(13 .
%rcz(ll‘gée ’g;)xg; labors, Emotion exhausts your
5 . € You seem as weak 3

would be foolhardy to continye o T
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going to take your place. You, stand aside. You
shall instruct me if [ do wrong.”
“What muscular arms, and what a pleasure it is
to watch him dig the soil with such ease!”
*You must not permit a useless doubt to torment
your thoughts. All these tombs, which are scat-
tered about the cemetery hike flowers in a meadow
(a comparison lacking in truth} are worthy to be
measured with the serene compasses of the philoso-
pher. During the daytime dangerous hallucinations
may apgear; but they come chiefly at night. Con-
sequently do not be astonished by any fantastic vi-
sions your eyes appear to see. During the daytime,
when your mind is at rest, question your con-
science. It will tell you with assurance that the God
who created man with a portion of His own intel-
ligence is possessed of hmitless benevolence and
will receive his masterpiece back into his bosom
after earthly death. Grave-digger, why do you
weep? Why these tears, these womanish tears? Re-
member well: we are aboard this dismasted vessel
to suffer. It is a credit to Man that Ged should
have judged him capable of conquering his deepest
sufferings. Speak, and since according to your most
cherished desires we should not suffer, tell me then
of what virtue would consist (that ideal that each
one of us strives to achieve) if your tengue is
constructed like that of other men.”
“Where am I? Have I not changed my charac-
ter? I feel a strong breath of consolation passing
over my unruffled brow, as the springtime zephyr
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reanimates the hope of the aged. Who is this man
who in sublime speech has sajd things that the first
passer-by would not have uttered? What musical
beauty in the incomparable melody of his voice!
I would rather hear him speak than hear others
sing. Yet the more I observe him the less frank his
face appears to be. The general expression of his
features contrasts sin gj'ly with these words
which the love of Goﬁme could have inspired,
His lightly-furrowed brow is branded with an in-
delible stigma. Is this stigma, which has aged him
before his time, honorable or infamous? Should his
wrinkles be regarded with veneration? I know not
and [ dread knowing. Fven though he says what
he does not think I helieve he ha his reasons for
doing as he did, inspired by the ragged remnants
of a charity that has been destroyed in him. He is
absorbed in meditations that are strange to me, and
he throws himself into arduous labor that he is not
in the habit of undertaking. Sweat moistens his
skin, he does not notice ir. He is unhappier than
the feelings inspired by the sight of a child in jrs
cradle. O, how gloomy he is! Whence come you?
Stranger, let me touch you and let my hands,
which clasp seldom those of the living, pass over
the nobility of your body. No matter what hap-
pens Ishall know how to restrain myself. This hair
15 the most beautiful that I have ever touched in
my life. Who would be audacious enough to deny
I understand the quality of hairp”
“What do you want of me, while I am digging
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? ion loves not to be interrupted at his
:egr:s‘:inygfll;re ignorant of this I shall teach you.
Ccl:me now, hurry! Finish whatever it is you
want.” 4

“This that shudders beneath my touch an
mal;{:r,ie shudder myself is undoubtgdl?' flesh and
bloed. It is true . . . I am not dreaming! Wh;il an;
you, crouching there and digging a grave, ;v 3 !
like an idle dog that eats the bread of others d
nothing? This is the hour of rest, or the hour to
sacrifice sleep to science. In any case, tllao on% :
abroad at this hour, and every man is at om’Ie~h

hind doors tightly closed against thieves. They
lock themselves up in their rooms as best they c:ahné
while the embers in the old fireplace still warmY p
chamber with the last flicker of their heat. You do
not behave like others. Y,<’>ur habits suggest a native
istant country. ]
sz?{ln:h?\ft hlam n;?r weary it is useless to dig the
graveany r%eeper, Now undress me and place mein
i.”

i for the last

“The conversation berween us two
few m:mems has been so strange that I do not
know how to answer you. I think he is joking.

“Yes, yes, that’s right. I was joking. Pay no at-

ion to what I said.” )

mﬁz ?:ol‘l)ap@ed and the grave-digger hastened for-
ward to support hM!‘th o

“ i ng wi :

“yclsm;ri,“g(;s %rue, I}Iir(,::d to you. I was weary
when I faid down the pick. It was the first time [

[ 4]



Maldoror

had ever done such work. Pay no attention to what
Isaid.”

“My opinion grows more and more consistent.
This man suffers the most appalling sorrows. May
Heaven prevent me from questioning him. I would
rather remain uncertain, such is the pity he inspires
in me. Moreover he would not rcpgr, that is sure.
We suffer twofold when we open up our hearts in
such an abnormal frame of mind.”

“Let me depart from this cemetery. I shall con-
tinue on my joumeir.”

“Your legs would not carry you. You would
lose your way as you trudged along. Mg; duty is ro
offer you a rude bed—I have no other. Have confi-
dence in me, for hospitality will not demand the
violation of your secrets.”

“QO venerable louse with your body denuded of
elytrae, once you reproached me bitterly for not
sufficiently adoring your sublime intelligence,
which is not an open book. Perhaps you were
right, for I do not even feel gratitude towards this
man. Beacon of Maldoror, where do you guide his

footsteps?”

“To my house. Whether you be a criminal who
has not taken the precaution of washing his right
hand after committing his crime and easily recog-
nizable by inspecting that hand; or whether you be
a brother who has lost his sister; or some dethroned
monarch, fleeing from his kingdom, my truly mag-
nificent palace is worthy to receive you. It was not
constructed of diamonds and precious stones be-
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cause it is only a peor badly-built hut; but \ts:t
famous hut has an historicai'p}?st :2:;1 is Ifﬂ':?zould
15 thou .
by the present and persists Wi et to
-k it would astound you — you, p
ﬁe:;itc’mndcd by nothing.l Eéow oétgln; egcefx; :: txl:xaet
have seen funeral biers @€ »
ttlxgz’xsles containing bom;s soog to l;eg ;?;L;ew\;fg:x;
eaten than the beams o my door ag e
i i ble subjects muitiply
it et m“umer{: ertodical census.
daily. 1 do not h?vc to take 2 p e pays
Here it is as with the lhving: (one By
ior the luxury of the sp
a tax proporuonate to : e
. and if some miser refuses 12 ;
(lzlli]sm:&;tg 1 have orders tgls act 35 a ?g?@fﬁf g:ge:;
lenty of jackals and vu
}l{\;r: gz, ti“:;a‘{ 1 h)ave seen laid out ben;:‘atl;
cerements those who l:ladl been ha%i;?lﬂt];} tm (g}
; frer death had lost 1o aty; .
:::gzmg tle)cggars and kings’ sogs; thg ﬁlu:x(;n;‘iag{
he skeletons of the aged; genius 2
xfhia%flzsseand its oppc)s%te; those who WCI(';
rflalsc: those who were true; the mask of the prou N
the %ode&ty of the humble; \(rlxﬁe crowned wit
d innocence betrayed. ‘
ﬂof:&i)s a?mz:iy 1 shall not refuse your 'lodgn;g;
which is worthy of me, ungl d;wn wgu;t‘\(;s Eiogtgcr
it 1 ki % ~ y
off. I thank you for your kindness. (1 ve-digeen
it i derful to contemplate the ruins ‘
!1:\11: ::(:? more wonderful yet to contemplate the

ruins of men!” w0
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The leech’s brother wandered slowly through
the forest. Often he would stop and open his mouth
as if to speak. But each time his throat would con-
tract and the abortive utterance would be choked
back. Finally he cried out:

“Man, whenever you find a dog collapsed in
dearh, thrust inextricably against a flood-gate, do
not as others do take up into your hand the worms
that crawl out of its swollen belly, regard them in
astonishment, open a clasp-knife and cut up large
numbers of them, telling yourself that you too

some day will be no more than this dog. What
mystery are you probing? Neither I nor the four
webbed feet of the sea-bear of the northern ocean
have been able to solve the mystery of life. Have
a care: night is falling and you have been there
since morning. What will your family, what will
Kour little sister, say when they see you return
ome so late? Wash your hands and take the path-
way that leads to where you will sleep. . ..

“Who is that being yonder at the horizon, that
creature who dares to approach me fearlessly, leap-
ing laberiously along its crooked way? And what
majesty, yet what serene gentleness! Its eyes,
though mild, are profound. Their enormous pu-

ils move with the breeze and seem to be alive. I
now not this creature. As 1 meet its monstrous
eyes my whole body shudders for the first time
since I sucked at the withered paps of what is
known as a mother. There is a kind of glowing
halo around this being. When he gave utterance
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. . s oleases
rure was stilled, trembling, Since 1t P
aliun :o come to me as if drawn by a {nagm?t, I st;a;l(l)
not hinder you. How beautiful heis! It pamsm <0
say this. You should be ssrong hfor ’)g::: :‘stw;) a; ::11&
ountenance, sad as the u s
Esu:na::‘lge I loathe you to the fullest extgxtd ofb mli
ower and would rather see 2 serpent colle :lado ;
?ny neck from the dawn of time than I wouid se
yo‘?rV\? e:' It is you, toad! Fat toad! Unhappy
toad! For.give me . . . forﬁive me! What a1('lc yﬁ\;
doing here on this earth where the accur§§d hwe! us
B Sl e o e ek
0 ave oki
Pls?gizh;;mmm above, sent by a higher com-
Znand on a mission to comfort the various e:;‘wm:ﬁ
races of men, you swept down upon the'eanl:) vtrlx‘ "
the speed of a kite, your Wings unwearied by

i d!
estic flight . . . 1 saw you! Poor toa
l&z;%; ‘;ﬂﬁg:de xgne think on the infinite, no less
than on my own weakn

ess! ]

« ‘One more being,’ I told myself, ‘who is supe-
rior to those on earth; and that through drgmc;l A
But why not I too? Of what use 15 InJustice he
supreme decrees? Is the Creator mad? Heis, nev

theless, the strongest and his wrath is terrible!

Since you appeared to me, prince of the ponds and

ered with a glory that could derive
mrshfis;r: %’od, you havesm a measure cumforteﬁ
me?'But my reeling reason totters before suc

greatness! ho are you? Stay, O stay longer on
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this earth! Fold your white wings and cast not your
anxious eyes upward! If you depart, let us go to-
gether!’

“The toad sat himself down on his rump (so
similar to that of man!) and, while the WOO(EHCC,
the slugs and the snails fled in terror at the sight of
their mortal enemy, gave utterance in these terms:

* ‘Maldoror, listen to me. Notice my face, calm
as a mirror; and I believe my intelligence to be
equal to yours. Once you named me the prop of
your life. Since then I have not belied the confi-
dence you placed in me. It is true that I am only a
simple dweller among the reeds; but thanks to my
contact with yourself, taking from you only
what was fine in you, my mind has developed and
I may speak to you. I came to drag you back from
the abyss. Those who call themselves your friends
gaze upon you with consternation whenever they
encounter your pale and stooping figure at the the-

atre, in public places, at church, or crushing be-
tween your two muscular thighs that horse who
gallolps only at night as he bears his ghostly master
enveloped in a long black cloak. Abandon these
thoughts which empty your heart like a desert;
they are more burning than fire. Your mind is so
sick that you are not aware of it and you imagine
you are normal whenever you give utterance to
words full of insanity, although redolent of infer-
nal grandeur! Unhappy one! What have you said
since the day of your birth? O sad relic of an im-
mortal intelligence, created with so much love by
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d! You have begotten naught but maledictions
Szre frightful th#xic‘:he aspectof a famine-stricken
anther! As for me, I would rather have mly t;yej
ids glued together, my trunk armless and leg ﬁss,
I would sooner have murdered a man ;m an
be as you! Because I loathe you. Why do y<.)uh ;e
this character that amazes me? By what right (;
you come upon this earth to make a mockery o
those who inhabit i, rotten derelict that youhare,
badgered by scepticism? If you are unhappy :in;;
why don’t you return to the sphere from w lic
ou came? One from the great city should no:h;:
’ < an outlander in the village. We know that y
exist in space worlds more roomy than ourst,hw ere
there are beings of an intelligence greater than v:e
are able to conceive. Very well, then . . . gol asc;
them! Leave this transitory earth! Dmp!aydatAnd
your godlike substance, hitherto conceale iy
without further delay direct your upward flight
towards your own world, for which we l:av;a no
use whatsoever, prideful thing that you are: I have
not yet succeeded in identifying you as a man ?lli:
superman! Farewell then! Hope not agm:g to -
cover the toad on your journey. You have been :
cause of my death. As for me, I am lgzwmg ' or
eternity that I may implore your forgiveness:

w

If it be ever logical to consider the appcamncg
of phenomena, then this first canto comes to an en
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hf.re. Do not be hard on one who has but tried out
his lytf:. Ic gives fo.rth S0 strange a sound! Still, if
you will be mpartial you will already have felt 4
strong xm})rcssmn in the midst of all the imperfec-
tions. As for me, I shall go back to work to brin
forth a second canto without loss of too much timeg
The end of the nineteenth century will see its poet
(though at first he should not begin with a masI;er-
Puif:le but sl;)ould follow the laws of nature).
€ was born on the South Americ
the mouth of the Plate River, where tglosg:;;sleit
once encmies, now struggle to outdo one an-
other in material and moral progress. Buenos Aire
queen of the south, and Montevideo, the flire, offcs’
one another the hand of friendship‘acmss the sﬁf
vered waters of the great estuary. But everlastin
isamge has imposed his destructive empire upon th%r
nd and joyfully harvests his numberless victims
hﬂFareweIl, zgcd one, and if you have read me,
Eﬁ ink of me. You, youngster, do not despair, for in
e vampire you have a friend despite you;' opin-
1on to the contrary. Counting also the mire ?hzlt
produces the mange, you will Eave two friends,
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(LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR)

2

‘WHAT has been the fate of the first lay of Maldoror
since his mouth, filled with the leaves of night-
shade, gave utterance to it in a moment of medita-
tion and released it throughout the kingdoms of
wrath? What has become of that lay? \53 do not
know precise?. Neither the trees nor the winds
have preserved it. And Morality, who happened to
be passing by ignorant of the fact that in 1ts glow-
ing pages she would find an energetic defender,
saw 1t wending its way with a firm and direct tread
towards the obscure fastnesses and the secret fibres
of human consciousness. Science at least has ac-
quired something from it: since its materialization,
toad-faced man no longer recognizes himself and
is continually lashing himself mnto fits of bestal
rage. It is not his fauﬁ. From the dawn of time he
had modestly believed that he was filled with good-
ness mingled with only a minute quantity of evil.
By dragging out his heart and his life-thread into
the light of day I taught him the rude lesson that,
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on the contrary, he is made up of evil mingled with
only a minute quantity of good which the law-
makers have been hard put to it to conserve. hope
my bitter truths may not overcome him with ever-
lasting shame, for nothing I teach him is new. But
the realization of that hope would not conform
with the laws of nature. What I have done, in the
final analysis, is to snatch the mask from his foul
and treacherous face and hurl down one by one,
like balls of ivory into a bowl of silver, the sublime
untruths with which he deceives himself, It is un-
derstandable, then, that his countenance should ex-
press lack of composure, even when reason dis-
perses the shadows of pride.

It is for this reason that my hero has drawn
down on himself an irreconcilable hatred, b
attacking a humanity that had considered itse%
invulnerable, in ridiculous philanthropic tirades
which are piled one upon another in his books like
grains of sand, and of which sometimes when
reason abandons me I almost appreciate the farci-
cal but wearisome comedy. He had foreseen it.
It does not suffice to engrave the image of virtue
at the head of parchments in libraries,

O, human soul! There you stand now, naked as
a worm, before my diamond sword! Give up your
way of life, the time for false pride has passed:
prostrate, I send you my prayer. There is one who
observes the mxaﬁest stirrings of your guiltful life,
You are enmeshed by the subtle network of his
relentless insight. Do not trust him when he turns
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his back, for he is watching you; do not trust him
when he closes his eyes, for he isstill watching you.
It is hard to imagine that, insofar as cunning and
evil are concerned, your stern rgsolv:a shpuld be
able to outdo the child of my imagination. His
slightest blow goes home. It is possible, by
m.l%ing recautions, to teach those yvho are un-
aware of the fact, that wolves and bng}axt_lds do not
devour one another: perhaps it is not their custom.
Consequently you ngy safely place in his hands
the burden of your existence: he will conduct itin
2 manner known to himself. Put no trust in his
intention, which he ?akc:u:hi‘ne in thg snnhgh!:,
of reforming you, for his interest in you is
mediocre to gayythe least; and fu’rthemore I shall
not verge upon the whole truth in the benevolent
measure of my verification. But the fact is that he
lovesto injure you, legitimately convinced that you
will become as evil as he and that you will accom-
pany him, when his hour shall come, into thc:: Yawn-
ing gulf of hell. His place there was long since re-
served: a spot where you will find an iron gallows
hung with chains and gyves. When he is borne
thither by destiny the funereal pit will never have
savored a more delectable prey nor will he him-
self have contemplated a more appropriate home.
It seems to me that I speak in an intentionally pa-
ternal manner, and that humanity has not the right
to complain.
L 4

[52]




Maldoror

I grasp the quill with which I shal] execute the
second canto ., | g plume tom from the win of

some ruddy sea-cagle. But. ., what ails my fin %m;’

Their joints are paralysed from the moment [ gom:-

mence my labors. Yet I desire to write, It js impos-

sible! But [ repeat: I desire to write down pm
thoughts. I have the same right asanother to subr,m}:
p)yse:lf' to that law of narure, But no, no... the pen

Is motionless! Wair: see across the c;);:}ltwgde

where the Mghmjng flashes afar. The tem est

sweeps through space, It is raining . | | alwa;‘ it
rams . . . how it rains! The thunder crashes . ‘ it

has struck atr me through my open wirjdo“; .a‘ d

beaten me to the floor with 2 blow on my bro?v
Poor youth! Your face was airmdy pitred*enm; h

b}j premature furrows and binh~disﬁguremz§tr
without the need of this great sulphurous scar! ([
am supposing the wound is healed which cr; Id
not have happened so soon). ’ )

‘ ‘.'Y fzat is the meaning of this starm, and whar
signifies this paralysis og my hands? Is it warni
from on high to prevent me from writing and to
reconsider to whar [ am exposing myself in distill-
ing thg saliva from my square mouth? Yer the
storm has not filled me with fear, Whar care [ for
legion of storms! These heavenly policemen carr*z
on their painful duties zealously if | ma judge by
my wounded brow. I have no reason tg tgmn%:‘ th{':
Qmmp:}wpt fqr his remarkable dexterity., He
aimed his llghmmg in such a manner that it Ji;'idéd
my face precisely in eweo, strikiug at my forehead
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where the wound was most dangerous. Let some-
one else congratulate him! But the storms attacked
someone stronger than they. And so, hideous Eter-
nal God with your serpent’s snout, not content
with having placed my soul between the fringes of
madness and of frenzied imaginings that kill slow-
ly, you decided after marture censideration that
our majesty demanded that you extract from my
brow a goblet of blood! But, after all, who may tell
you anything? You know that I love you not, that
on the contrary I hate you. Why deo you persist*
When will your conduct cease to manifest such
outlandishness? Tell me frankly asa friend: do you
not suspect, in the final analysis, that you are dem-
onstrating naif eagerness in your disgusting perse-
cution, to the utter ridiculousness of which none of
your seraphim would dare draw your attention?
What madness possesses you? Know that if you
were to permit me to exist in the shadow of your
activitics my graticude would be yours.

Come now, Sultan, lap up this blood that befouls
my floor! The bandage is finished: the wound in
my brow is stanched and bathed in salt water and
I have bound it with strips of linen. The result is
not infinite: four shirts, soaked in blood, and two
handkerchiefs. One would not at first have thought
that Maldoror contained so much blood in his arter-
ies, for his countenance gives forth only a corpse-
like radiance. But what would you? That is the
way of it. Perhaps this was all the blood his body

~non pet name in France for a dog. (Tr.)
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contained and it is probable that little remains. . . .
Enough, enough, ravenous hound! Leave the
floor as it is, your belly is full, You must not con-
tinue to drink or soon you will vomit. You are well
fed, go to your kennel and sleep. Figure that you
are bathing in happiness, for you will not think of
hunger for three long days thanks to the globules
you swallowed with a satisfaction gravely obvious.
You, Leman, take a broom; I would take one too,
but I lack the strength. You understand, do you
not, that I have not the strength? Dry your tears
or I shall assume that you have not the courage to
contemplate calmly this great scar caused by a
wound already forgotten by me in the night of the
past time. Go to the well and fetch two pails of
water. When you have washed the floor put these
rags in the other room. If the washerwoman comes
this cvening, as she should, give them to her. But
since it has been raining heavily for an hour and
continues to rain I do not think she will leave her
home. She will come tomorrow. If she should ask
you whence came that blood, you need tell her
nothing. Ah, how weak I am! But it matters little;
I still have the strength to lift my pen and the
courage to set down my thoughts. What has the
Creator gained by tormenting me, as if I were a
child, with a thunderstorm? My intention to write
is undiminished. These bandages bother me, and
my room reeks of blood. . ..

W
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Let that day never dawn when Lohengrinand 1

should pass side by side and elbow to elbow down

i i ers.
the street, eyes averted, like two hurried stran

O, let me repe! that thought to the ends of the

o h as it is. He
al created the wqud such a .

w;fxlhs gﬁfﬁ much wisdom if, during the ume

’ with
strictly necessary 0 smash a womans head

: is sidereal maj-
blows, he would forget s siderca
2::;?23 rec:real o Us t:lifel l?ft%nte‘s {cn:htti) ;1:2(35“2 zf
which our existences stifle ike sh a ttom 0/
s great and noble; pe prevails
?lsbo v?itt-hBt‘!l!telgolﬁ:fgr of his wr;::cpuonsiﬂ \:ieé: 2:1 ;;
1 § wo
arley with man, all rnan’s shame by
‘1 his face. But, wretch tbat you are!
giiktigthtﬁu:fﬁ It is not suﬂimcx;td t::at tli;i :;ng(y" r:)‘f
ic lagaﬂiﬁs should have 1:
e ur 1 d destiny has not been di-
ret of our tattere y hs
3:3;:3 to us. | know hi{?, lfhc f‘)mn:p;t:l;ﬁ( ::ﬁg ll';z
1d know me, £o0. y chance W be
?g?l‘:)wing the same pathway his picrcing .gaz.; i:eu::—
les me out from afar: he rakes the (?pposltg cee-
gion to avoid the triple d:n‘t of platinum that
foratonguel _
tm-l‘: g;zgl?i‘;leasa me,gg Creator, if you Wou}d ler
me pour out my feclings. Wielding ﬁ:‘mble 1{12;:3;
i 1d steady hand, I warn you that my -
:éf&ac‘:augh toypit mys«ﬁf agl:{unst io}?oﬁsgl ct::
end of my existence, 1 shall strike your ho ow cor
ith sach violence that [ guarantee to
ﬁeELZ?:rs of an intelligence that you would
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not besrow
t je:;ti%\;s x;fmn man because iyxt;u would have
that den 1O making him €quai 1o yourself, and
e o8 ba 'Mpudently kepe hidden jn ;rour
B cun dag .§c‘oundm], a5 if you had not known
open o ﬁl‘:: : :,gxo;'xld ferret it out wich my ever-
Lo, e }ﬁl fom you, and share jr with
o you peen: 4 tb:zhlsdl illavc: done, and now mep
“dg] another. |+ ey deal with you as one power
2rant me death to g, ]
b atone for my audaciey-
mmpr{;%; :)I;;M; and awaije lyou humbl));. Corﬁ??gn-[
oo, ﬁu?tcer? of ever asting punishment! .
Lag hows flute ngs of overrated attribures! He
'mcaﬁacxty to halt the circularion of

my blood, which
proof that he does n(:;tfzel:ijtg;gewr{he!ms’ I have

Ve seen the Creator, spury; i

ol : A ng on
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first to stab him to death when he had passed the
age of innocence. But I thought it over and wisely
abandoned my resolution in time. He does not sus-
pect that his life was in danger for fifteen minutes.
All was ready and the knife had been boughr. It
was a slender stiletto, for I love grace and elegance
even in the appurtenances of death; burt it was long
and sharp. A single thrust in the neck carefully
iercing one of the carotid arteries, and I think
it would have been enough. I am satisfied with my
conduct: I should have regretted it later. And so,
Lohengrin, do what you will, act as you pleasc,
shut me up for the rest of my life in a gloomy
prison with scorpions for company, or tear out one
of my eyes and fling it upon the ground, I shall
never reproach you. I am yours, I belong to you,
I live no longer for myself. The pain you might
cause me would not compare with the joy of
knowing that he who was wounding with murder-
ous hands was bathed in a more divine spirit than
his fellows! Yes, it is still good to give one’s life
for a human being and thus to preserve the hope
that all men are not evil, since there was one at
least who could forcibly attract the contempruous
disgust of my bitter sympathy!

w

It is midnight. There is not a single omnibus to
be seen from the Bastille to the Madeleine. But T am
mistaken: there is one suddenly approaching as if
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his self-centered immobility like a tortoise into its
shell. Everything in thefeatures of the other travel-
ers indicates the same sentiments as the first two.
The cries continue to be heard for two or three
minutes, more and more piercing. Windows are
ﬂun% open along the boulevard and a terrified fig-
ure, lamp in hand, having cast a hasty glance down
the roadway, quickly closes the shutters again and
does not reappear.
The omnibus rusheson ... on .., buta formless
shage is pursuing it desperately amid the dust.
ne young man, deep in reverie, alone among
these persons of stone seems to feel any pity for
misfortune. He dares not raise his voice in favor
of the child who hopes to overtake the coach with
his small, weary legs, for the other men regard him
with contempt and authority and he knows that he
can achieve nothing against all of them. Elbow on
knee and head in hand he asks himself, stupefied,
if this is really what they call Human Charity.
He realizes then that it is but a vain word no
longer to be found even in the lexicon of poetry,
and he frankly admits his error. He says to himself:

“After all, why should I concern myself over a
little child? Let him well alone.”

However, a burning tear rolls down the cheek
of this young man who has just blasphemed. He
passes his hand wearily over his brow asif to brush
away a cloud whose density obscureés his intelli-
gence. He strives hard to reconcile himself with
the century into which his lot has been cast; he
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feels that he is out of place but that he cannot es-
cape. Terrible prison! Ghastly fate! Lombano, I
have been pleased with you since that day! I
watched you constantly, although my face ex-
pressed the same indifference as the other
passengers’.

The young man arose indignantly and wanted
to leave the omnibus to spare himself the pain of
participating even involuntarily in a deed of wick-
edness. I made a sign to him and he came and sat
down at my side.

The omnibus rusheson...on...buta formless
shape is pursuing it desperately amid the dust.

he outcry is suddenly silenced, for the child
has tripped over a projecting stone, and falling,
has injured his head. The omnibus has disappeared
into the distance and nothing remains but the silent
street.

It rusheson . .. on ... but no formless shape is
pursuing it desperately amid the dust.

See that passing rag-picker crouching over his
wan lantern: there is more heart in him than in all
those men on the omnibus. He raises up the child.
Rest assured that he will care for it tenderly and
will not desert it as its parents have done.

The omnibus rusheson .. . on .. . . but the pierc-
ing gaze of the rag-picker follows it relentlessly
amid the dust!

Stupid and idiotic human race! You will regret
such conduct. It is I who tell you this. You will re-
gret, you will regret! My poetry will consist only
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Who knows? Perchance that young girl was not
what she appeared to be. Beneath her innocent ex-
terior perhaps she concealed a deep cunning, the
weight of eghteen years, and the charm of vice.
We have seen peddlers of love joyfully expatriat-
ing themselves from England and crossing the
Channel. They spread their wings and swirled
about the glittering lights of Paris in golden
swarms, and when you looked at them you would
say: “But these are still children. They are not
more than ten or twelve years old.” Actually they
were twenty years old.

Oh, in the light of that supfmsition, accursed be
the devious ways of that gloomy street! What
happens there is horrible, horrible! 1 believe the
mother struck her because she was not plying her
trade skilfully enough. It is possible that she was
only a child, and if so the mother was guiltier yet.
As for me I prefer not to helieve this supposition,
which is only an hypothesis, and would rather be
loving in this romantic character a soul that had
revealed itself too soon. Ah, my child, I warn you
not to appear again before my eyes if ever I pass
once more through that narrow street. It may cost
you dearly!

Already blood and hate flood my brain in turbu-
lent waves, I, a being sufficiently generous to love
his fellow men! No, no! This I have sworn to do
from the day of my birth! They do not love me!
Worlds shall crash in ruins, granite rocks shall float
like cormorants upon the surface of the waves, be-
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plastered on the wall like a ripe pear and would
not fall o the ground; but dogs can leap high if

we don’t warch out,
o

How sweet 1s that child sitting on a bench in
the Tuileries Gardens! Ilis bold eyes pursue some
distant invisible object in space. He could noe be
more than eight years old, yet he does not amuse
himself as he should. At least he should be langhing
and walking with some playmare instead of being
alone. But this is not his characrer.

How sweet 15 that child sitting on a bench in
the Tuderies Gardens! A man, moved by a secrer
design, sits down beside him on the same bench
with a questionable air. Who is he? I need not
tell you, for you will recogmze him by his tortu-

ous conversation, Let us lhisten and not disturb
them.
“What are you thinking about, my child?”

“I was thinking of heaven.”

“Itis not necessary to think about heaven. There
1s already enough ro think abour here on earth.
Are you ured of fife, you who were so recently
born?™

*No, but everybody prefers heaven to earth.”

“WWell, not 1. Forsince God made heaven as well
as earth you may be sure thar vou will find up
there the same evils as down here. Afrer your death
you will not be rewarded according ro your
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*Then be the strongest and the most cunning.
You are still too young to be the strongest. But
from today on you can employ cunninﬁ, the great-
est weapon of men of genius. When the shepherd
David struck the giant Goliath in the forechead
with a stone from a catapuly, is it not wonderful
to observe that it was solcgr by cunning that David
overcame his adversary, and if on the cont
they had wrestled together the giant would have
crushed him like a fly? For you it is the same thing.
In open warfare you could never dominate men,
over whom you are desirous of imposing your will;
but with cunning you can battle alone against
everyone. You desire wealth, fine palaces, and
glory? Or did you deceive me when you assured
me you had such noble pretentions?”

“No, no, I didn’t deceive you. But I would rather
obtain what I desire by other means.”

“In that case you will get nothing at all. Good
and virtuous methods lead nowhere. You must
employ more powerful levers and more subtle
webs. Before you have become famous by your
virtue and have reached your goal, a hundred
others will have had time to scamper over your
back and arrive at the height of their careers before

ou, so that there will be no room for your narrow

1deas. You must know how to embrace the horizon
of the present time more largely. Have you never
heard, for example, of the great glory gained by
victories? Yet victories do not make themselves.
Blood must be spilled, much blood, to accomplish
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them and lay them at the feet of the conquerors.
Without the bodies and the broken limbs that you
may see in the field where the carnage raged so
sensibly, there would be no war, and without war
there would be no victories. You see that when
one wants to become famous one must plunge one’s
self gracefully into rivers of blood fed by cannon-
fudcizr. The end justifies the means. The first thing
in becoming famous is to have money. Since you
have none you must commit murder to get it. But,
as you are not strong enough to wield a dagger, be
a thief while waiting unril your limbs shall have
developed. And in order that they shall develop
more rapidly I advise you to exercise twice daily,
one hour in the morning, one hour in the evening.
In this manner you may attempt crime with some
chance of success as soon as you are fifteen,
instead of waiting until you are twenty. The love
of glory excuses all, and perhaps later on when
you are master of your fellow men you will do
them almost as much good then as you did them
harm in the beginning!”

Maldoror perceived that the blood was boilin
in the head of his young companion. His nostri
flared wide and a trace of white froth appeared
about his lips. He felt the boy’s pulse: it beat
rapidly. His tender body was in the grip of fever.
Maldoror feared the consequences of his words.
He hastened away, wretched creature, annoyed
that he had not been able to converse at greater
length with that child. When in maturity it is so
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Sometimes he is glad to converse with sensitive
persons, without touching their hands and hold-
ing himself at a distance in the fear of an imaginary
danger. If they ask him why he has chosen solitude
for a companion he raises his eyes towards heaven
and represses painfully a tear of reproach against
Providence; but he does not reply to that impru-
dent question that brings to snow-white eyelids the
blush of a morning rose. If the conversation con-
tinues he grows restless, his eyes shift over the
horizon as if seeking a loophole of escape from the
presence of an invisible enemy. He raises his hand
i an abrupt gesture of farewell, goes off on the
wings of his aroused modesty, and disappears into
the forest.

People generally take him for a madman. One
day four masked men, acting under orders, threw
themselves upon him and bound him firml
so that he could not move a limb. Wit
whips they raised great welts on his back and
told him to set out at once along the road
to Bicétre.' He began to smile under the lash and
addressed these men with much feeling and intelli-
gence concerning the many human sciences he had
studied, displaying an immense erudition in one
still so young; and he spoke to them of the destiny
of the human race, unveiling before them the
poetic nobility of his soul, until his atrackers, horri-
fied at what they had done to him, released his

battered limbs from the bonds, fell on their knees
* An asylum for the insane.
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the stars of the firmament. But it would be ¢asy
to believe that a star irself had descended out of
its orbit while traversing space, 1o rest upon that
majestic brow and t© surround it with diamond
btihiance as a halo.

Night, dismissing sadness, adorns herself in all
her c%arms to pay homage t© the slumber of this
incarnation O modesty, this perfect image ©
angelic innocence; the murmuring of Insects
is suppressed. The trees bow their burdened
branches over him to protect him from the dew
and the night breeze, sounding its tuneful harp,
sends rowards him joyous harmonies through the
universal silence, towards those closed eyelids
which seem to take part motionless, in the
cadenced concerto of susgende:d worlds.

He dreams that he is happy: that his bodily
nature has changed; or at least that he is being
borne away upon 2 purple cloud to another sphere
where dwell beings fike himself. Alas! May his

e until the awakening of dawn! He

vision endur
dreams that flowers dance around him n great

crazy wreaths, bathing him in their sweet breath,

while he, locked in the embrace of a human bc:mg

of enchanted beauty, singsa psalm of love. Butitis
i hes in his arms and

only the evening mist he crus
when he awakens they will be empty.

Slceg on, hermaphrodite, awaken not, I implore
you. Why will you not believe me? Slee
sleep forever. Your breast may rise and fall as you

pursue the ethereal hope of happiness, that I
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waves of the air. My hearing receives only the
impression of a sweetness enough to dissolve nerves
and mind; an ineffable lethargy envelopes the
active potency of my senses and the vital strength
of my imagination with its magic opium like a veil
subduing the light of day.

They safr I was born deaf! In my early child-
hood I could not hear what was said to me. When
with the greatest difficulty they succeeded in
teaching me to speak, it was only by reading what
they wrote down on a piece of paper that I could
communicate my thoughts to them. One day (ill-
fated day!) I was increasing in beauty and inno-
cence; and the intelligence and purity of divine
youth were the admiration of all and sundry. Many
a conscience was stirred by contemplation of the
limpid features where my soul was enthroned.
They approached me with veneration for they
saw in my cyes the bright glance of an angel.
But [ knew that the gay roses of youth could not
blossom perpetually in capricious garlands on my
modest and noble brow — brow thar was passion-
ately kissed by all mothers. I began to feel that the
universe, with its vaulted dome studded with im-
passive and disturbing spheres, was perhaps not the
great thing I had dreamed it to be.

Thus one day, weary of trudging up the steep
pathway of the earthly journey and of passing,
staggering like a drunken man, through the cata-
combs of life, I slowly raised my mournful eyes,
ringed with great bluish circles, towards the in-
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on throughout the rest of his everlasting life. From
time to time he would cry out: “I created you.
Hence I have the right to 2{2 what I will with you.
You have done me no harm, I admit. I make you
suffer for my own pleasure.” And he would re-
sume the cruel repast, his moving jaw agitating
his beard, which was full of brains.

O, reader, does not this last detail make your
mouth water? Who would not love to devour such
brains, so tasty and fresh, taken only fifteen min-
utes ago from that lake of fish.

For a long while I contemplated that spectacle,
my limbs inert and my throat dumb. Three times
I almost fell to the ground like a man who suffers
too strong an emotion; three times I succeeded in
regaining my balance. Not a fibre of my body was
still and I trembled like the lava in the interior of a

volcano. At last, my heaving bosom being unable
to expel the life-giving air speedily enough, my
lips opened and I cried out . . . a cry so heart-
rending that I myself heard it! The obstacle in
my ears snapped abruptly, the eardrum cracked
beneath the shock of that mass of noisy air expelled
from within me so violently, and a new phenom-
enon took place within that organ condemned by
nature. I had heard a sound! A fifth sense was
born in me!

But what pleasure could I have found in the
discovery? Henceforth human speech could enter
my ear only with a sense of pain engendered by
pity for a great injustice. When anyone spoke to
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me | remembered what I saw that day beyond
the visible spheres and recalled the expression of
my smothered feelings in a sudden shriek, the tone
of which was identical with that of my fellow-
creatures! I could not reply, for the tortures in-
flicted upon the weakness of man in that loathsome
urple sea passed before my eyes, bellowing like
yed elephants and brushing my scorched hair
with their fiery wings.

Later when I was better acquainted with
humanity this feeling of pity was accompanied by
an intense fury against that tigress’s stepmother
whose callous offspring know nothing but to curse
and to do evil. Audacious liars! They assert that
with them evil is the exception!

Now it is long since finished: 1 have spoken
to no one for a long time. O, you, whoever you are,
when you are near me let your vocal chords utter
no sound; let your motionless larynx try not to
rival the nightingale; and never venture to acquaint
me with your soul by means of language. Preserve
a religious silence nterrupted by nothing. Cross
your hands humbly upon your breast and cast
down your eyes. I have toKi you that since the
vision that made known to me the supreme truth,
enough nightmares have avidly sucked at my
throat day and night that I should still have the
courage to renew even in my thoughts the suffer-
infgs [underwent in that infernal hour, the memory
of which pursues me relentlessly.

O, when you shall hear an avalanche crash down
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backbone, your whole body would be devoured.
Like a drop of water. Take a microscope and
observe a louse working at the head of a young
begfmr from the streets: you will be astonished.
Unfortunately they are small, these highwaymen
of the long hair. It would be uscless to conscript
them into the army for they are not of the height
proscribed by law. They belong to the lilliputian
world of the runt, and the blind would not hesitate
to place them among things infinitely tiny. Alas
for the whale that should pit itself against a louse!
It would be devoured in the twinkling of an eye,
despite its size. Not even its tail would be left to
tell the news. The elephant permits caresses, but
not the louse. I would advise you not to attempt
so perilous an experiment. Beware if your hand
be E;iry; yet it is enough even that it be made of
flesh and blood. It would mean the end of your
fingers. The lice would crunch them up as if they
hag been put to the torture. The flesh would dis-
appear by a strange magic. Lice are incapable of
committing the amount of evil their imaginations
rompt them to. If you find a louse in your way
Ruxry by and do not lick the papillac of its tongue.
Some harm would come to you. It has been known
to happen. No matter, I am already satisfied with
the amount of evil the louse does to you, O human
race! I only wish it could be more.
When will you abandon this wormeaten wor-
ship of a deity who is insensible of the prayers and
generous sacrifices you offer up to him in expiatory
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reign in the universe will be assured and your
dynasty will persist from century to century. Ris-
ing sun, I salute you, celestial liberaror, man’s in-
visible enemy. Command filth to unite with man
in foul kisses and to swear to him with oaths not
written in the dust that it shall remain his faithful
lover until eternity. Imprint from time to time a
kiss upon the robes of that famous lecheress, Filth,
in memory of the important services she will not
fail to render you. If she did not seduce man with
her lascivious paps, it is probable that you could
not exist — you, the product of that rational coup-
ling, O son of filth! Tell your mother that if she
should desert man’s bed to wander off alone and
without support in solitary places she would see
her existence compromised. Let her entrails, which
bore you nine months in their perfumed depths,
stir an instant at the thought of the subsequent
dangers to which their tender fruit would be sub-
mitted — fruit so tranquil and so sweet, yet already
cold and ferocious. Filth, great empress, preserve
before the eyes of my hatred the gradual multipli-
cation of the muscles of your famine-stricken off-
spring. To achieve this end you know that you
have only to adhere more closely to the flanks of
man. You can do this without disrurbing your
modesty for you two have been joined in wedlock
for a long time.
As for me, if I may be permitted to add a few
words to this hymn of glory, I shall relate that I
have caused to be constructed a pit four leagues
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square and correspondingly deep. Therein lies in
its unclean virginity, a living mine of lice. It fills
the bottom of the pit and thence snakes out in great
dense streams in every direction. Here is how I
built this artificial mine. I snatched a female louse
from the hair of humanity. I was seen to lie with
her on three successive nights and then I flung her
into the pit, The human fecundation, which would
have been ineffective in other similar cases, was
accepted this time by fate and at the end of several
days thousands of monsters, swarming in a com-
act knot of matter, were born to the light of day.
he loathsome mass became in time more and
more immense, in the meantime acquiring the
liquid properties of mercury, and poured itself
out in divers tributaries which now feed upon
themselves (the birth rate is higher than the death
rate), except when I fling them a new-born bastard
whose mother desired its death; or an arm that I
hack off during the night from some young girl,
after chloroforming her. Every fifteen years the
generations of lice that feed upon men decrease
noticeably, and themselves predict infallibly the
imminence of their complete destruction, For man,
more intelligent than his enemy, succeeds in over-
coming him. Then, with an infernal shovel that
increases my strength, I dig out of that inexhaust-
ible mine whole chunks of lice, big as mountains,
I split them up with an axe and I transport them
in the depths of the night to the city streets. There,
in contact with human temperature, they dissolve
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1to individuals as in the first days of their forma-
g'];n in the tortuous galleries of the undergwung
mine, dig themselves a bed in the gravel an
spread out in streams through human habitations
Jike noxious spirits. The guardian of the ”housi
barks dully, for it seems to him that a legion l‘l)
unknown beings is piercing the pores of the walls,
bringing terror to the beds of the sleepers. Per-
chance you may have heard at least once in your
life this kind of sad, drawn-out howl. They try to
pierce the darkness of the night with impotenteyes,
for their dog’s brains cannot_undergtapd what is
going on. T%u's singing in their ears trritates then}
and they feel themselves betrayed. Millions o
enemies fling themselves thus upon cities like
clouds of locusts, Thereis enough for fifteen years.
They will attack man, wounding him with biting
wounds. After that lapse of ime [ shall send others.
When I crush up the chunks of animated matter
it sometimes happens that one fragment is mo:ie
densely packed than another. Its atoms strggie
furiously to tear away from the mass in order to
o forth and torment humanity; but the endurance
of cohesion resists. By a supreme convulsion they
generate such an eftort that the rock, unable to
scatter its living contents, flings itself into the
upper atmosphere as if blown up by gunpowder,
and then falls to earth buryin itself deeply in the
soil. Sometimes the thoughtiul }i‘easam observes
an aerolith cut vertically through space and dis-
appear into a field of corn. He does not know
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Arithmetic! Algebra! Geometry! Imposing
trinity! Luminous triangle! He who has never
known you is without sense! He merics the ordeal
of the most cruel tortures for in his ignorant care-
lessness there is a blind contempt. But he who
knows you and appreciates you desires nothing
more of this world’s goods, 1s content with your
magical joys and, borne upon your somber wings,
desires nothing better than to ascend, lightly flying
and describing an ascendant spiral, towards the
curved vault of the heavens, Earth offers him
nothing but illusion and moral phantasmagoria.

But you, O concise mathematics, by the rigorous
fetters of your tenacious gropos.itions and the con-
stancy of your iron-bound laws you dazzle the eyes
with a powerful reflection of that supreme truth
whose imprint is manifest in the order of the uni-
verse. But the order surrounding you, represented
chiefly by the perfect regulanty of a square,

hagoras’ friend, is even greater; for the Om-
mipotent revealed himself and his attributes com-
pletely in that memorable effort that consisted in
extracting from the entrails of chaos your treasures
of theorems and your magnificent splendors. In
ancient and in modern times more than one great
human imagination saw his genius appalled by the
contemplation of your symbolic figures traced
upon burning paper like so many mysterious signs
living with a latent breath, incomprehensible to
the vulgar and profane, which were merely the
radiant revelation of eternal axioms and hiero-
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glyphics that existed before the universe and will
continue to exist beyond it.

Leaning over the precipice of a fatal question-
mark, he demands how it can be that mathematics
contains so much imposing grandeur and so
much incontestable truth, while man is filled
with nothing but pride and deceit. Then this
superior being, saddened and feeling even more
strongly through his familiarity with your coun-
sels, the pettiness and incomparable folly of
humanity, rests his blanched head upon his emaci-
ated hand and remains absorbed in supernatural
meditations. He bends his knee to you and his
reverence pays homage to your divine counte-
nance as to the image of the Omnipotent.

During my chilzghood you appeared before me
one moonlit night in May, in a verdant meadow by
the side of a limpid stream, all three equal in grace
and modesty, aﬁ three full of the majesty of
queens. You took several steps towards me, your
long robes floating about you like a cloud, and

ou lured me towards your proud breasts like a

loved son. I rushed upon you and clenched m
hands upon your white bosom. Gratefully I fed
myself upon your life-giving manna and I fele
humanity grow and improve within me.

Since that time, O rival goddesses, I have never
abandoned you. Since that time what pompous
projects, wzat sympathies, that I had thought to
be engraved upon my heart as upon marble, have
you not slowly erased from my undeceived reason
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dawn effaces the shadows of night! Since
:::::l ::ime I have seen death, with the intention
visible to the naked eye of c{)?pulmng his tombs‘fi
ravaging battlefields stecped in human blood an
lanting morning Bowers over funereal skeletons.
gince that time 1 have assisted at the revolutions
of our globe; earthquakes and volcanoes with t}l:glr
flaming lava, the simoom of the desert and ship-
wrecks of the storm have all witnessed my pres-
ence as impassive Spectator. Since that ume I have
seen many a generation of human beings raise In
the morning their wings and their eyes to space
with the inexperienced joy of the chrysalis saluting
his last metamorphosis; and I have seen them
die in the evening before sunset, their heads droop-
ine like wilted flowers swayed by the plintive
isper of the wind.
v Blﬁ you are unchanging. No change, no env?g-
omed wind, touches the steep roc and wi dz
valleys of your identity. Your modest pyrami
will endure longer than the pyramids of s}igypt,
those ant-hills erected by stupidity and slavery.
The end of all centuries will yer see, stgndmg upon
the ruins of time, your cabalistic cxphgrs, your
terse cquations, and your sculptural lmcé?.), en-
throned at the vengeful right hand of the mtll.,lw
potent, while in espair like jets of water t g
stars will sink into the erermity of a horrible _ar{(
universal night; and whxlf: man, grimacing, thinks
of settling his accounts with the last judgment.
I thank you for the numberless services you
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have rendered me. I thank you for the unfamiliar
qualities with which you have enriched my in-
telligence. Without you I might perhaps have been
overcome in my struggle against man. Without
you he would have rolled me in the dust and made
me kiss his feet. Without you he would have
ploughed my flesh and bones with a treacherous
claw. But I watched out for myself like an expert
athlete. You gave me the coidness that exhales
from your sublime conceptions, free from passion.
I usec{ it to reject disdainfully the ephemeral joys
of my brief journey and to thrust from my door
the sympathetic but deceptive overtures of my
fellow men. You gave me the stubborn prudence
that is disclosed at every step in your admirable
methods of analysis, synthesis and of deduction.
Tused it to confound the pernicious cunning of my
mortal enemy, skilfully to attack him in my turn
and to plunge into man’s viscera a sharp dagger
that wilI]) remain forever buried in his carcass, %gr
it is 2 wound from which he will never recover.
You gave me logic, which is the very soul of
your wise instruction. With its syllogisms, the
labyrinths of which are made more understandable
by their very complication, I felt my intelligence
redouble its daring strength. With the aid of that
terrible ally I discovered in humanity as plunged
into its depths, beside the reefs of hatred, black and
loathsome evil crouching amid deleterious mias-
mas, contemplating its navel. I was the first to
discover in the shadow of his entrails that disastrous
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vice of wickedness, more powerful in him than
ood.

With the envenomed weapon you lent me I
forced to descend from his pedestal, built by the
cowardice of men, the Creator himself! He ground
his teeth and submitted to this ignominious insult,
for his adversary was stronger than he! But I
tossed him aside like a bundle of string that I
might descend from my flight. The thmlger Des-
cartes once uttered the reflection that not!ung sphd
had ever been built upon you. It was an ingenious
way of demonstrating that it is not given to every-
one to discover your inestimable value all ar once.
Indeed, what could be more solid than your three

rincipal qualities already mentioned which arise
nterlaced like a unique crown from the summit
of your colossal architecture? ‘ifou are a monument
that grows unceasingly with daily discoveries from
your mines of jcwe%s and from gcxcnnﬁc explora-
tions through your superb domains.

O sacred mathematics, could you not ;hmugb
your perpetual activitz console the remainder of
my days for the wickedness of man and the
injustice of the Most High!

W

“O lamp of silver, my eyes discern you in the
air, companion of the cathedral dome, and I seek
the reason for your suspension there. They say
that your beams illumine the darkness of night
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for the crowds who come to worship the Omnipo-
tent and that you show the repentant the path to
the altar. Listen, thisis quite possible; but need you
render such services to those to whom you owe
nothing? Leave the columns of the basilica plunged
in gloom; and when a gust from the tempest amidst
which whirls the devil penetrates with him, spread-
ing terror, into the holy place, instead of strugglin
bravely against the envenomed blast extinguis
yourself suddenly beneath its feverish breath in
order that, unseen, he may select his victims amon
the kneeling believers. If you will do that
shall owe you all my happiness. When you shine
thus, shedc};ng your flickering yet adequate beams,
I dare not respond to the promptings of my nature
but lurk beneath the sacred porch peering through
the half-opened doors at those who escape my
vengeance in the bosom of the Lord.

"0 poetic lamp! you who would be my friend
if you could understand me, why, whenever my
feet in the dark hours touch the stone-paved aisles
of churches, do you commence to shine in a man-
ner which, I must confess, seems to me peculiar?
On such occasions your beams become tinted with
the white radiance of electricity; the eye can no
longer bear to look upon you; and you illuminate
the Creator’s hovel with a new and powerful flame
as if you were prey to a holy anger. Then when I
retire from the scene having uttered my blasphe-
mies youdwindle again toyour previousmodestand
pale gleam, convinced that you have accomplished
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an act of justice. Tell me, would it be because you
understand the convolutions of my heart that
whenever I happen to appear where you are keep-
ing your vigil you hasten to draw attention to my
pernicious presence and to point out to the wor-
shippers the spot where the enemy of man has
appeared? 1 incline towards this opinion, for I too
begin to understand you; and I know who you are,
ancient sorceress, who keep so watchful a vigil in
the sacred mosques where your peculiar master
struts like a rooster.

“Vigilant wardress, you have taken upon your-
self a foolish mission. I warn you: the first time

ou point me out to the discretion of my fellows

y the amplification of your phosphorescent
beams, since I do not fancy this optical phenom-
enon which in any case is not mentioned in any
textbook of physics, I shall seize you by the skin
of the breast and hook you by the nape of your
scurvy neck with my scaly claws and fling you
into the Seine. I do not claim that when I am doing
nothing to you, you wittingly behave in a manner
annoying to me. In the Seine I will penmt.rou to
shine as %ong as it pleases me; there you will flout
me with an inextinguishable smile; there, con-
vinced of the incompetence of your lawless oil,
you will piss it forth with bitterness.”

Having spoken thus Maldoror does not leave
the cathedr£ but stands staring at the lamp in that
holy place. He thinks he sees some kind of provo-
cation in the attitude of that lamp that irritates
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him to the highest degree by its untimel
He tells himself that if thel?; is any sou cirf::ﬁfi
within that lamp it is cowardly not to reply sin-
cerely to a straightforward attack. He beats the air
with his sinewy arms and wishes that the lam
could be transformed into a man; he promises him-
}s;elf that he would put him through a bad quarter-
our. But the means lg which a lamp changesintoa
Ti‘n are unnatural. He does not resign himself to
this but goes secking on the floor of that wretched
pagoda a flat stone with sharp edges. This he flin
violently through the air . . . the chain is cﬁz
throuEh the middle like grass before the scythe
and the religious instrument falls to the gm):md
iprcadmg Its oil upon the flagstones. He seizes the
AMmp to carry it outside bu it resists and begi
;o inerease in size. He seems to see wings spmu?ilt;:
téom its sxd,es and its upper part takes on the forn,
of an angel’s bust. It tries to take flight but he re-
stfams it with a firm hand. One does not often see
a lamp and an ange! united in the same body. He
rcco‘gmzcs the shape of the lamp; he recognizes
the orm of the angel; but he cannot distinguish
them in his mind, Indeed, in reality they are joined
together and form rogether one free and independ-
;'.1: body. But he feels that some cloud has veiled
| eyes and caused him to lose sli htly the excel-
tfi?:; , F{) nl;ns Ic};eﬁxght. Nevcnhc?ess he prepares
ve i
ol bra ¥ for the struggle, for his adversary

I'here are naive persons who assert that the

[ 9¢1]

Lautréamont

sacred door closed of its own accord, swinging on
its battered hinges, in order that none should wit-
ness that impious struggle the vicissitudes of which
were about to develop within the precincts of thar
violated sanctuary.

The cloaked man, while undergoing cruel pun-
shment from an invisible sword, strove to draw
the angel’s face to his mouth. He thought only
of that and all his struggles were to that end. The
lamp-ange! weakens and seems to feel a presenti-
ment of its destiny. Its struggles become feebler
and the moment is imminent when its adversary
will be able to embrace it at his ease, if that is what
he intends to do.

Now the moment is come. Exerting his muscles
he compresses the throat of the angel, who can no
longer Ereathe, and crushes her against his loath-
some breast. For a moment he feels pity for the
fate awaiting this heavenly being, of whom he
would have willingly made a friend. But he re-
minds himself that 1t is an envoy of the Lord and
he can no longer restrain his wrath. It is irrevo-
cable: something horrible is about to enter the cage
of rime! He bends down and applies his salivated

tongue to that angelic cheek despite the imploring
glances of his victim, For several moments he
passes his tongue over that cheek. Oh! Look! Lock
there! The pink and white cheek has tumed black,
black as coal! It exhales a miasma of putrefaction.
This is gangrene, no further room for doubt. The
gnawing disease extends over the whole face and
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from there continues its ravages until soon
whole body is reduced toa gteaatgloathsome wom?:f
Maldoror lumse!f appalled (for he did not realize
his mn%;c;contamcd so virulent a poison) snatches
up the lamp and flees from the church. Once out-
side he perceives in the air a blackish shape that
bears itself wearily on singed wings up towards
the regions of heaven, They look upon one an-
other while the angel ascends towards the serene
heighes of virtue and Maldoror, on the contra
descends into the vertiginous abyss of evil. What
alook passes between them! All that humanity has
thought in sixty centuries and much more that jt
will think could easily have been contained there-
in, so much do they say to one another in that
supreme farewell! But one is aware that these are
thoughts more elevated than those which spring
from human intelligence; in the first place because
;1; the persons iTnzoh;ed and then because of the
cumstances. That look bi i
o ot fe Tt k binds them ragether in
Maldoror is astonished that the Creator can have
Tissionaries with such noble souls. For an instant
he believes himself mistaken and asks himself
whether he should have followed the ways of evil
as he has done, But the shadow passes and he re-
mains firm in his resolution. And 1t would be glori-
ous, acc?rdm¥ to him, sooner or later to conquer
the All-in-All and to reign in his place over the
eatire universe and over legions of angels as beay-
tiful as that one.
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The ascending angel gives Maldoror to under-
stand that he will resume his original form as he
mounts toward Heaven; lets fall a tear to refresh
the brow of that one who afflicted him with gan-
grene; and disappears little by litdle like a vulture
amid the clouds. The culprit turns his attention to
the lamp, cause of the preceding events. He rushes
through the streets to the Seine like a madman and
flings the lamp over the parapet into the river.
For 2 few seconds it whirls around, then finally
sinks down into the muddy waters.

Since that day, each evening at sundown a bril-

liant lamp appears floating gracefully upon the
surface of the river. Instead of handles it bears two
tiny angel’s wings. It proceeds slowly upon the
waters, passes beneath the arches of the Pont de
la Gare and the Pont d’Austerlitz and continues
its silent course down the Seine to the Pont de
I’Alma. There it turns and retraces its journey
with ease, arriving at its point of departure at the
end of four hours. This procedure continues all
through the night. Its beans awbhite as electric light
eclipse the gas lamps that border the two banks
of the river, berween which the lamp advances like
a queen, alone, impenetrable, with an inextin-
guishable smile, and its oil does mot pour itself
bitterly forth.

At first boats would pursue it, but it frustrated
these vain efforts, escaped all the hunters, by
plunging like a flirt beneath the waters and re-
appearing at a distance. Now when the super-
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stitious boatmen see j¢ the

! _ Y row in the opposi
direction and they silence their chanties, pposte

€n you are crossing a bridge at nj h
:):ir:gul: you are sure to see that%amp sllguntxrt:; EZre
or ere. But they say it does not show itself to
¢ ryone. When someone with 2 guilty conscienc
¢ :éss;]sea bridge, blt suddenly extinguishes its beam:
1€ passer by, appalled, seeks it d
z;xli :ndvl?sm on the 131 ace of the river, I?Isg if;‘t’i)sf
means. He would beljeve that h
seen the heaven] radiance, but h il o
this light came Tom some' ip or fouss maclf that
| ship or from the refi
tion of the gas-lighgs and he is A
knows that Ec is %he‘ 'ca f the 'ht' s
use of the disappe
of thatlamp, and plunged in sorrowful migig:iggz

w

Hear the thoughts of .
my chil
would awaken, humans of tﬁ,e Lc':ecli gl;g:)d When I

“I have just awakened but ind i
twakened, my mind il be-
g:ﬁbﬁiéréacg ﬂngnn?g I feel ayheavincl;ssrilrll] rlx):;r
. y do rest at night for [
gﬁ{ned by frightful dreams wEen Io;'uczzr;dtoirr;
fal ;rn ;Sig?g-n%isdayh?}w mind wearies itself with
while my eyes wand -
dom through space. And at niig’ht I canfllc;ta Zlf;;

[ 98]

Lautréamont

When, then, should I sleep? For Nature must
claim her rights. Inasmuch as I scorn her she makes
my face pale and my eyes burn with the bitter
flame of £ver. As for myself I should ask nothing
more than surcease from the continual draining of
my mind in meditation. But even when I struggle
against it my dismayed senses constrain me m-
vincibly towards it. I discovered that other
children are like me; but they are even paler and
their brows are lowered like those of our older
brothers, men.

“O Creator of the Universe, I shall not fail to
offer you this morning the incense of my childish
prayers. Sometimes I forget it and I have noticed
that on such days I have felt happier than usual.
My breast swells free of all constraint and I breathe
more easily the spiced air of the fields. While
when I perform the wearisome duty commanded
by my parents of addressing you daily with a can-
ticle of praises accompanied by the inseparable
boredom that the task of inventing them causes
me, then I am sad and irritable the rest of the day
because it seems to me illogical and unnatural o
say what I do not think and I seek to retreat into
the vast solitudes. If I ask them to explain the
reason for this strange condition of my soul, they
make no reply.

“T want to Jove you and worship you but you are
too powerful and there is fear in my praises. If you
can destroy or create worlds by 2 mere manifesta-
tion of thought, my feeble prayers could serve youn
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no useful purpose. If when it pleases you, you
can send cholera to ravage cities, or death to bear
away in his talons without distinction the four
ages of life, I wish to form no alliance with a friend
so formidable.

“Not that hatred directs the thread of my argu-
ment; but on the contrary I fear your known
hatred which, by a capricious command, may
emerge from your heart and become vast as the
wings of the Andean condor. Your questionable
amusements are not within my scope and | should
probably be their first victim. You are the Om-
nipotent. I do not contest that title since you alone
have the right to bear it, and since your desires
with their consequences disastrous or auspicious
have no limit except with yourself. And this is
Emcisely why it would be painful to me to walk

eside you in your cruel garment of sapphire, not
as your slave, but liable to become so from one
minute to another.

“It is true that whenever you search within your-
self to examine your royal conduct, if a phantom
of a past injustice committed against that unhappy
humanity that has always obeyed you as your
most faithful friend erects before you the motion-
less vertebrae of a vengeful spine, your haggard
eyes let fall an appalled tear of belated remorse
and as your hair rises up on your scalp you utter
a resolution, that you believe to be sincere, to lay
aside forever among the brambles of nothingness
the inconceivable sport of your tger’s imagina-
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: if it were not
: Jich would be laughablc
?:nnéu‘:’al:)lli. But I know too that mnmn;x{e:c?:
I::Ot planted the harpoon of its et:’:;lo%m?n nenes
i bones like a tenacious MArrow,
mm)lro?:u oagain often epough, youk ;md yo:l)x;
thoughts both covered lu{;ﬁl thfe bll;gmyaggm
into the funerea € O -1

e‘;f,ﬁh“ﬁ; to believe that these Fattcé a;e \ler;ci)éxss
scious (though even so they woul pmd Joss

venomed) and that good and evil, united, ssue
‘Egrth impetuously from cﬁu;. myalaaggc Ea&g’ e

like a waterfall from 2}

Z:ér?f:;& of 2 blind force. But nothing offers me

roof of this.

o] have seen too often your filthy teeth snap

d
with rage and your august countenance, covere

i of time, blush like a flaming co
E:Egut;coffu;gn?g IMICTOSCOPIC futlhity thaé x?:n:: l;;(i
committed, to be able 10 pz;‘ust:: longer betor

1 £ that silly hypothesis.
s‘g‘?gz?;yowiﬁ\ joinzd hands 1 send up t© yo: g::;
accents of my humble prayer, because I mus .mm—
I implore you that your Providence pay nolg -
tionpio mne; cast me aside likida gru& tgr:;vi ;x:tg“m
il Know that 1 should prefer t !
:12:52& greedily upon the marine giowtilis owithin
unknown islands, bomﬁnt;yttr?};gaw\:g“ e
1 bosoms, € o ' °
gi;?ér\f?na;nfne c:md that you insert into my ;(;r‘;,
sciousness your grinning scalpel. It (l;a%s t{:;ﬁte ow
rc:véaled to you all my thoughts an p
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your prudence applauds the good sense of which
thcy retain the ineradicable imprint.
“Apart from these reservations placed upon the
kind of relationship more or less intimate that I
should maintain with you, my mouth is ready at
no matter what hour of the day to exhale like an
artificial gale the flood of lies exacted strictly from
each human by your vainglory from the moment
that the bluisK dawn arises seeking light in the
satin folds of the twilight, even as I, excited by the
love of virtue, seek the good. My years are few,
yet I feel already that virtue is nothing but a
collection of sonorous verbiage. I have found it
nowhere. You leave your character too open; you
should conceal it with more skill. Yet perchance I
am mistaken and you do this on purpose, for you
know better than others how to conduct your own
behavior. Men find their glory in imitating you;
for this reason sacred virtue does not recognize
her temple in their wild eyes: like father, like son.
Whatever one may think of your intelligence, I
speak only as an impartial critic. I ask no better
than to have been led into error. I do not wish to
show you the hatred I bear towards you, a hatred
I gloat over lovingly like a cherished daughter.
For it is better to hide it from your eyes and to
take upon myself before you only the aspect of
a strict censor charged with the control of your
impure actions. You will thus sever all active com-
merce with it, you will forget it, and you will
destroy completely that ravenous flea gnawing at
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your liver. I would rather have you listen to words

ie and sweetness. .« .« - )
o ‘lzc{"::,l ftairsl you who created the world and allin
it. You are perfect. You lack no virtue. You are
most powerful, everyone knows. Let the entire
universe intone hourly your ever{asuntg hymn!
The birds bless you as they wing their way
through the country. The stars belong to you. ...

12 )
SoRe;:;r such beginnings does it surprise you to
find me what I am?

w

. . d
ht a soul that might resemble mine an
1 cloxggnot find it. I rummaged in all the cogxiri
of the earth: my perseverance was useless. Ye
could not remain alone. There must be someo?)e
who approved of my character; there r;mst e
someone who had the same ideas as mysel e ence
1t was morning. The sun rose in his magnificenc
at the horizon and behold! 2 young man als
appeared at whose presence flowers sprang ;llp :in
his path. He approached me and held out hus ari :
“] have come to you because you sought me. 'eI
us bless this happy hour.” But I replied: Qo.d
did not call you. I have no need of your friend-
= i i inni read
evening. Night was beginning to Sprt
thztb‘ﬁtiskness ofgher geil over nature, A beautiful
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woman whom I was barely able to perceive also
excrted over me her bewitching influence and
gazed upon me with compassion, not daring to
speak. Irs):id: “Come closerpthat I may distinguish
clearly the outlines of your face, for the starlight
is not strong enough at that distance.” Then, with
a modest bearing, she drew nearer to me over the
greensward, As soon as I had seen her I exclaimed:
“I perceive that goodness and justice dwell in your
heart. We could not live together. Now you are
admiring my beauty, which has distracted more
than one woman. But sooner or later you would
regret having consccrated your love to me, for you
do not know my soul. Not that I would ever be
unfaithful to you: she who delivers herself to me
with so much abandon and confidence, with the
same confidence and abandon I give myself to her.
But remember this and never forget it: wolves and
lambs do not look upon one anotier with friendly
eyes.”

yVVhat then did I desire, [ who rejected with such
disgust all that was most beautiful in humanity! I
know not. I was not yet accustomed rigorously to
take stock of the phenomena of my mind by means
of the methods recommended by philosophy.

I sat down upon a rock by the sea. A ship had
just set out from the shore ‘ar full sail, when an
imperceptible dot appeared on the horizon and
came nearer and nearer, growing rapidly, hurled
forward by the squall. The storm was ‘about to
open its attack and already the heavens were over-

[ 10¢]

Lautréamont

cast with a blackness almost as hideous as the heart
of man.

The vessel, which was a great warship, dropped
all her anchors in order to avoid being swept on
to the rocky coast. The wind blew funous‘ly from
every point of the compass, tearing the ship’s sails
into ribbons. Thunder crashed and lightning
glared but could not muffie the sound of lamenta-
tions anising from the foundationless house, now a
floating sepulchre. The surging masses of water
had not succeeded in breaking the anchor chains,
but they had opened a way into the sides of the
vessel, I); was an enormous breach, for the pumps
were impotent to impede the masses of salt water
that broke foaming over the bridge like mountains.

The distressed ship fired off her alarm guns but
slowly and with majesty she foundered.
oever has not witnessed the foundering of
a ship in the midst of a hurricane while the bril-
liance of lighming alternates with the most pro-
found darkness and the souls on board are over-
come with that despair you know so well, knows
nothing of the tragedy of life. Finally a great uni-
versal shriek of agony escapes from within the
vessel, while the sea redoubles its terrible attacks.
Human strength giving itself up has inspired that
cry. Each man enfolds himself in the garment of
resignation and commits his soul into the hands of
God. They huddle together like a flock of sheep.
The distressed ship fires off her alarm guns but
slowly and with majesty she founders.
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All day they have toiled at the pumps. U.
effort. ’I’[’u.: dense implacable mghrl haspsi’all:letsso
ut the finishing touch to this gracious spectacle.
ch man tells himself that once he is in the water
he will be no longer able to breathe; for, no matter
how far back he may search his memory, he does
not recollect any fish among his ancestors. But he
urges himself to hold his breath as long as possible
in order to prolong his life by two or three seconds:
this is the vengeful irony he would offer death.

The distressed ship fires off her alarm guns but
slowly and with majesty she founders.

He does not know that the ship as she sinks
causes a powcx:ful circumvolution of billows; that
muddy ooze mingles with the troubled waters, and
that a force rising from below — counter-effect
of the tempest that rages above — stirs the element
into choppy and violent activity. Thus despite the

rovision of self-control that he musters before-
t?;re the m?(;l about to be drowned, after more
mature consi ergtion, should be ha if he pro-
lgouri% his life amid the whirlpools g? {hc wafery
'by asmuchas half ano breath, in order

to give good measure. It would be impossible for
him to achieve his supreme desire and flout death,

The distressed ship fires off her alarm guns but
slowly and with majesty she founders.

_ An error. She fires off no more alarm guns, she
is not foundering. The cockleshell has been com-
pletely swallowed up. O heaven! How may I live
after having reveled in such voluptuousness! It has
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been given to me to witness the death-agonies of
several of my fellow men! Minute by minute 1 fol-
Jowed the vicissitudes of their anguish. Now it
would be the bellowing of some old woman driven
mad by fear; now the solitary whimpering of a
suckling infant would drown out the voice of the
ship’s command. The ship was too far off for me
to distinguish clearly the cries borne upon the
gale, but I drew nearer by an effort of will and
the optical illusion was complete. Every fifteen
minutes, when a gust of wind stronger than the
others raised its sad moan amidst the cries of the
terrified petrels, split the vessel lengthwise and
increased the outcries of those about to be offered
in 2 holocaust to death, I jabbed 2 pointed iron into
my cheek, secretly thinking: “They suffer more!”
At least I had thus a basis for comparison.

From the shore I apostrophized them and flung
curses and threats at them. It seemed to me that
they must have heard me! It seemed to me that my
hate and my words, covering the distance, violat-
ing the laws of acoustics, must have arrived dis-
tinctly to their ears already deafened by the roar
of the enraged sea! It seemed to me that they must
have thou;%t of me and breathed forth their venge-
ance in impotent rage.

From time to time I cast my eyes towards the
cities, sleeping upon the solid earth; and seeing that
no one suspected a ship was foundering a few
miles from the shore with a crown of birds of prey
and a pedestal of aquatic giants with empty bellies,
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I took courage and hope returned to me. I was cer-
tain that the ship would be lost! They could not
escape! In an excess of precaution T had gone to ob-
tain my double-barreled pistol in order that with
one bullet in the shoulder to break his arm I could
prevent any drowning man from climbing up the
rocks and saving himself from imminent dl;ath.
At the most furious moment of the tempest [
saw a forceful head with hair on end swimming
through the waters with desperate efforts. He
swallowed liters of water, tossing about like a cork,
and disappeared beneath the surface. But soon he
reappeared, hair streaming, and fixing his eye upon
the shore seemed to dety death. His calm was
admirable. A gaping, bloody wound, caused by a
sharp projection from some hidden reef, gashed
his intrepid and noble countenance. He could not
have been more than sixteen years old; for faintly,
by the flashes of lightning that illumined the night,
I could perceive the peach-bloom on his upper lip.
And now he was onry a few hundred yards from
the cliff and I could see him clearly. What cour-
age! What indomitable spirit! How the steadiness
of his head seemed to flout destiny as it clove vigor-
ously through the waves that parted reluctantdy
before him. I had made up my mind in advance.
I owed it to myself to keep my promise: the last
hour had souxtn{'eze for all, none should escape. That
was my resolution, nothing should change it. A
sharp detonation was heard and the head disap-
peared forever.
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1 did not relish this murder as much as one might
think. And it was precisely because 1 was sated
with perpetual killing that thenceforward I did it
simply from a habit impossible to relinquish but
yielding only the slightest pleasure. The feeb.nﬁ
Wwas blunted, hardened. What pleasure could
feel at the death of that one human being when
there were more than a hundred ablout to offer nl;e
the spectacle of their last struggles against the
wavsegfznce the ship had su With this one
death I had not even the thrill of danger, for @mman
justice, cradled by the hurricane of that frightful
ight, stumbered in houses a few steps away.
Today when the years weigh heavily upon me
I make this statement sincerely, as a supreme and
solemn truth: I was not as cruel as men afterwards
related; but sometimes their own wickedness
wreaks its ravages for years on end. So 1 recog-
nized no further limits to my fury. I was seized
with an access of cruelty and I became terrible to
any being who fell within range of my ard
eyes, as long as he belonged to my own race. Vv ere
it a horse or a dog I let it go free: did you hear
what I just said? 6nhappily. on the night of that
storm I was in the grip of one of those rages and
my reason had flown (for ordinarily I was just
as cruel but more cautious); and cvgrythmg that
fell at that time into my hands, perished. I make
no pretence of excusing myself for m misdeeds.
The fault lies not entirely with my fellow men.
I simply state the facts as await the last judgment,
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scratching the nape of my neck in anticioas;
What care I for the lm);udgrnent!mhti(;l:zgs(x
never deserts me, as I said a moment ago to confuse
you. And when I commit 3 crime algnknow what
I aén doing, I would not act jn any other manner!
lasht:andmg upon the rock while the hurricane
ed my hair and my cloak, I watched with
ecstacy the power of the storm furiously attackin
the ship beneath a starless sl?r Ifollowed triumph-
antly all the vicissitudes of the drama, from lt)he
moment when the vessel dropped her anchors untl

In it as in a cloak down into the entrails of the sea.

But the moment was approaching when I myself
Wwas to be involved as an actor in these scenes of

VVgted t1:1hature.

n the spot where the vessel had str
showed clearly that she had gone to spend t;t: :;tn
of her days at the bottom of the sea, many of those
Wwho had been swept overboard began to reappear
on the surface. They clutched at pne another in

What is this army of marine monsters cuttin
\ e
swiftly through the waves? There are six of them.

eir fins are vigorous and open passa
through the.heavipg seas, Of tht:s:al :man b%f
ings who stir their four limbs in thar shifting
contnent the sharks rapidly make one eggless
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omelet, which they share among themselves ac-
cording to the law of the strongest. Blood mingles
with the waters and the waters mingle with blood.
Their savage eyes adequately illumine the scene
of carnage.

But what is this further disturbance in the
waters, yonder, on the horizon? It looks like an
approaching waterspout. What powerful strokes!
I realize what it is. An enormous female shark is
coming to take part in the duck-liver pasty and to
eat cold boiled beef. She is furious for she arrives
ravenous. A battle takes place between her and
the other sharks over the few palpitating limbs
floating here and there, saying nothin% on the
surface of that crimson cream. To left and to
right she slashes with her teeth, dealing mortal
wounds. But three living sharks surround her still
and she is forced to twist in every direction to
outwit their maneuvers.

With a mounting emotion hitherto unknown to
him the spectator on the shore follows this new
kind of naval engagement. His eyes are fixed upon
that brave female shark with her deadly teeth.
He hesitates no longer, brings his gun to his
shoulder, and, with his usual sldlislodg% his second
bullet in the gill of one of the sharks as it shows
itself for a moment above the waves. Two sharks
are left, their fury redoubled. From the summit
of the rock the man with the brackish saliva
throws himself into the sea and swims toward the
pleasantly-colored canvas, gripping in his hand
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that steel knife that never leaves him. From now
on each shark has an enemy to deal with. He ad-
vances upon his weary adversary, and, taking his
time, buries his sharp blade into its belly. The
moving fortress disposes easily of the last enemy.
The swimmer and the female shark rescued by
him find themselves together. For a while they
look at one another eye to eye; and each is aston-
ished to find so much ferocity in the aspect of the
other. They swim around in circles, neither losin
sight of the other, and each murmurs to himself:
“Hitherto I have been mistaken: here is someone
more evil than I.” Then with common consent
they glide toward one another, with a mutual ad-
miration, the female shark parting the waters with
her fins, Maldoror beating LFI::: waves with his arms;
and thcy hold their breaths, each desirous of con-
templaung for the first time his living portrait.
Arriving within three yards of each other, effort-
lessly, suddenly they come together like two
magnets and kiss with dignity and gratitude in an
embrace as tender as that of a brother or a sister.
Carnal desire soon follows this demonstration
of friendship. Two sinewy thighs clasp tightly
about the viscous skin of the monster like two
leeches; and arms and fins interlace about the
body of the adered abject which they surround
with love, while their throats and breasts soon fuse
into one glaucous mass exhaling the odors of sea-
wrack.
In the midst of the tempest that continues to
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illumi its lightmi having for a
illumined by its lightnings and
;aug;t,ial couch th)é foamy waves, borne uponoz:‘x:3
undertow as in 2 cradle, and rolling u ub
another towards the depths of the ocean iu ::1 ys:,s
they join together in a long, chaste and hideo

f
COX%E‘I had found someone who reghef:n:bé;i ‘:\‘::l

I should not be alone 1n e

fl{:r;ﬁ:%t;asis()l! I was face to face with my first

love!
w

i In
ine is bearing away a human body.
mgﬁzﬁum«s sh% takes on a solemn a}ng:t.
The swollen corpse floats fon tt)hi;l watgn:;fn:n h‘:;r
ars beneath the arch of a bridge; ut far
?;P?t appears again, turning slowly upon irsclf

-

like a millwheel and sinking at intervals, With the

1 hore. Before
aid of a polea boatman drags 1t to thefso ro: e on

ine it to the morgue they l;avcz it
:?\tlggxik in an attemptii tc;x b‘r}m lt'?ﬁgrezlhf; i
crowd assembles around the bo y- an-
hind jostle as muc
not see because they are be e ey
those who are 1n front. ¢ o ys:
E‘t;eshx{‘d n((:t have dmwnmnyﬁfﬂf. b’l;hfﬁ; )?13);
il i im, bu
the young suicide, they a e him, hey co
imi im. Yer he found it very na ,

n?\fel?i:;?st;f‘?:l death, having decided that nothing

on earth could please lum and aspiring to higher
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things. His face is distinguished, his clothes are
expensive. Is he seventeen years old? That is young
to die!

The paralysed crowd continues to cast their
fixed eyes upon him, Night is falling. Everyone
retires silently. No one dares to turn over the
drowned man in order to empty him of the water
that fills his belly. They fear to appear too sensi-
tive, and no one moves, each with his head buried
in his shirt collar. One goes off, shrilly whistling
an absurd Tyrolean tune; another crackshis finger-
joints like castanets.

Harassed by his gloomy thoughts, Maldoror
passes by on his horse with the speed of light. He
sees the drowned man: it is enough. Immediately
he pulls up his horse and descends from the saddle.
He raises up the young man without disgust and
makes him throw up a quantity of water. At the
thought that this inert corpse might revive be-
neath his hands, he feels his heart beat faster and
his courage redoubles. Vain effort! Vain effort,
I said, and it is true. The cadaver remains inert
and lets itself be rurned every. which way. Mal-
doror chafes its temples; he massages this limb and
that limb; for an hour he breathes into the un-
known’s mouth, pressing his lips against the
other’s. At last he seems to feel beneath the hand
that he has placed upon the youth’s breast a faint
beating. The drowned man is alive!

At that supreme moment one could have noticed
that several furrows disappeared from the horse-
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i i But
s brow, removing ten years from his age.

21‘2.3 the furrows wxl? return, perhaps tc:zhnogram

perhaps as soon as he has departed from the

ine.
o ;dh:aicwhile the drowned man opens lu§tre}3¢ss
and thanks his rescuer with a wan smile. But
Le is still weak and can make no movement. o
What a fine thing it isfto save someone’s life!
that act atones for sins: ]
An’?‘t::orv;an with the lips of bronze, until then e?;;
in snatching him back from death, loo
at the youth more narrowly, and the features ali}
ear to be not unknown to him. He tells hlmie_

that between this asphyxiated man with the Sa:r
hair, and Holzer, there 1s very htﬂe_d:ﬁerenceiitﬂ e
how they embrace effusively! But it matters little.
The man with the jasper eyes adheres to k?epu;lg
up his appearance of seventg. Saying nothmgdl e
I tsuphxsf.ricnd,setshim chind on the saddle,

ops off.
ang)thlfl:lz‘eu;f?g?“ w&f; helieved youmclf to be so

so strong, have you not seen by
re:ts‘})l::awb? t:axlz:;dnplc how hard itis c_iurmg an z;lccws
of despair to preserve the &ang—frqsd of whic ey;::
brag? | hope you will never again cause m n-
other such sorrow; and I for my part promise y
never to attempt my life.

w

There are certain hours in the life of lousy-
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haired man when he fixes his starin,

the green membranes of space; for ghésey::r:sp‘:z
hear before him the ironic mockery of a phantom
He staggers and bends his head: what he hears
1s the voice of his conscience. Then he rushes from
g::o house with the speed of a madman and tears
th uﬁh the rugged plains of the countryside. But

e yellow phantom does not lose sight of him and
puézum him with an equal speed.

Jomietimes on a stormy night while legio
winged octopi, in the dis{anc% rescmblin;g!c;sw(:
hover above the clouds and fly stiffly towards the
cities of men on a mission to warn them to alter
their conduct, the gloomy-eyed pebble sees two

pass by beneath the flashes of lighenin,

one behind the other; and, wi ing away a furtivgé’
;mr of compassion flowin fgom his g;ozen eye

:I cries out: "Certainly he deserves this; je is
? Y Justice.” Having spoken thus he resumes his

erocious attitude and continues to watch the
man-hunt, trembli nervously, and the wide lips
;;f tﬁﬁevafxg_a of darkness wllx]ence flow unceasing-

| ver immense shado e

which take flight into the lugub‘:‘;’z:usspetll.::::tf:koz:ﬁt
cealing, with the vast manipulation of their bat’s
“;mgs, the whole of nature and the solitary legions
ol octopi, grown dejected at the aspect of these
obscure and inexplicable fulgurations.

But meanwhile the steeplechase continges be-

tween the two indefatigable runners, and the phan-
tom belches forth torrents of fame upolr)x the
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scorched back of the human antelope. If during
the accomplishment of this duty he meets Pity try-
ing to block his path, he accedes with rf}g:lgnance
to her pleas and lets the man escape. The phan-
tom clicks his tongue as if to tell himself that he
is about to give up the pursuit and retires to his
kennel to await further orders. His voice, the voice
of the damned, reaches to the uttermost limits of
space; and when his appalling cries penetrate the
heart of man, the latter would rather have, they
say, death for his mother than remorse for his son.
H)é buries his head up to the shoulders in the earthy
complications of a hole; but conscience dissipates
this ostrich’s trick. The excavation evaporates like
a drop of ether; light appears with its train of ra
like a flock of curlews descending upon lavender
bushes and the man finds that he is again confront-
ing himself with ghastly, staring eyes.

I have seen hm;) making for the seashose, climb-
ing a jagged sea-begirt promontory, and precipi-
tatging]h;gx%self like agr:nargow into tg; wavag. Nc}x)w
comes the miracle: the cadaver reappears the next
day floating on the surface of the ocean which
bears the fragment of flesh back to the shore. The
man releases himself from the mould hollowed out
by his body in the sand, squeezes the water out of
his dripping hair, and resumes the journey of life,
his head muted and bowed.

Conscience judges our thoughts and our most
secret actions severely and makes no mistakes, As
she is often incapable of preventing evil, she
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persists in trailing man like 3 fo i

dark. From her vengeful ey:s’, @:i:?a}lg);:rf:;:

scxlcnce calls meteors, livid flames are diffused re

Volve upon one another, and articulate mystcr’iou-

worgs. - - . that he understands! Then his bed x:

cr;::h;d beneath th; tremors of his body, over-

vh sinies?e% the seeight o insomnis, and he hears
reathing of vague night noj

Iz;x;ogg !;)f sleep hupself, mortally xgou;c;i:?sih]t}::

. .
mmms};o }rlneﬁtcix:mus stone, abandons his task and
Very well, this time aIﬂpnese:u‘t myself to defend
the virtues; I, who have

what infamous chicanery were consi 1
» _t mx
Powerand His eternity, tIu:?;;pliec:l my fourggsgdﬁg
guclgets to his armpits, making him out
lec;:nhl;iy;n'rh; cnt:;s changed into scrpentsca?th
outh and went to lie in i
brushwood and in ruined walls b;n::lz‘;hanlz tl?e
Imght. Those cries now cringe and writhe in count}:
ess coils with small flat heads and treacherous eyes:
and they have sworn to lie in wait for human in)r’xo-’
cence; and when innocence goes walking in the
tangled woodlands or over the hills or among th
sand dunes,. she' soon changes her ideas, If th%t "y
there be stll time; for sometimes man l;ccomf;
zjv:are of the poison introduced into the veins of
leg through an almost imperceptible bite before

[ 118 ]

Lautréamont

he has had time to retrace his steps and take to his
heels. It is thus that the Creator, preserving an
admirable sangfroid even in the face of the most
atrocious sufferings is able to extract harmful
germs from the bosoms of earth’s inhabitants,

How astounded he was when he saw Maldoror,
changed into an octopus, bear down ufpon his body
with eight enormous arms any one of which solid
lashes could easily have reached around the cir-
cumference of a planet! Taken unawares he
struggled for a few moments against that viscous
embrace, which contracted and contracted. . . .

I feared some dirty trick on his part. After
having abundantly nourished myselt upon the
globu%es of that holy blood, I detached myself
abruptly from his majestic body and hid myself
in a cave, which subsequently became my home.
Here, after a fruitless search, he could not find me.
This was all long ago; but I think he knows where
I am now. He avoids my place and we both live
like two neighboring monarchs who are aware of
one another’s respective powers, cannot overcome
one another, and are weary of the useless battles
of the past. He fears me and I fear him. Each, while
unconquered, has sustained some severe injuries
from his adversary, and we let it go at that. How-
ever, I am ready to resume the struggle whenever
he so desires. But he had better not await some
favorable moment for his secret plans. I shall
always be on the look-out and keeping my eye
on hun. Let him never again inflict the earth with
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conscience and its torrures. I have taught mankin
Zhat u\:}t:apons they may use to cor:gat it advarg
t ugtc;ouyl;n'rhe)trh:rc not as yet familiar with i,
ow that as far as | it i
no more than a straw driven b a?h:::x;??h;: i
asxfltlchaslmakeofit. If I wished to profit by the
&ccamon r:hat'prw:'nts itself here of elaboran
| t:t:t:hpmmc fhscusswns, I might add that I would
tach more importance to the straw than to con-
ﬁrmc?xzi i:!l;ﬂ straw is useful to the cow chewin:
v e conscience knows i
shglx}hnng her steel talons,c © knows nothing beyon
ese claws sustained a severe setback th
' e ds
lt)he;)l,; ca(g_le up agamnst me. As conscience was sen):
y the Creator I thought it proper not to permit m
E}assag_:;o be obstructed by it. If ithad approachcg
e Wi dthe modesty and humility proper to its
mnk,aman from whxch' it should never have de-
parted, I would have listened to it. I did not like
;)t: t}:;:de. I held out my hand and crushed the talons
- ;cn my fingers. They fell into dust beneath
e c:xl‘}casmg pressure of this new kind of mortar
o c;“i ed out my other hand and tore off its head.
o ner chased that female conscience out of m
h e;ls; ;;cthtlz (;:Id of a whip and I have not sce:g
vic‘t}sry, . ept her head as a souvenir of my
ith a head in my hand, gnawin
s ' th
St;ogl on one foot h{e a her%?& at the ezlgsinglf’:
?wx:splcc slashed into the flanks of a mountain.
seen descending into the valley while the
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flesh of my bosom was till and calm as the lid of
a tomb!

With a head in my hand, gnawin the skull, 1
<wam down to the most dangerous epths of the
ocean, among deadly reefs, and Fhmged deeper
than the currents to assist like 2 oreigner at the
battles between marine monsters. I swam from the
shore farther than my piercing gaze could see, and
hideous stingrays with their paralysing magnetism

rowled around my limbs as they cut through the
waves with robust movements, not daring to ap-

roach me. I was seen to return safe and sound
to the beach, and the flesh of my bosom was still
and calm as the lid of 2 tomb!

With a head in my hand, gmwin the skull, 1
climbed the steps of a high tower. eary-limbed,
[ reached the dizzy summit. 1 gazed upon the
countryside and the se3; I gazed uFon the sun and
the firmament; thrusting with my foot 2t the gran-
ite, which remained immovable, 1 defied death
and divine punishment with a supreme howl and
flung myself like 2 paving-stone into the jaws of
space. Men heard the painful and reverberatin
crash that resulted from the encounter of the cart
with the head of conscience, which I had dropped
in my flight. I was seen to descend with the leisure
of a bird, borne upon an invisible cloud, and pick
up the head in order to force it to be witness of a

triple erime that I was fo commit that same day,

while the fiesh of my bosom was still and calm as

the lid of a tomb!
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With a head in my hand, gnawing the skull, I
betook myself to the place where stand the posts
that support the guillotine. I placed the smooth
grace of the necks of three young girls beneath
the blade. As executioner, I pulled the string with
the apparent experience of an entire lifetime and
the triangular steel, falling slantwise, sliced off
three heads that regarded me meekly. Next I
placed my own head beneath the heavy razor and
the executioner prepared to accomplish his duty.
Three times the blade descended between its
grooves with a new vigor; three times my material
body, especially at the base of the neck, was
shaken to its foundations as when one dreams of
being crushed by a falling building. The stupefied
populace let me pass as [ removed myself from that
grisly spot. They saw me elbow my way through
the undulating waves of the crowd, and bestr
myself, full of life, head held erect, while the flesh
of my bosom was still and calm as the lid of a tomb!

I did say that I would defend mankind this time.
ButI fear my apologia would not be the expression
of truth, and consequently I prefer to be silent,
Humanity will applaud this measure with grati-

tude!
w

It is time to apply the brakes to my inspiration
and to pause for a while by the wayside, as when
one looks upon the vagina of a woman. It is good
to look back over the course already traveled, and
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then, the limbs rested, to rush on again with an
impetuous bound. To accomplish a journey in one
single breath is not easy, and the wings weary
much during 2 high flight without hope at}d with-
out remorse. No, let us lead no deeper into the
explosive mines of this impious lay the haggard
pack of swots and busybodies! The crocodile will
not change one word of the vomit that 3ssued from
within his skull! Too bad if some furtve shadow,
inspired with the praiseworthy ambition of re-
venging a humamty unjustly artacked by me,
surreptitiously should open f.he door of my room,
brushing against the wall hkf: a sea-gull’s wing,
and plunge a dagger into the side of the plunderer
of celestial flotsam and jetsam! Clay might as well
dissolve its atoms in that manner as in another.
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(LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR)

3

LET us recall the names of those imaginary angel-
like beings whom my pen during the second lay
has drawn from a brain shining with 2 radiance
derived from those beings themseclves. They are
still-born on the scorched paper Like sparks the
rapid extinction of which the eye ean hardly fol-
low. Leman! . .. Lohengrin! . . . Lombano! . . .
Holzer! . . . For an instant you appeared, cov-
ered with the insignia of youth, within my
enchanted horizon. But T let you fall back into
chaos like diving-beils. You will never retuen. It
1 enough that | have reeaimed the memory of you.
You must make room for other substances, less
heautiful perhaps, to which rhe stormy overflow
of a love thar has resolved never to appease its
thirst with the human race will give birth. A raven-
cus love, that would devour itself if ic did not seek
its nourishment in celestial fictions: creaung, in
the long run, a pyramid of seraphim mose numer-
ous than the insects that swarm in a drop of water,
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it will interweave them into an ellipse that it will
cause to revolve around itself. Meanwhile if the
traveler, pausing before the appearance of a cata-
ract, will raise his head he will see in the distance a
human bcin‘g borne towards the cavern of hell by
a garland of living camellias! But . . . silence!

he floating image of the fifth ideal traces itself
slowly, like the blurred folds of an aurora borealis,
upon the vaporous surface of my intelligence,
and takes on a more and more precise con-
sistency. . . .

Mario and I were riding along the beach. Our
horses, necks outstretched, clove through the
membranes of space and struck sparks from the
pebbles on the beach. An icy blase struck us full
in the face, penetrated our cloaks, and swept back
our hair on our twin heads. The sea-gull tried in
vain to warn us by his outcries and the agitation of
his wings of the possible proximity of the storm,
and cried out: “‘\ghere are they off to at that mad
gallop?” We said nothing; plunged in meditation
we ler ourselves be carried away by that furious
race. The fisherman, sceing us pass by swift as an
albatross, and realizing that he was secing before
him the rwo miysterious brothers as we had been
called because we were always together, hastened
to cross himself and hide with his paralysed dog in
the deep shadows of a rock.

The inhabitants of the coast had heard tell of
many strange things concerning these two persons,
who appeared on earth amid clouds during periods
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of great disaster, when a frightful war threatened
to plant its harpoon in the breasts of two enemy
countries, or when cholera was preparing to
hurl out from its sling putrefaction and death
through entire cides. The oldest beachcombers
frowned gravely, affirming that the two phan-
toms, whase vast black wingspread every one had
noticed during hurricanes above the sandbanks
and reefs, were the evil genius of the.land*and the
enius of the sea, who promenade their majesty up
in the air during great natural revolutions, united
by an eternal friendship the rarity and glory of
which have given birth to the astonishment of
uniimited chains of generations.

It was said that, flying side by side like two
Andean condors, they loved to soar in concentric
circles amid the layers of atmosphere close to the
sun; that in these places they fed upon the pure
essence of light; but that they resigned themselves
only reluctantly to reversing the inclination of
their vertical flight towards the dismayed orbit
where the human globe turns dclmonsfy, inhab-
ited by cruel spirits who massacre one another on
battlefields (when they are not killing one another
secretly in their cities with the dagger of hatred or
ambition) and who feed upon beings as full of life
as themselves and placed a few degrees lower in
the scale of existence. )

Or again, when the pair firmly resolved, in order
to excite men to repentance by the verses of
prophecy, to swim in great strokes towards the
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sidereal regions where the planer stirs in the midst
of the dense exhalations of avarice, pride, curses
and mockery, given off like pestilential vapors
from the loathsome surface, seeming no larger than
a ball and almost invisible because of the distance,
they did not fail to find occasions on which they
repented bitterly of their benevolence, misunder-
stood and spumned, and hid themselves in the
depths of volcanoes to converse with the tenacious
fire that boils in the vats of the central vaults, or
at the bottom of the sea to rest their disillusioned
eyes in the contemplation of the most ferocious
monsters of the deep, which to them appeared as
models of gentleness compared with the bastards
of humanity.

When night fell with her propitious gloom they
rushed from the porphyry-crested craters and
from the subaqueous currents, and left well behind
them the cm?gy chamber-pot where the consti-
pated anus of the human cockatoo wriggles: left
1t so far behind that they could no longer distin-

ish the suspended silhouette of the filthy planet.

en, aggrieved by cheir fruitless attempt, the
angel of the land and the angel of the sea kissed,
weeping, amid the compassionate stars and under
theeyeof God! . . .

Mario and he who galloped at his side were
not unaware of the vague and superstitious
rumors that were recounted during their evenin
vigils by the fishermen whispering around the
hearth behind closed doors and windows, while
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i 1 ino itself, making
ierht-wind, desirous of warming ttself, :
g‘se nl;mtf lzear:d around the thatched cottage, sttx)ak
in Pthe frail walls that are surrounded at the ashe
by fragments of crushed shells washed up by the
ino ripples of the waves.
dyaﬁer:l? xfgtosyeak. What do two hearts that lovg
Tﬁ, to each other? Nothing. B\llft our eyﬁ :;;;’rie;sgis
.1 warm him to wrap himself more ¢ sely in e
he points out to me that my horse go¢
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the night-wind, desirous of warming itself, making
its plaint heard around the thatched cottage, shak-
ing the frail walls that are surrounded at the base
by fragments of crushed shells washed up by the
dying ripples of the waves.

We did not speak. What do two hearts that love
sar to each other? Nothing. But our eyes expressed
all. I warn him to wrap himself more closely in his
cloak, and he points out to me that my horse goes
too far ahead of his. Each takes as much interest in
the life of the other as in his own life. We do not
laugh. He tries to smile at me, but [ perceive that
his countenance bears the weight of terrible im-
pressions engraved there by meditation, constantly
mclined towards the sphynxes that lead astray,
with oblique glances, the great anguish of mortal
intelligence. Seeing that his attempr is useless he
turns aside his gaze, gnaws his earthly chains with
the saliva of rage and stares into the horizon that
flees at our approach.

In my turn I try to remind him of his golden
youth which asks nothing betrer than to parade
like 2 queen through the palace of pleasures. But
he notices that my words emerge from my shrunk-
en mouth with difficulty, and that the years of my
own springtime have passed, sad and glacial like an
implacable dream that stalks over banquet tables
ang beds of satin where the pale priestess of love
slumbers paid with the glitter of gold, the bitter
pleasures of disenchantment, the pestilential fur-
rows of age, the terrors of solitude, and the torches
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n. Secing that my atcempr ;
surpmseéi Iam unable Sc’) malz%; tg;es:;s, tam nor
. 1€ Umnipotent appears before me armed with

mstruments of tortyre. ;
1 i the
ent halo of hig horror; [ t’urn aw:' hole Thnd,

stare into th 3 fore. g o
Nty € horizon that flees gefom our ap-

Our horses pallo 1
ﬂeemg_from tlgc huxp;:;: Zfrf:he f:oast ®

ario is yo di
y un%g- than I. The humidity of the

weather and the ty f.
’ oam tha
Us bring the contact of cold to &:gfgh?tgﬁ l;)i:f

s

if they were

out: “T admire that noble ven I
;T;:; :eut my hair, buy he forbids n?ee i;it; :V sacr:rteto
oo and I obey him with respect, B
e lggﬁ:owmg late and the eagle is returning to js
brgr ;])wed out in the anfractuosity of agrock.
co;’t e ju.ex]' saystome: “Iam going to?c’mn youm
o sh \(;V d you from the cold. I do not need it X
1re vg'i;h th:e unto you if you do as yousay. | do
not fat another suffer in my plac .
Y you.” He makes no reply, becaus% I am
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right. But then I set out to console him because of
the toc impetuous tone of my words. . . .

Our horses gallop along the coast as if they were
fleeing from the human eye. . . .

I raise up my head like the prow of a vessel
thrown up gy a huge wave and I say to him:

“Are you weeping? I ask you this, king of fogs
and snows. I see no tears on your face, beautiful as
the cactus-flower, and your eyes are dry as a river-
bed; but I perceive in the depths of your eye a vat
full of blood in which boils your innocence, stung
in the neck by a large species of scorpion. A vio-
lent wind blows upon the fire that heats the caul-
dron and spreads gloomy flames even outside your
sacred eye-socket. I brought my hair close to your
rosy brow and I smelled a smell of burning because
the hair had caugh fire, Close your eyes, for if you

do not your countenance, reduced to cinders like
lava from a volcano, will fall in ashes into the
hollow of my hand.”

He turns towards me paying no heed to the reins
he holds in his hand and contemplates me tenderly
while slowly raising and lowering his lily-white
eyelids like the rising and falling of the sea. He
wants to reply to my audacious question and this
is what he says:

“Pay no attention to me. Even as the river-mists
climb along the hillsides and having arrived at the
summit, melt into the atmosphere 1n the form of
clouds; even so has your anxicty on my account in-
sensibly increased without reasonable mative, and
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forms over your imagination the deceptive outline
of a desolate mirage. I assure you that there is no
fire in my eyes, although I do have a feeling as if
my head were plunged into a helmet of blazing
coals. How do you suppose the flesh of my inno-
cence should be boiling in a vat, since I hear noth-
ing but the feeblest and most confused outcries,
that to me are nothing but the wailing of the wind
as it passes over our heads? It is impossible that a
scmg)ion should have taken up residence and fast-
ened its sharp pincers into the depths of my jagged
eye-socket. I think they are rather powerful tongs
that crush the optic nerve. However I am of your
opinion that the blood filling the vat was extracted
from my veins by an invisigle executioner during
last night’s sleep. I waited for you a long time, be-
loved son of the ocean; and my sleep-heavy arms
engaged in a vain combat with one who entered
the vestibule of my house. . . . Yes, I feel that m

soul is padlocked in my body and cannot free itse

to flee far from coasts beaten by the human sea and
be no longer witness to the livid pack of sorrows
that pursues the human izard without respite
across morasses and the abyss of vast despondency.
But I make no complaint. I received life like a
wound, and I have forbidden suicide to heal the
gash. I wish the Creator to contemplate this yawn-
ing crevice every hour of his eternity. This is the
punishment I inflict upon him. Our steeds slow
down the speed of their bronze feet; their bodies
tremble like a hunter surprised by a flock of

[132]

Lautréamont

:es. They must not listen to what we are
S: giixmmBy duzrt of attention their intelligences
m}ir h%'increasc and they would be able to under-
stargxd as. Woe unto them! For they would suffer
more! Indeed, think only of thefwﬂdltlloarsczf tt}x:;;
i telligen
manity: does not the degree of 1n that
ther beings of the crea
separates them from o of the e
have been accorded them only '
ﬁeet;i;gle ?r?ce of incalculable sufferings? _Inut:tt‘e
my example and plunge your silver spurs into the
f your steed. . . .” .
ﬂat(l)k;ohgr:es gallop along the coast as if they were
fleeing the human eye.

w

dancing and
the madwoman as she passes by
v Scf:ly {:':a?:alling something. Children pursué her
waigtl‘:ll stones as if she were 2 blackbird. She b:;n—
dishes a stick and makes ;s 1{ tfo pu;sue étfn%d a;x;
inues on her way. She left a shoc
g‘;ﬁg‘;t notice it. Long spider’s legs craw;il ath:tix:
nape of her neck: these are nothing but her hair.
Her face resembles no human countenance ;1;
she bursts into shrieks of laufghtg hhlfe i? }tx :;a;ve r:
lets fall rags of phrases of WiiC )
i Id have any clear
knit together, very few wou © A0y o,
: rnificance. Her gown, torn in severa \
ters about her bony and filthy legs. Sﬁt. v&mnfd::.
on like a poplar leaf borne upona whirlwind o
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conscious associatio. i
e ns, sh'e, her youth, her lusions

h- ruined mind. She h
er pristine : ing Lot
and her l;u'taagtll:a i;a&do?ezutyé her beanng #mean

If men were ha i
Nappy on this earth, th
cause for astonishment, The madwom?: g:l?lcg xl;:

reproaches, she is too Proud to complain and will

forbif!dcn ever to address a word to her.

d :
. blackblx:ﬁg. pursue her with stones 15 jf she were
She has dropped a roll of
iropp aper fro
S;)r;:eane icks it up, locks 'zﬂsglf inmh?sciot:)m :nll
ght, and reads the manuscript that f’4:1v11(mr3'm

;l:ﬂmlitml c?v; her growin rapidly, endowed with all
it of souland body. She said to me: “J should
sendtx(; eave a ht:ile sister to play with. Ask God to
one, and to rewar himlwiilw i
a Iill;lznd of violets, Peppermint and ger:;lx‘ir:n;h;lg
al kiS:u‘nswer I'made was to raise her to my brea
her lovingly. Yot
¢ wasalready interested in animal
:ll::d whyf the swallo_w was contentnﬁsg?uiﬁs I:l?:
es of humans with his wings, not daring to en-
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ter in. But I placed a finger on my lip as if to tell
her to be silent regarding this grave question, the
elements of which I did not want her to understand
as yet in order not to do violence to her childish
imagination by a strong fecling; and I hastened to
change the subject, one painful to discuss for any
being belonging to a race that has extended an un-
just domination over other animals of the creation.
“When she spoke to me of the tombs in the cem-
etery, telling me that she could breathe the pleas-
ant perfumes of cypress and everlasting-flower in
that atmosphere, 1 refrained from contradicting
her. But I told her that the cemetery was a bird-
town, that there the birds would sing from dawn
until twilight, and that the tombs were their nests
where they slept at night with their families, lift-
ing up the marble covers.
“I sewed all the dear little garments she wore, as
well as the laces with their thousand arabesques,
reserved for Sunday. In winter she had her special
place by the hearth; for she took herself very seri-
ously, and, during the summer the meadows knew
the gentle pressure of her footstep when she ven-
tured forth with her silken net fastened to the end
of a rush to catch the independent little humming-
birds and butterflies with their provoking zig-zags.
*“What have you been up to, little vagabond, while
supper has been waiting an hour and your spoon
gtows impatient?” But she would cry out, flinging
er arms about my neck, that she wounld never
roam again, Next day she would be off again,
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han _ e warbl
ls;g-g:ng as well as the ni htingale; s| ly st?gkf;g 23:
m‘ox‘;ﬁuc at the rascally crow, wg,a watched h
pa“Irr‘;as s and graceful as 5 young cat -
) 1ot to enjoy her presence for |
time was approaching whelx)z she shou‘ilc.l licx)lng;lzgf

freshness of streams, Th V
- Lhey told me wh
tpf;ed, fucirI was not by when the eventa:ol:)?;d l;:c
tha ris ted in the death of my daughter I}I)ad ;
en there I should have defended that angel
price of my own blood, | . Bel s the

“Maldoror was by with hi
; ng by with his by

:raw 2 young girl sleeping in the shade ol;d:g ﬁn{e
e and at first he took ﬁer for a rose c

ir?:gr say which idea rose first to his mind: ;;x;hcth
’ Wals1 ixhl:a appearance of that child or the ;esoiuti(fx:
i manc w;th :csulted. He undressed rapidly, like

v a

iﬁf:::ruhuixsclf upon the young girl’s lf:;:ix;re,arl:g
oived p l_é:r glnm to commit an ateack upon her
.y n the 'full light of the sun! N embar-
Tassment for him! Let us not dwe]] upon this jm-
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ure act. His spirit dissatisfied, he hurried back
mto his clothes, glanced cautiously up and down
the dusty deserred pathwa(tjy, and ordered the bull-
dog to stranfglc the bloodsrained child with the
movement of its jaws. He pointed out to the moun-
tain dog the spot where the suffering victim
breathed and wailed, and retired into the back-
ground in order not to witness the entrance of
those sharp teeth into the rosy veins,

“Carrying out that order appeared o be difficult
for the bulldog. He thought his master had com-
manded him to do what had already been done,
and this wolf with the monstrous muzzle contented
himself with violating the virginity of that delicate
child in his turn. From her lacerated stomach the
bloed ran again down her legs and upon the
meadow. Her cries mingled with the animal’s
yelps. The child held up the golden cross that she
wore about her neck that he might spare her; she

had not dared to present it before the savage eyes
of him who first conceived the idea of profitin
by the weakness of her age. But the dog knew we
that if he disobeyed his master a knife thrown
from beneath a sleeve would abruptly open up his
entrails without warning.

“Maldoror (how hateful to pronounce that
name!) heard the agonies of pain and was amazed
that the victim should be so tenacious of life and
not yet dead. He approached the sacrificial altar
and saw the conduct of his bulldog, abandoned to
its lowest instincts and lifting up its head above
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the child as a drowning man raises his above the
angry waves. He gave the dog a kick that split
open one of its eyes. The maddened animal rushed
off through the countryside dragging after him for
a distance, that though short was mﬁ too long, the
suspended body of the girl which was detached
only by grace of the violent movements of the
flight; bur he was afraid to attack his master, who
was not to see him again.
“Maldoror drew from his pocket an American
knife with ten or a dozen blades serving various
purposes. He opened up the angular paws of that
steel hydra and, armed with this for a scalpel, see-
ing that the greensward had not yet disappeared
beneath the stain of so much spilled blood, he has-
tened without changing color to rummage bravely
within the vagina of the unhappy child. From that
enlarged hole he removed successively the interior
organs: the intestines, the lungs, the liver, and
finally the heart were torn from their foundations
and dragged out into the light of day through that
awful opening. The sacrificer perceived that the
girl, like a drawn chicken, had been long dead. He
ceased the increasing perseverance of his ravages
and left the cadaver to sleep again beneath the
shade of the plane tree.

“The knife was found thrown away nearby. A
shepherd, witness of the crime whose author was
never discovered, told of it a long time afterwards
when he felt sure the criminal had safely reached
the frontier and he had no further fear of the cer-
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tain revenge that would be his reward if he re-

] he had seen. .
ve::};:d ":g::g t;e madman who pcrpctmlied ;l::il
hcinogs crime, unforeseen by the lawma cr:) and
without precedent. I pitied him, for it is pro able
chat he was not in his right mind when he wxi led
the muldplc-bladedfknife pl;mg::tr:)gm ttllrcix:isd the

romach fromtopto .
‘l:':lclaﬁfs;h i:' Shg was not mad his sha{nef\;;l ] c?;xﬁl:;:
should hatch out a great hatred ag:,unsti is fellows
for so furiously attacking the flesh an dzm: ries of
inoffensive child, who was my daug V;m;
:gsisted at the burial of those human ftagmem
with mute resignation. And daily 1 go to pray
ve.” ) )
oveArtatgga conclusion of his rcadm% the mlm(kegowhil:
finder of the manuserpt could 70 BEL ol ohe
d fainted. When he 1o he !
S;I?lﬁs?;’ipt. He had forgotten this mcx:nor% o;ff ltxex:
outh (habit encrusts the memory); aﬁ P
fwemy years’ absence he returnc to :vi?lt aak
ountry. He will notbuy 2 bulldog! He Sﬁﬂ ik
Svithtz.ahephcrdﬁ! He will not sleep in the sha
‘ * . .
of gﬁlglrtzegler:l-her with stones as if she were 2
blackbird.

w

i he hand
1 has shaken for the. last time the he
of{irr:xm\:'iﬁlo isali.aving voluntarily, forever fleeing,
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forever pursued by the image of mankind. The
Wandering Jew says that i% the earth’s scepter
were held by the crocodile he would not flee thus.
Tremdall, standing above the valley, has raised
one hand to his eyes to concentrate the solar rays
and make his sight more piercing, while his other
hand palpates the bosom of space, the arm horizon-
tal and motionless. Leaning forward, a statue of
friendship, he watches with eyes mysterious as the
sea the high boots of the traveler climbing up the
side of the hill, aided by his iron-feruled staff. The
earth seems to crumbile beneath Tremdall’s feet,
and even had he so desired he could not have re-
strained his tears and his feelings:
“He is far away. I see his silhouctte mounting
a narrow pathway. Where is he going with that
heavy step? He does not even know himself. ., . .
Yer I am certain [ am not sleeping. What is that
approaching and going to meet Maldoror? How
huge the dragon 15 . . . larger than an oak! You
would say that his whitish wings, attached to him
by tough ligaments, had nerves of steel so easily do
they ::lﬁ:ave the air. His body is that of a tiger with
a long serpent’s tail. I have not been accustomed
to see such things. What is that upon his brow?
I see a word written there in symbolic language,
a word I cannot decipher. With a final sweep of
his wings the dragon comes up to him the tone of
whaose voice I could plainly recognize, and utters
these words:

‘1 was expecting you, and you me. The hour
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has come; here 1 am. Read upon mY,brow my
name written in hieroglypluc symbpls. e drag-
“But Maldoror has scarcgly pegcewed the (a)% -
on before he has changed hénwelz)lf ﬁ? at:llaim us
d now prepares for Dattic, g hus
f:?g'vmcﬁcak con};emcdly as if to say t;.har:, s;ng;::i
handed, he would devour thf\ dr.ag::;; tx;m :is h;
See how they circle one another 10 EVEFZ B ®

i 1 rudging the other’s facucs,
ing orbits, each judgy S L The
to fight. They are doing

gggo‘;esgelgms to %ne to beth the su{)ngfr;*}aﬁo?‘:ﬁi:

gains jctory over the eagic. €
stron d:;nztionsrym witggmng thxs ngsmszic::
i rtion of my being 15 IMVOIVES 2 ¢
Xrl;lconalp»?rﬂl encourage you with my cries if r:ict
essagrv because it is in the eagle’s own interest tha

he should be crushed.

® @

i al ter-
“ are they waiting for? ] am inmort
ror ‘gsar;'xte now, dragon, you begin the attack.lY::
ha e just given him a sharp blow with your talons:
d\:t'g?nsztgso bad. I assure you the g?glz r:tug.; :gvics
it; his feathers, blood-stained,
fellfr;:e’cid;?’iblf;ugc?\iind, Ah! The eagle tears :_‘Jt
ﬁs:xe of your eyes with his beak, and you hav; ohazf
torn h{; flesh. You should have prevente ; t.
Bravo, get your revenge and break one :i hs
wmgs“ It goes without saymgidthz;tt Kggengugh
reeth are good. If only Xou}cm;ﬂ Sgace ax coong
to the eagle while he cam‘es P  and shoos
the ground! I notice this €age
gg&?«s ;%\‘A;a:ii& ca\%tion, even when he is falling.
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this memorable battle. He ; i
_ - F1€ 15 cautious, He is it
imn mﬁlxgmg m; ;g unshakable pcsiu':nlsjlrfn l?g
: » B two thighs and his pa;
hitherto has seryed asa mg;idcile::'ss tt:;ld;'h::

ever, I am thinking of the conse u

' 1 en i
Irne;t;lc;:;from 1t! ‘The eagle is tcm'b?e m::]es mat?caa: zﬂl
o ous leaps that shake the earth, as if he w re
sibcl):t 'It"tl;e take flight, bur he knows this is im o5,
sible. dragon is suspicions: he thinks tha'I:Oas;
ar h}; rx:t};mfnt the eagle will artack him on the side
prhers e écksaqcye, -+ Alas for me! This s what

s‘:,ppd nlf ow did the dragon allow himself to b
1zed by the breast? Useless for him to ¢ ol ;
ﬁmx{g and force, I see that the eagle, clin i 2}7
with all his limbs like 3 Jeect, despite dl%uflrgcsﬁ
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wounds he is receiving even at the root of the
neck, is burying his beak deeper and deeper into
the dragon’s belly. Only his body can be seen. He
seems to be quite at his ease and does not hurry to
t out. Doubtless he is seeking something, while
the tiger-headed dragon utters howls that awaken
the forests, Now the eagle is withdrawing his head
from that cavern. Eagle, how repulsive you are!
You are redder thana %ake of blood! Although you
hold in your beak a palpitating heart you are so
covered with wounds that you can scarcely stand
up on your plumed claws, and you stagger, with-
out opening your beak, near the dragon who is
dying in frightful agony. The victory has been dif-
ficult. No matter — you gained it: one must at least
report the truth. . . . In shedding your eagle’s shape
you act according to the laws of reason, 2s you put
a distance berween yourself and the dragon’s body.
So, Maldoror, you have conquered! So, Mal-
doror, you have conquered Hope! Henceforth,
with deliberate steps, you must enter upon a career
of evil! In spite of the fact that I am, so to speak,
indifferent to suffering, the last blow you gave the
dragon has not failed to affect me. Judge for
yourself whether I suffer! But you frighten me.
See . . . see in the distance that man in fgull flight!
Upon him, O excellent earth, curses have put forth
their bristling foliage. He isaccursed and he curses.
Whither are you pointing your sandals? Where
are you going, hesitating like a somnambulist on
a roof? May your perverse destiny achieve itself!
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Maldoror, farewell! Farewell i i
A ! until eterni
where you and I shall not find ourselves together!'

W

It was a day in springtime. Birds were utterin
tthheg chirruping song and mankind, going abougt
eir various chores, were bathed in the sanctity of
:;z:lrnmesih f;zryt%ng l:rnas working towards its
: e
ceg; e CrcatoS’ plants,the sharks. All - ex-
_ He was stretched out by the wayside, hi -
ing in ribbons. His lowe¥ lip hunygSI dz‘\;'hr: ﬁko:ha
slgcpy cab!e. His teeth were unbrushed and dust
mingled with the f_iaxen waves of his hair, Stunned
lb;y a heavy drowsiness, crushed against the stones
i1s body was making useless efforts to get up. His
strength failed him, and he lay there fieble as an
;arth.worm, impassive as the bark of a tree. Streams
9f wine ﬁllefi the ruts hollowed out by the nervous
jerking of'hls shoulders. Swine-snouted sottishness
covered him with protective wings and cast lovin
eyes upon him. slack-muscled limbs groveleg
in the: dust like blind masts. Blood flowed from his
nostrils: as he fell he had struck his face against a
post. . . . He was drunk! Horribly drunk! Drunk
as a.ﬂea that has swallowed three barrels of blood
during the night! He aroused the echoes with
words that I will not repeat here. If the Supreme
Drunkard does not respect himself I must respect
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mankind. Did you know that the Creator got
drunk! Pity on that lip, befouled in the goblets of

an orgy!

A passing hedgehog stuck its spines into his back
and said; “That for you. The sun is half way
through its orbit. Work, sluggard, and eat not the
bread of others. Wait a while and you’ll see what
will happen if I should summon the cockatoo with
his crooked beak.”

A woodpecker and a screech-owl, passing by,
buried their beaks in his belly, saying: “Thart for
you. What arc you doing here on earth? Did you
come to offer this lugubrious farce to the animals?
1 assure you neither the mole nor the cassowary

nor the flamingo will imitate you.”

A passing ass gave him a kick in the temple, say-
ing: “That for you. What did I ever do to you that
you should have givenme such long ears? All crea-
tures down to the cricket scorn me.”

A passing toad spat in his face, saying: “That
for you. If you had not given me such a huge eye
and had 1 seen you in the state you ar¢ in now, |
would have chastely concealed the beauty of your
limbs beneath a shower of buttercups, myosotis
and camellias, in order that none should see you.”

A passing lion inclined his roval visage, saying:
“As for me I respect him, although his splendor

a%pears to be momentarily eclipsed. You others,
affecting haughtiness when actually you are noth-
ing but cowards since you attacked him while he
was sleeping, would you be happy in his place if
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you were subjected to the insults of passers-by —
mnsults you have not spared him?”

A passing man stopped before the displaced
Creator and, amid the applause of the crab-louse
and the viper, defecated for three days upon that
august countenance. Woe unto mankind for that
insult! For he had no respect for an enemy laid
out in a mess of filth and blood and wine, defense-
fess and almost inanimate! . . .

Eventually the sovereign God, awakened at last
by all these vicious insults, got himself up from the

round as best he could and staggered over w 2
arge stone where he sat down, his arms pendant
like a consumptive’s testicles. He looked around
him with glassy, lack-lustre eyes upon the whole of
nature, which belonged to him.

O mankind! You are wicked children; but [ im-
plore you ro spare that Great Being, who has not
yet slept off his disgustin% liquor, and, not having
the strength to support himself erect, has fallen
heavily back on to the rock where he was sitting
like a wayfarer.

Notice that beggar passing by, He saw that the
dervish was holding out askinny arm, and, without
knowing upon whom he was bestowing his char-
ity, he threw a picce of bread into thar hand be-
seeching pity. The Creator acknowledged the gift
with an inclination of his head.

0, you will never know how difficulr a thing it
becomes to be holding constantly the reins of the
universe! Sometimes the blood rushes to the head
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as one strains to wrest a new comet from :;;?thmg‘;
ness, with a new race of beings. The Inteﬁigcmc;l ;;
stirred to its very foundations, escapesu fl e oce
overcome in battle, and may very well fall for g:cn
in life into the aberrations of which you have

a witness!
W

A red lantern, vice’s ensign, suspended ;ti t%:;
end of a rod swung its carcass “bf:neath the w eapmn
the four winds above a massive aqd wo;m);umm
doorway. A foul corridor, smelling ci humat
thighs, gavc on to 2 qourtyardﬁ where L?cched nd
hens, thinner than cheir own WIngs, Tcra f d for
food. In the wall that sc;rved asanecnc osuren o the
courtyard divers openings had been féuigl::i ! g e
cuted, each covered by a grating. Thebu ;% s
covered with moss. If)out:‘yde‘:f;sva‘::tdoar;eatt:r;\g,ail ad
been a convent, but now 1t ser an c for

men who dail would exhut.m the inte
:1!1);135:}::1‘1)' vaginéss in exc):rhange for a littde money

ho would enter. o

© ﬁz’a?smn&ing on a bridge with piers tt]?t \;eir:;
plunged in the muddy waters of a mo?th ; r(:; m it
}mighr i mmcmp!mcd the minutest f}.rc n:ﬁcmm

derails of the interior of thqt age-toppling str mtin
on the landscape. From nme to mxnfcht eg ﬁding
of one of the openings would lift thf ahgmd thagt
sound as if by the Upwarl RIS 31 L head

1 e natare ¢ . A

i;zlx?l‘gda;pmr at the opening, then his shoulders

[ 147 ]



Maldoror

upon which would fall fragments of dislodged
pEZter; then his body cgtgel:led with cobwgebs
would follow. Laying his hands like 2 crown on
the filth of every escription with which the
Fround was encumbered while he extracted his
egs from the interstices of the grating, he would
straighten himself up to his natural posture and go
to dip his hands in a broken-down tub, the soa y
water of which had seen entire generations nﬂe
and fall. Then he would hurry away from those
slums as quickly as possible to breathe the purer
air of the city’s center. After the client had
departed a naked woman would struggle out in
the same manner and make her way to the tub
"Then the cocks and the hens would come running
up in flocks from various parts of the courtya::f
attracted by the seminal odor, knock her to the
Eround despite her stmgdgles, trampling over her
ody as if it had been a unghill, and peck at the
flaccid lips of her swollen vagina until the blood
came. The hens and the cocks, satiated, would re-
turn to scratch in the courtyard grass; the woman
now clean, would rise trembling to her feet cov-
ered with wounds, as when one awakens after a
nightmare. She would let fall the rag she had
brought with her to wipe her legs, having no fur-
th.er need of the communal tub, and return to her
lair T;xo ayv;it another job,
L e sight of all this inspired me, too, wi
desire to enter that house! PI was about t;?;h;etgs
from the bridge when I saw upon the entablature
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of a pillar the following inscription in Hebrew
characters:

“You who pass over this bridge, go not yonder.
There crime fraternises with vice. One day his
friends awaited in vain a young man who crossed
that fatal threshold.”

Curiosity was stronger than fear. In a few mo-
ments I found myself standing before one of the
openings, the grating of which was solidly barred.
I tried to peer into the interior through that
dense sieve. Ar first I could see nothing; but it
was not long before 1 could distinguish the
objects in the gloomy chamber, thanks to the
fading light of the sun disappearing below the
horizon.

The first and only thing I saw was a light-
coloured rod composed of cones thrust into one
another. This rod was moving about! It was walk-
ing round the room! Its violence was such that the
floor shook beneath it, With its two ends it tore

huge gashes in the walls, and resembled a
battering-ram beating against the walls of a be-
sieged city. Its efforts were useless for the walls
were built of freestone. I saw this rod, when it
struck against the wall, bend like a steel blade
and bound back like an elastic ball. So it was
not made of wood! Then I noticed it coiled and
uncoiled with ease, like an eel. Although as tall
as a man it did not hold itself erect. Sometimes
it tried to do this and exhibited one of its ends at
the grating. It bounded about impetuously, fell
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again to the ground, and could not stave in the ob-
stacle. I examined it more and more narrowly and
finally I perceived that it was a hair! After another
violent struggle with the material that hemmed it
in like a prison, it laid itself down on a bed that was
in that room, its root resting on the sheets and its
pointed end against the bed’s head. After a few
moments of silence broken by irregular sobs, the
hair spoke as follows:

“My master left me in this room. He does not
come to seek me. He rose from this bed where I am
lying and combed his perfumed hair, not dreaming
that 1 had already fallen to the ground. Yet if he
had gathered me up I would not have found that
simp?e act of justice in any way astonishing. He has
abandoned me in this confining room after having
been enfolded within the arms of a2 woman. And
what a woman! The sheets are still moist from their
lukewarm contact and in their disorder bear the
imprint of a night spent in love.”

And I asked myself who his master could be!
Andl aPplied my eye to the grating even more en-
thusiastically!

“While all of nature was wrapped in chaste
slumber he was coupling with a degraded female
in impure and lascivious embraces. He lowered
himself so far as to permit her withered and sapless
cheeks, despicable because of their habitual shame-
lessness, to approach his august countenance. He
did not blush, but I blushed for him. It is quite cer-
tain that he was happy to pass the night with this
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i 1 ded by the
twonicht bride. The woman, astounaett 47 ¢
fln);'lgd::‘;gspetx of this guest, scemed to be gn)oyg:;
inc]ompmablc sensations and covered him Wi
fm,gﬁgdlk:s?(?{l myself who his master c.oulgl blie‘.
And!l applied my eye even more enthusiastically
) .
© ‘t‘lllergxzztnu\lgt;ﬂe, felt envenomed pustules mcre;s-
in i,n numbers owing to the unaccustomed ardor
ofgmy master for the pleasures of thle ﬂ;sh, ;Sr:)(: ;umré
di root with their mortal gall, a
isi‘iacill?egirngckcrs the generative substance ofbmy
life. The more my master and the womalrll a arrl;
doned themselves In thii'r mag trt‘-;lnsg;);t;; etme ‘r”ngen
felt my strength decline. At e n
}’ie:htly ({tsires :;gttained the parox;ii,:;) S(:fl éutrl;olnbii_
came aware that my root 'was co -
i i bullet. The torc
self like a soldier w'ounde'd by a e e away
of life was extingmshed in me an 1 e away
is illustrious head like 2 deafi yranch.
g)o;:ehgliougfi, without courage, without strength,
without vitality, but with 2 fecling of deep pity
for him to whom I belonged, with everlasting sor-
is volunt: aberration!”

1‘0\22(:11‘ iu::k(ie:ll ma;syelf who his master could be!
Andl applied my eye to the grating even more en-

iastically! )
th“l‘sll? Satt1 (i:ls{ he had taken to his soul the mnocent

1 hier

f a virgin. She would have been wort
tcz?sl(:irrnn :ns Zhegdegradation wouI.d have been less.
He kissed with his lips that soiled brow, upon
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which men have trampled with dusty feet! He in-
haled with shameless nostrils the emanations of
those two moist armpits! I saw the skin of these
contract in shame, while for their part the nostrils
refused to accept that infamous respiration. But
neither he nor she paid any attention to the solemn
warnings of the armpits nor to the ghastly and dis-
mal aversion of the nostrils. She raised her arms
higher and he buried his face in their hollows. I
was forced to be an accomplice of that profana-
tion. I was forced to be a spectator of that unprece-
dented contortion, to assist at the unna alloy
formed of those two beings whose diverse natures
were separated by an immeasurable gulf.”

And I asked myself who his master could be!
And 1 applied my eye to the grating even more en-
thusiastucally!

“When he was satiated with the odor of that
woman he wanted to rip out her muscles one by
one. But since she was a woman he spared her and
preferred to inflict suffering upon a member of his
own sex. He summoned from the neighboring cell
a young man who had come to this housc to spend
a few carefree moments with one of these women,
and commanded him to stand before him, I had
been lying on the ground for 2 long time, Not hav-
ing the strength to raise myself up on my burning
root I could not see what they were doing. All I
know is, the young man was hardly within arm’s
reach when ribbons of flesh began to fall from the
foot of the bed and come to rest beside me. They
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ipped from
whispered to me that they had bcen’ rippe
the }?:uth's shoulders by my masters daw}f: '}I\'k}x‘z
youth, at the end of several hours during vlv ic N
had wrestled with a power greater t,h“} uls; ov\{_I é
arose from the bed and departed majestica yi
was literally flayed alive from head to foot; a qt:lg
the stone floor he dragged his skin, turned inside
out. He told himself that his own charactcr w;z.s
full of goodness, that he loved to believe that hl.S
fellow men also were gqoc}; that for this reason he
had aquiesccd to the disungmshed st_ran%ers }rle;
quest when he was summoned by him; but (ti 3
never by any possible ci_mnce i‘xla he expecte t(i
be tortured by an executioner. Byvsuch an execll1
tioner!” he added after a pause. Finally he xlpa';
his way to the grating which, out of pxtyf, split 1: :
self down to the level of tbe grqund before ti :
body denuded of epidermis. ‘Without thrc;‘\.vn §
away his skin, which might still be useful tﬁ' im
only as 2 cloak, he attemptc.cl to leave t IIS cui'.&
throat den. Once he was outside the room (i‘ouhc
not see whether he had the strength to re;q :us-
exit. O, how the cocks and the hens kept their lis
tance, in respect, despite their hunger, fromdfua
long train of blood upon the sgturated gl:'omlnd.be|
And I asked myself who his master cou be!
Andl applied my eye to the grating even more
jastically! _ .
th“l‘ﬁ'I?litexrcaahg who should have paid more!atteﬁ_tmn
to his dignity and his justice raised htg}se tl;g
wearily on his elbow. Alone, gloomy, disgus
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and hideons! He resumed his clothing slowly.
Nuns, buried for centuries in the catacombs of the
convent, having been rudely awakened by the
sounds of that horrible night that reverberated in
a cell situated above the vaults, took each other by
the hand and came to form a funereal circle about
him. While he sought the ruins of his former
splendor, while he washed his hands with saliva
and dried them in his hair (it was better to wash
them with saliva than not to wash them at all after
an entire night spent in vice and crime), the nuns
intoned pi?i%nl rayers for the dead, as when some-
one is lowarecf into the grave. And indeed the

oung man could not have survived the tortures
inflicted upon him by a divine hand, and hisagony
tt:rminatetf during the chanting of the nuns. ..”

I remembered the inscription on the pillar, and
I understood what had happened to the pubescent
dreamer whose friends still awaited him every day
since the moment of his disappearance. . .. And [
asked myself who his master could be! And I ap-
plied my eye to the grating even more enthusias-
tcally!

““The walls stood back to let him pass. The nuns,
secing him take flight into the air with the win
he had kept concealed beneath his emerald robe,
silently replaced themselves beneath the lids of the
tombs. He departed for his celestial abode, leaving
me here. That is not fair, The other hairs remained
on his head and I lie in this lugubrious room on a
floor covered with clotted blood and shreds of dry
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This room is accursed since he entereq it.
anza;ne comes in here. Yet [amim risoned. Thlsﬁls
the end, then! Never again shall I see the ax;‘gc c
legions marching in dense phalanxes, nor the heav-
enly orbs wandering in the gardens of harmony.
Very well, so be it. 1 shall know how to bear my
sorrow with resignation. But I shall not fail to 1:21-1
form mankind of what took placein thiscell. 1 §k
give them permission to reject their dignity hl e '.}
worn-out garment, since they have the example of
my master. I shall advise at{lemdto ilmk ::15 penis 0

ince another has already done 1t.

O e alent. .. And | sked myself who
his master could be! And 1 applied my eye to the
ting even more enthusiastically! ;

Forthwich a peal of thunder e:q)l«;uiec:lIagI a
hosphorescent glow pervaded the room. l<=;w
gack despite myself, thanks to I know not what
warning instinct, and though I was withdrawn
from the grating I heard another voice, this nrréc
fawning and soft for fear of being ovcrt‘xear :

“Stop leaping so! Silence! . . . Silence! s
what if someone should hear you? 1 will rep :_:;':;
you among the other hairs, but first let thesuns
below the horizon so that night may cover ypt}:‘r
retreat. I did not forget you. But someonc mig t
have seen you leave and 1 should have been c:‘r:lf-
romised. O, if you only knew how I haved -
ered since that moment! When 1 returned to
heaven my archangels surrounded me th? curi-
osity. They would not ask me the reason for my
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absence. They who had never dared to contem-
plate me now endeavored to divine the enigma,
casting stupefied glances upon my dejected visage,
although did not plumb the depths of the
mystery, and whispered to one another thoughts
in which was suspicion of some unaccustomed
change in me. They wept silent tears; they felt
vaguely that I was no longer the same, that I had
become inferior to my identity. They would have
liked to have known what disastrous resolution
caused me to cross the frontiers of heaven and de-
scend upon earth to taste of ephemeral pleasures
which they themselves held in profound contempt.
They observed upon my brow a drop of sperm
and a drop of blood. The former had sprung from
the courtesan’s thighs! The latrer had gushed from
the martyr’s veins! Hateful stigmata! Unremov-
able stains! My archangels found hanging on the
thickets of space the flaming remnants of my opal
tunic, floating there over the gaping peoples of the
earth. They were not able to repair it, and my bod
remains naked before their innocence: memorable
punishment for lost virtue. See the furrows that
have traced a bed for themselves in my discolored
cheeks: it is the drop of sperm and the drop of
blood trickling slowly down my withered wrin-
kles. When they arrive at the upper lip they make
a terrific effort and penetrate into the sanctuary of
my mouth, attracted like a magnet by my irresis-
tible gullet. They suffocate me, those two implac-
able drops. Hitherto I had believed myself to be
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mainotent. But no, I must bow my head be-
;l;:e%emgx?se who cries Olllxt‘ to me: ‘You are noth-
i t a miserable wretch!”
mg‘g:np leaping so! Silence! ... Silence! . ... What
if someone should hear you? T will replace you
among the other hairs, but first let the sun sink be-
low the horizon so that night may cover your re-
uﬁ?lt.s;\.wk Satan, the great enemy, @isemanglc the
bony structure of his body from his larval torper
and, up on his feet, triumphant, sublime, harangue
his reassembled legions —and, as T well deserve,
hold me up to derision. He said that he was much
astonished that his haughty rival, caught in fla-
grante delictu by the successat last artained by per-
petual espionage, could so far demean himself as to
kiss the robes of human debauch after a long voy-
age through the hazards of the ether, and to cause
the death of a member of humanity. He said that
this young man, crushedhin th; toils of ‘;ansﬁgﬁg
ortures, might perhaps have become a
t:omforted ngmnkvfud oPr)\ earth with admirable songs
of poetry, of courage, against the blows of mis-
fortune. He said that the nuns of the convent-
brothel had not been able to resume their shamber,
that they wander about the courtyard gesticula-
ting like automata, crushing the buttercups and
lilacs beneath their feet; that they have become
mad with indignation, but not mad enough to
forget the cause of this disease in their brains, . . .

(Here they come in their white shrouds; they do

[157]



Maldoror

not speak togerher; they hold one anoth

:}z:ggld z;l;eig hai,rhfalls finb(l!isorder uponoth:frlzktgs
: 3 bunches of black flow

their breasts, Nuns, return to yolf;‘s viffljfs? r?:gh?t

L hnot yet quite descended; it ig only the twi-

ight. .. O hair! You see jt yourself: I am agsailed

}Vi_ckcdmss, than to spit in my £

xtl 1(31 with a triple coastpof biooc}lr a:‘c:ie co:;re:ﬁnas

gled, 1n order not to contaminate his slobbering

:Egetg:r tf)le said hg believed himself justly to be
e, not by vice, but by virrue ang

esty; not by crime, but by ; i id thae T

' s Y justice. H,
g;xg?é:s tfcdl];:ttﬁ)d g)ha hugil; because of uﬁyszlgug:la;
3 4t L ought to be burned over g 5] i

a fiery brazier and thrown ; o i e
: the sea, if th

would reccive me. That sinmtol ’ eing

Just, I, who had conde;nnencielﬁr?zoiiwgvgéagg

punishment for 2 trifling revole that had had ::f
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serious consequences, [ should then practice strict
justice upon myself and judge impartially my ini-
uitous conscience. . . .

“Stop leaping so! Silence! . .. Silence! ... What
if someone heard you! I will replace you among the
other hairs, but first let the sun sink below the hori-
zon so that the night may cover your retreat.”

He fell silent for a moment. Although I could
not see him I understood from this necessary pause
that a surge of emotion swelled his bosom as a
whirlwind sweeps up a school of whales. Divine

bosom, soiled one day by the bitter contact of the
nipples of an unchaste woman! Royal soul deliv-
ered over in a moment of forgetfulness to the crab
of debauch, the octopus of weakness of character,
the shark of individual abjection, the boa of absent
morality, and the monstrous snail of idiocy! The
hair and its master embraced one another closely
like two friends who meet after a long absence.
The Creator continued in his role of accused ap-
pearing before his own tribunal:

“And mankind: what will thcy think of me, of
whom they have so high an opinion, when they
learn about the vagaries of my conduct, the
hesitation of my footsteps, among these dirt-en-
crusted labyrinths of matter and the direction of
my gloomy path through the stagnant waters and
clammy rushes of the morass where, in the mists,
shadow-footed-crime moans and blanches. I see I
shall have to work hard for my rehabilitation in the
future in order to reconquer their esteem. I am the
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All-High; and yet, on one count, I remain inferior
to men whom 1 created with a little sand! Tell
them an audacious lie, tell them I never left heaven,
that I have been constantly shut up with the cares
of the throne, among the marbles and statues and
mosaics of my palaces. I appeared before the heav-
enly sons of men and said to them: ‘Drive evil out
of your homes and let the cloak of virtue enter
your abode. He who shall raise his hand against one
of his fellows, inflicting 2 mortal wound in his
breast with the homicidal steel, let him not expect
the effects of my mercy and let him fear the scales
of justice, He will go to hide his sadness in the
woods, but the rustling of the leaves across the
glades will sing the ballad of remorse in his ears
and he will flee from that spot, stung in the hip b
the briar, the holly and the blue thistle, his swi
steps impeded by the suppleness of creepers and
the sting of scorpions. He will make his way to
the pebbly beach, but the rising tide with its spin-
drift and its dangerous approach will inform ’l)nm
that they are aware of his past; and he will precipi-
tate his blind course towards the summit of a chiff,
while the strident equinoctial winds, forcing them-
selves into the natural grotroes of the gulf and the
quarries carved out of the echoing rock, will bel-
low like vast flocks of buffaloes of the pampas. The
lighthouses of the coast will pursue l}:im as far as
the limits of the north with their sardonic beams,
and the fireworks of the maremma, simple vapors
in combustion, will make the hairs of his pores

[ 160 ]

Lautréamont

iri i in their
i d make green the irises of his cyes in their
?m:nscrn’a:d;‘\ces. %Vlay chastity t_hnve in your cotf
t:gw and dwell in safety within the ;l;laldg;zz :xe
our fields. It is thus th_at your sonsith s
geautiful and obey their parents W gt giend®s
i ! nd stunted like parchmen
g o fll;l;l):v:ll advance with great strides l%c:otgrs
,ﬁﬁé against the da of their birth and tll:ie (c:l ey
of their impure mot er. How may malr; : nhe bey
these severe laws if the legislator himself is tvast as
to break them? And my shame is as
M4 ‘ "
eIty '3 the hair forgive his master humbly for
having confined him, since he 1had acwif‘r‘;):rl: :?;t
jon rather than from'thopght essness, An
u:]r; r:ays of the sun lighting my eyes dr:uh;e;i {1:;
1t:‘hc mountain ravines. Turning m(;var ,
bigs fele hitpsclf ?%ﬂhg;c?e‘smouSiie‘r;c;‘. ... What
o! ... :
if z;&;? ;?1%:1& hear you! He \:rhﬂtrfgéagnyg;
he other hairs. And now tha '
:::025 ihz (l)\orizon, cmwlft:g;:\bgi ) eolu,w ?’ﬁr:ﬁlé
1 ir, out © R
ar'lc;;msagga?iitgh;‘:r(;hadows.over the convent,
Iélogw::l:s t}l’xe retreat of your furtive footsteps across
thj\I:l:l‘:;t.r;xbment the louse, suddenly gppearir}é
from behind a promontory and stretchin 1‘11pt1?4 s
claws, said to me: “What do you think I(Z t acie-
But I’had no desire to answer i, l £00 Img de
parture and made my way to the bridge. I efia
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the original inscripg:
the gmnal inscription anq replaced it with ¢hi
t
nessed i 12n£ Swear never to reveal what [ wie.
e.”

[ 62 ]

MALDOROR

(LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR)

4

IT 15 2 man or a stone or a tree about to begin the
fourth canto. When your foot slips on a frog you
have a feeling of disgust; but when you lightly
stroke the human body the skin of your fingers
scales off like the laminations of a block of mica as
one fractures it with a hammer; and even as the
heart of a shark still palpitates with tenacious vital-
ity after it has been dead for an hour, so our en-
trails are still moved long after the contact. To
such an extent does man inspire his fellow man
with horror! Perhaps I am mistaken in advancing
this proposition; but perhaps also 1 am right.
know of, I can conceive, a sickness more terrible
than the eyes swollen after long meditations upon
the strange character of mankind: but I am still
seeking it. .. and I have not found it! I do not con-
sider myself less intelligent than another, yet who
would dare assert that T had succeeded in my inves-
tigations? What a lie would issue from his mouth!
The ancient temple of Denderah is located an
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hour and a half’s journey from the left bank of the
Nile. Nowadays countless phalanxes of wasps have
taken over its gutters and cornices. They swarm
around the columns like the dense waves of a head
of black hair. Solitary inhabitants of the chilly por-
tal, they guard the entrance as a hereditary nght.
I compare the humming of their metallic win
with the incessant collisions of icebergs thrown
against one another during the breaking up of the
polar seas. But if I consider the conduct of him
ugon whom Providence has bestowed the throne
of this earth, the three pinions of my sorrow give
rise to a louder murmur!

When 2 comet :}ppears suddenly in the heavens
during the night after an absence of eighty years,
it exhibits before the terrestrial inhabitants and the
crickets its brilliant and vaporous tail. Doubtless it
has no consciousness of its long journey. It is not
thus with me: reclining on my bed, while the in-
dentations of a dismal and arid horizon arise vigor-
ously in the depths of my soul, I am absorbed in
dreams of compassion and I blush for mankind!
Cut in two by the icy blast, the sailor, having
finished his night watch, hastens o regain his ham-
mock: why is this consolation denied me? The idea
that I have voluntarily fallen as low as my fellow
men and that [ have less right than another to utter
complaints concerning our lot, which remains
chained to the hardened crust of a planet, and con-

cerning our perverse soul, transfixes me like a
horse-shoe nail.
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i _damp annihi-
explosions of fire i
m}:{ :;dt;?;msneﬁ?:s;xt?m their sufferings were o0
- : isting,
bec?mn?i?s and deleterious gases: 1 gg :q ::;'m . g{
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, has already pierced m ith hi
‘ y breast wi -
Eo \);?v lanclze: a soldier does not exhibit htf; l\:fn?:;s
powe iﬁrbg.annus they may be. This terrible com-
o ring down much sorrow upon the heads
o e tw © partes: two friends striving obstinatel
Y one another: what a dramg! Y

a

two pins, or even two towers, neve i
ﬁkﬂg.}l!y Mmanipulating the strings of gl}:gf?lsls itwhxle
€ atnrmed without fear of error (for if that alﬁT:h
?uon.were to be accompanied by a single morsel ;
s:marelt would not be an affirmation,; although d?e
same :Eme expresses these two phenomens of the
mind a;:] present characteristies sufficiently clear-

that they are not easily confused ) thata'baobab

tree does differ so very much from a column thae

. s .

nl:rezomnxl;{ansan should be forbidden between these

s th:;n; le itectural forms, . . of geometric forms , ,
€ or the other . , , or neither the one nor

eother .. or rather i
er... . Massive an,
! have just found, I make i e v forms,

resolution to con these Pages while a candle burps
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if it is at night, or while the sun shines if it is day-
tume.

And again, should even a higher power com-
mand us in the clearest and most precise terms to
hurl into the abyss of chaos the judicious compari-
son that everyone has cerrainly been able to savor
with impunity, even then and especially then, let
none lose sight of this principal axiom, that the
habits contracted through the years, books, the
contact with his fellow men, and the character in-
herent in all who develop in a swift efflorescence,
would impose upon the human spirit the irrepar-
able stigma of a relapse into the criminal use (crim-
inal, by placing one’s self momentarily and spon-
taneously at the point of view of the higher power)
of a rhetorical figure that many despise, but to
which many pzz'nhomagc.

If the reader finds this sentence too long, will he
please accept my excuses; but let him expect from
me nothing mean. I can acknowledge my faults;
but not increase their gravity by my cowardice.

My arguments will sometimes come up against
the bells of folly and the scrious appearance of
what in the final analysis is nothing but the gro-
tesque (although, according to certain philoso-
phers, it were somewhat difficult to distinguish be-
tween buffoonery and melancholy, life itself
being a comedy-drama or 2 drama-comedy ) ; how-
ever it is permitted to us all to kill flies and even
rhinoceroses in order to rest from time to time from
too much tedious labor. To kill flies here is the
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most expeditious manner, though not the best: you
crush them between your two first fingers. Most
writers who have gone deeply into this subject
have calculated with a good deal of plausibility
that it is preferable in many cases to cut off their
heads.
If anyone reproach me for speaking of pins, as
a radically frivolous subject, let him observe with-
out comil}g to any foregone conclusions, that the
greatest effects are often produced by the smallest
causes. And, to avoid spilling any further over the
edge of this piece of paper, do we not see that this
laborious morsel of literature I have been compos-
ing since the commencement of this stanza would
be perhaps less appreciated if it had taken as its
basis some intricate question of chemistry or inter-
nal pathology? Besides, all tastes are in nature; and
when at the beginning I compared columns to pins
with so much accuracy (indeed I did not realise
that anyone would some day reproach me with it),
I based my observation upon the laws of optics
which have established that the more the vision is
separated from an object, the more the image di-
minishes upon the retina.

Thus it 1s that that which the inclination of our
minds towards farce takes for a wretched piece of
wit exists most of the time in the mind of its author
as an important truth proclimed with majesty!
O, that inane philosopher who burst into ﬁpea.ls of
laughter when he saw a donkey eating a fig! [ am
inventing nothing: ancient books have related in
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reatest detail this voluntary and shameful
:;:)ligtion of human nobility. 1 do not knov}z\ hov;"
to laugh. I have never been able to.laugh, t ?ug
I have tried many times. It is very difficult to learm
how to laugh. Or rather L think a feeling of repug-
nance toward that monstrosity forms an cs;enn :
distinction of my character. Very well tﬁ en,
witnessed something even funmer: 1sawafig clz(llt-
ing a donkey! Ax:f yet 1 did not laugh: frankly
there was no movement of any buccal pomo;x.
The desire to weep seized upon me 59 stron'g"yi
that my eyes let fall a tear. “Nature! Nau:]rc. N
cried, sobbing, “The sparrow-hawk rends the
Sparrow, the fig eats the donkey, and the tape-
worm devours mankind!” —
Without resolving to go any furt}_mrﬁ' astyI
self whether I spoke of a way to kdl.dxes. ez,ak
did, didn't I? Tt1s no less true that I'dn not sp ;
of the destruction of the rhinoceros, If celx:tam tz
my friends claim the contrary  shall not listen 3
them and 1 shall remind myself that praise an
flattery are two great stumbling-blocks. ch‘:wever,
in order to appease my conscience as much as pgs-t-
sible I cannot prevent myself from remarl;xlt:lg ht :e
chis dissertation upon the rhinoceros wWo a ¢
carried me beyond the hounds of patience an
composure, and, in itself probapl (let uside\égn
have the hardihood to say certain y) wou kxs-
courage ﬁrcsent gemfzmno:;‘s. lglo‘t tg thalxz:s tspfs:) re:;
inoceros after the fiy: £
;fas;:tflg e;znc(:lse I should have mentioned prompt-
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explicable that inhabir the lobes o
g:zu}. Nl?ithmg is unworthy of 2 sim}flet:gdhcﬁg:i?
ted léxte gence: the least phenomenon of nature
hamﬂg?tmn mystery, becomes for the sage inex-
haust € material for reflection. If anyone sees a
onkey eating a fig or a fig eating a donkey (these
two events occur but rarely, unless it be in poe )
be sure that having reflected for two or thre o

Again, has it not been
: proven exactly th -
e{elj open their beaks on purpose to irﬂimi; ‘ig:xlf-
and make a tortured grimace? I call grimace
among birds that which bears
men. 1he cockerel does not de art from hi
characteristics, less from incgpacity thfnna;rorﬁ
pride. Teach them to read and they revolt. The
are no parrots to go into ecstacies before their
iﬁ;;gzni_m 'ur}_;;ardalnable weakness! O execrable
ation! How like a goat one is wh
Iaiughs! The calm of the brow disappea?s f: q::
g acie to two enormous fishes’ eyes which (is itgxllot
'e{: orable?) . . | which . . . begin to blaze lik
lighthouses! )
It frequently may ha
' . pPpen to me th
enunciate solemnly the most clownis?lt {)rsc? ouslg
tons, but I do not find that this becomes 3 regsoon
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peremptorily sufficient to enlarge the mouth! I
cannot help laughing, you will reply. I accept that
absurd explanation, but in that case make it a
melancholy laugh. Laugh, but weep at the same
time. If you cannot weep with your eyes, weep
with your mouth. If this is still impossible, urinate.
But I warn you that some kind of liquid is neces-
sary here to slake the dryness that cloven-featured
laughter bears in its flanks. As for me, I shall not
permit myself to be abashed by the impudent
clucking and original bellowing of those who
always find fault with a character not resembling
their own, because this is one of the countless in-
tellectual modifications that God, without aban-
doning a primordial type, created to control the
bony structures.
itherto poetry has followed the wrong road.
Raising itself up to heaven or groveling upon the
ground, it has misunderstood the principles of its
existence, and has been, not without reason, con-
stantly flouted by bonest folks. It has not been
modest . . . the finest quality that can exist in an
imperfect being! As for me, I would exhibit my
qualities; but 1 am not hypocrite enough to conceal
my vices! Laughter, evil, pride, folly, will appear
each in its turn berween sensibility and love of
justice and will serve as examples for the stupe-
faction of mankind. Each will recognize himself
not as he should be but as he is. And perchance
this simple ideal, conceived in my imagination, will
however transcend all that poetry has hitherto
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considered greatest and most holy. For, if I permit
my vices to be revealed in these pages, one will
believe even more strongly in the virtues which
I make shine here and of which I place the halo
so high that the greatest geniuses of the furure will
e‘:ﬁress a sincere gratitude to me. Thus hypocri

| straightway be chased out of my dwelling.
There will be in my lays an imposing evidence
of stzret:,gth in order to set at naught the opinions
received.

He sings for himself and not for others. He does
not weigh the measure of his inspiration in the
human scales. Free as the storm, one day he will
be wrecked upon the indomitable coast of his
terrible will! He fears nothing, unless it be him-
self! In his supernatural battles he will success-
fully attack mankind and the Creator, as when
the sword-fish buries his harpoon in the whale’s
belly. Accursed be he, by his children and by my
own relentless hand, who persists in misunder-
standing the implacable kangaroos of laughter and
the audacious lice of caricature! . . .

Two enormous towers appeared in the valley;
I said this in the beginning. Multiplying them by
two, the product was four . . . but I could not
clearly see the reason for this arithmetical opera-
tion. I continued on my way with fevered brow,
crying out incessantly: “No . . . No . . . Tcan-
not see clearly the reason for this arithmetical
operation!” I heard creaking of chains and mourn-
ful wailing. Let no one find it possible whenever
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ass by that spot to multiply the towers
lﬁ;sgz‘;lgopmat t{m pmg)uct should.ge four! Some
ersons suspect that I love humanity as if I were
ts own mother and had carried it mine mon{:hz ﬁ
my perfumed entrails, For this very reason 1§
never return to that valley where stand the two

units of the multiplicand!
w

:bbet rose from the ground. A man was sus-

peﬁdgeg) from it by his hai%‘, his hands tied behind
his back. His legs had been left free to increase
his torments and make hum wish for anythxlgxgl
rather than the binding of his arms. The s in
of his forechead was so stretched by the \Grm%h
of the hanging that his face, cqndemned y the
circumstances to the absence of its ‘namml gx;;lms«w
sion, resembled the stony concretion of a stalac-
tite. For three days he had suffered this torture.
Hig;gg \?vlillti untie my arms? Who will untie n;ly
hair? 1 disjoint myself in movements that go noth-
ing but drag the roots out of my sc_alfp all the nflore.
Hunger and thirst are not the chief causes of my
inability to sleep. Itis impossible that my fmste?:;
should be prolonged heyond the limits of anot

hour. Someone come and slit open my throat with

tone!” )
’ %:331 \Sv(c)ard was ﬁreceded and followed by m-

tense shrieks. I rus ed forward from the bushes
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where I was taking shelter and hastened towards
the puppet or flitch of bacon attached to the gib-
bet. But from the opposite direction two en
women came dancing. One carried a sack and two
whips with leaden lashes, the other a barrel full
of tar and two brushes. The greying hair of the
elder woman floated on the wind fvii([:: the rags of a
torn veil, and the feet of the other clattered like
the tail of a tuna on a ship’s poop-deck. Their
eyes shone with a flame so strong and black that
[ thought at first these two women did not belong
to my own species. They were laughing with so
egotistical a self-possession, and their features in-
ired so much repugnance, that I doubted not
or a single moment that I was face to face with
two of the most hideous specimens of the human
race. [ re-concealed myself behind the bushes and
kept silent like the acantophborus serraticornis,
which shows only its head outside its nest. The
women approached with the swiftness of a flood.
Applying my ear to the ground I distinctly per-
ceived the sound of the lyrical concussion of tﬁir
tread.

When the two female orang-outangs arrived
beneath the gibber they sniffed at the air for a few
seconds. They showed by their exaggerated
tures the really remarkable amount of stupetac-
tion which resulted from their experience when
they became aware that nothing had changed here:
the arrival of death, according to their desires,
had not occurred. They had not deigned to raise
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their heads to see lfh the bf)clloney was still in the
.One of themsaid: )
smsfsf;ia;zssible that );ou T;.‘ sutl)l Bgeﬁthmg? You
ine li oved husband. )
hag:sn;rnﬁel:lve:;’;n gh‘;c;isters in a cathedral intone
alternately the versesof 2 psalm, the second woman
me‘lézd‘you won’t die, my gracious son? Tell Ia!::
what you did (surely some w1tchcmftzmtso scvm
away the vultures? Indeed, your carcase gro
so thin! The breeze swings 1t like a lantern. the
Each of the women took 2 bt}"nst}; :1?‘1 t&r;fp the
X i . . €ac
nr;a;csi ht?;'gl;‘r%nb?d.y. imarveled (it would have
been absolutely impossible not to have reﬁlgtﬁd d-‘::
1 did) at the eager exactitude with ;::' s::xrf the
metallic lashes, instead of sliding over tke face
as when one fights with a negro and ma hl;.rsn tl;s ess
efforts, worthy of 4 nightmare, to se;zhe tz the
hair, applied themselves, thanks to the fmr, o the
very interior of the flesh, slicing out lérrg sas
decp as could reasonably be permitté y ggm ”
obstacles presented by the bones. I guar le;;‘
self from the temptation to find volupuiougu% o
are in that spectacle, which was excrc:mcdy ous,
but less profoundly comical than one had any ngde
to expect. And yet, despite good resolutions ma ke
in advance, how could one refrain from apprecia

gth the muscles o
- o the strength of those women, the T -
fll\geir arms? Their skill, which consisted in striking

»

the most sensitive parts of the body such as the
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face and the abdomen, wj
. ] » will be menri
gnlg' 1ij ASpire to relate the entirent:'l::)gf'dl?gl o,
inya pg‘) ying my lips one against the other chie?
o thpn‘zmta direction (but cverymay kn x
at this 1s the most usual manner to bri b(:)m
Withpzcssure) s I prefer to preserve asilence wall:;
o ;;mfand Jmysteries to the distressing man;-
et of which it will be impossible to conceal
s !y; as well but even better than my words
Lor th ink I am not mistaken, although one
¥ should not deny in principal, unger the oain

Zlggg&:tl;er, l:hls more or less fallacions restriction)
Soubs, r; that respect, would not haye the facili-
hes xtending its roots; for I do not ar the
supemr;:u su}l)pose 1t to be within the hands of 5
ope r;x} Power, and it would irrevocap]
perish, perhaps not suddenly, due to the lack o);

a sap fulfilling ¢h iti i
nutrition and gabs;ufg !:)(;mm}s slmuimneously of
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that affirmation, in which shines the criterion of
certitude, that it is a simple means of making one’s
self understood: it would consist, I interpret it
with only a few words but they are worth more
than a thousand, in not arguing: it is more difficult
to put into practice than the common run of mor-
tals prefers to think generally. Argue is the gram-
matical word, and many persons will find that it
would be better not to take issue, without 2 volu-
minous file of proofs, with what I have just set
down on this paper. But the thing differs notably,
if it is permitted to grant to one’s own instinct that
it employs a rare sagacity in the service of its cir-
cumspection, when it formulates judgments
which otherwise would appear, be assured of it,
of an impudence verging upon the boastful,

To close this little incident, which itself is de-
prived of its matrix by a flippancy as irremediabl
deplorable as it is inevitably full of interest (whic%(
no one will have failed to verify, on condirion
he has sounded his most recent memories), it is
good, if one has one’s faculties in perfect equilib-
rium, or better still, if the balance of idiocy does
not outweigh too much the scale in which repose
the noble and magnificent qualities of reason, that
is to say, in order to make things clearer (for undl
now I have been nothing if not concise, a fact that
many will not admit %ccause of my prolixity
which is only imaginary since it achieves its goal
of hunting down with the scalpcl of analysis the
fugirive appearances of truth to their ultimate en-
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trenchments), if the inrelli
I s ence i
swuﬁgxl:gdmver deficiencies 1gmder 5:?:3;2?3
nature latnd cdl:zz:ic?:ni:::a gymmot?emd o o
:ﬁc;cﬁng and last time, for, by dint ofr:vf;:ttiég; tvl::
thall f msg, and tl}xs is true more often than not,
my nusunmﬂ n :;standmg one another, to return with
. Kmvc A :ail )C(:l; ?hy iiegs (if it be even true that
§ ave 2 call) e dramatic subject embedded
It is useful to drink a
: k a glass of wat
?:g;pnikmg the continuation of my worlexflt;erf:;g
to drn two rather than go without it altogether.
Shvus, hl;lo the middle of a chase after a runawa ;
o eth th the forest, each member of the y
a suitable moment, hangs his gun uponga?li"
:l:el:piﬁs and all unite in the common need t;
sl ;e ! fe:lr :}mu;s]t) ax;d appeﬁse their hunger in the
of trees. But the pause lasts onl
a few seconds, the pursuit is tak 4 in v
en up again wi
fury anf the soung of the tally-ho Psoon ec‘lfcl:cs
a2 n;o nd, even as oxygen is recognizable by
will recognize the accom a:l:;smng Log ke
h
by \%l;ﬁ haste I display to ret!:lm :‘;il;\te gﬁ;}ln);:uty
i en the two females found that it was im-
?:uss; le to hold their whips, which weariness let
. rom their hands, any longer, they judicious]
E t a stop to the gymnastic labor which they hag
een performing for nearly two hours, and with-
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drew, with a joy that was not devoid of threats for
the future. | made my way toward him who was
calling to me for help with his glazed eye (for
loss of blood was so great that weakness pre-
vented him from speaking, and my opinion,
although 1 am no doctor, was that a hem-
orrhage had broken out in the face and abdo-
men), and [ cut off his hair with a pair of scissors,
after having unbound his arms. He told me that
one evening his mother had called him into her
room and ordered him to disrobe and spend the
night with her in one bed, and that, without await-
ing his reply the matron had divested herself of
allher clothes while at the same time she outlined
before his eyes the most immodest gestures; and
that upon this he had retired from the room.
Furthermore, because of his continued refusal, he
had attracted to himself the wrath of his wife, who
had deluded herself with the hope of reward had
she been able to succeed in v:u’gm%1 her husband
to lend his bodg to the passions of the old woman.
They resolved by 2 conspiracy to saspend hi
from a gibbet prepared in advance in some unire-
qucmcg spor, and let him die by inches, exposed
to every misery and danger, It was not without
many and considered reflections, full of almost in-
surmountable difficulties, that the finally suc-
ceeded in guiding their choice to the refined tor-
tures which hacF not been terminated until the
unhoped for succor of my intervention.
The liveliest marks of gratitude emphasized his
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every expression, lending to his confidences not
the least of their value. I carried him to the nearest
cottage; for he had fainted and I left the peasants
. only after I had deposited my purse with them to
urchase comforts for the wounded man, and after
had made them promise to lavish the evidences
of a persevering sympathy upon the unfortunate
as if he had been their own son. In my turn I told
them of the occurrence and made for the door to
resume my way; but after having gone a few hun-
dred yards I mechanically retraced my steps, re-
entered the cottage, and exclaimed: “No,no . . .
do not think that this surprises me!”

This time [ finally went away for good; but the
soles of my feet could not set themselves down
with any sureness: another would not have been
able to perceive this!

The wolf no longer passes beneath the gibbet
which the joined hands of a mother and a wife
crected one sgmng day, as when he used to take
in his bewitched imagination the path to an illu-
sor{ meal. When he sees on the horizon that head
of black hair, cradled by the wind, he does not
encourage his power of inertia but takes flight with
incomparable swiftness. Must we see in this psych-
ological phenomenon an intelligence superior
to the ordinary instinct of mammals? Without
vouching for anything and without even conjec-
turing, it seems to me that this animal understood
what crime is. How could he fail to understand

it when human beings themselves have rejected
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i i f reason

i indescribable point t}}e empire of reason

- :)l;l;c;nto allow to subsist 10 p}ace of this ?:z'
tnllxroned queen nothing but ferocious vengeance!

w

i 1 hen they

_ Lice gnaw me. Swine, W ‘
iem\rllpﬁ:}ge, vomigtf‘Scab§ and scars of lﬁg;zssy
have scald off my s WG e Y e dew
us. 1 know not the wa ) c So

ape, as from a dung

lf)gom theeﬂgﬁiiu?:?aﬁt&ﬁ E:;vith umbelliferous
hilk atéles is growing. Seated upon 2 shap;l&:
tlﬁune 1 have not stirred hand nor.foot foril oud
. ses. My toes have taken root in tbe 50! lanh

s around my belly in a kind of us
lant nor flesh, whez:ead?zell ;rlli;

1 heless my heart is beating.

Earaslt&e.‘? it::v;?ateif the ?:Z)ttenness and the reek

o?‘;vn;o c:\daver (1 dare not say my body) did not

dantly nounish it? _

ab}‘: m lYCft armpit a family of toads hfm?ﬁz

up residence, and when they str they nca m

ake care that one of them dtc;‘estnge?n tefx’:or e
: s %, "

me scratchin with its mou {

C(:mr ear: it could penetrate into Yolﬁéilgx; who
i armpit there 182 C

etcmln am lly nursught €es ﬂge roads in order that he may

7 i hen
not die of hunger: everyone must live. But w

i 1 f the
moletely foiled the tricks o
3?&5%; ?isn(c:lonolt)hingybctter than calmly to go
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about sucking the delicate grease that covers my
sides: I am used to it.

An evil viper has devoured my penis and taken
its place. The villain has made a eunuch out of me.
Ah! If only I had been able to defend myself with
my paralysed arms, but I fear they have been
transformed into logs of wood. However that may
be, I can affirm that the red blood no longer circu-
lates in them.

Two little hedgehogs of mature development
flung to a dog, which did not refuse it, the contents
of my testicles; and having carefully washed out
the epidermis they have set up housekeeping
within,

My anus has been taken over by a crab. Encour-
aged by my inertia he guards the entrance with
his pincers and causes me much pain!

wo jellyﬁsh deserted the sea, suddenly enticed
by a hope in which they were not disappointed.
'Izlytey inspected narrowly the two fleshy portions
which form the human backside, and, attaching
themselves to these convex globes, they have so
squashed the flesh by their constant pressure
that nothing is left but these two monsters from
the kingdom of viscosity, alike in color, form, and
ferocity.,

Speak not of my spine, for that is a sword! Yes,
yes . . . I'was not giving you my attention . . .
your demand is just. You wish to know, do you
not, how a sword comes to be thrust vertically
into my back? I do not recollect very clearly my-
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gelf, However, should 1 decide to treat as agmﬁfg
what may be but a dream, then rt }mi‘j ltivé
when he discovered 1 had sworn an iﬁ}it 1 2 e
motienless and diseased until I should have

, on fip-toe belind me

come the LUreator, €1 oL 45 on ' 1 3 ; wa;
dly that o ol ;

Yﬁt g Wfki? th pi it Wlht:‘:ﬂ

aware of nothing mMore e
this keen blade huried dle a¢
¥ Sl h 3RS ’
herween the Two should of n the
ring, and my skeleton shuddered hl;e izm Mamaw
agl;c The blade cleaves so powerfully to my
budy ;:hat no ons - %22 been able to extract it.
03
Athletes, o
each wried
knew not
he undons! L b
tive ignorance and gr
my eyelids, »
ylw'mvsgiwm. you Appro b
to offer me no single
would undermine my courage. LA TE S
. % — gy
my stubbornness at the 2 i
dom, Leave me . .. 1 £ nspiTe
Harred is stranger
inmphm}::»%;:
when it 18 : into Wat :
now I am able stll to veniu
walls of heaven, chief of ar y of mu
and return to take up postre S
meditate anew upon " projects o &
i eEa T S
Farewell, I will not detan
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you may instruct and preserve yourself i
g:)o;::vxglllpc‘iv llx]pon the iatal destinyywhich !;a;l?;fiumlz
» When perchance I was born
}’ou will tell your son of what yo: ;(\)rg m
gn . takm% him by the hand, let him admire the
t}:’::\:ltgr s::f) ;_ teh stars ;ngr the wonders of the universe
1€ red-throat and the templ], :
Iﬁrd. You will be astonished to see hxxnnl-l) :: :xigllf
:v edtgi;he counsels of paternity and you will re-
ar A with a smile, But, w?;n he thinks he is
not ;:» algerved, look at him and you will see him spit
1tva gpon virtue, He has cheated
who is descended from the e, bas e
. : uman ra
t‘l?:l fl:;:;i; dec“dﬁwc a{;ou a ;ﬁu: youshall k;eawbl:hl;:
make of him. O,
make ready to accompany the g:llézfgp J;tiathf)?
};?ur old age to the ineradicable scaffold tha?swﬂl
slice off the head of 2 precocious criminal, and the

sorrow that shall poj
forzow tha tf) iall point out to you the path that

w

On the wall of m

) ¢ y room what shad i
with an Incomparable power the phaxft:’sr;:g;%
s;c;m;uhgf irs tﬁi};nve ed silhouette? When | ser

pon art mute and delirions ;

tion it is less for the majes Z;n?:fmmt;gotg;;
p:ct:;m of. reaht_y, than that the sobriet); of style
conducts 1tself in such a manner. Whoevers}?c,:u

[184]

Lautréamont

are, defend yourself, for I am about to fling in
your teeth a2 terrible accusation: those eyes do
not belong to you . . . where did you steal them?
One da %saw a fair woman passing before me;
she had eyes like yours: you tore them from
her.

I see that you would make people believe in
your beauty; but no one is deceived — I less than
others. I tell you this in order that you may not
take me for a blockhead. A whole series of rapa-
cious birds, lovers of others’ meat and defenders of
the utility of pursuit, beautiful as the skeletons
which are shed by the panoccos of Arkansas,
swarm around your brow like accepted and sub-
missive servitors. Butis it a brow? It1s not difficult
to allow a good deal of hesitation before believing
it. It is so low that it is impossible to verify the
preofs, numerically exiguous, of its equivocal ex-
istence. It is not for amusement that I tell you this.
Perhaps you have no brow, you who parade over
the wall like a badly-reflected symbol of a fan-
tastic dance the feverish trembling of your lumber
vertebrae. Who, then, scalped you? If it was a
human being, because you shut him up for twenry
years in a prison and who escaped to prepare a
revenge worthy of his retaliation, he has done
rightly and I applaud him; only, I have one reserva-
tion, he was not severe enough, Now you resemble

a Red Indian prisoner, at least (note this first)
owing to your expressive lack of hair, Not that it
may not grow again, since physiologists have dis-
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ed brains reappear finally
; iy thought, halting be-
mene which is not, according to
o t, devoid of a tremendous
volg 16t go, even in the most dar-
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prehensible for you to disown it) to keep it con-
stantly on your head, without running the always
disagreeable risk of infringing the simplest rules
of an elementary convention.

Is it not true that you listen to me attendively?
If you listen further, sadness will be a long way
from quitting the interior of your red nostrils. But
as I am very impartial and do not hate you as
much as I should (if I am mistaken, tell me so},
despite yourself you lend an ear to my discourse
as if impelled by a superior force. 1 am not as
wicked as you: that is why your genius bows
down of its own accord before mine . . . Indeed,
Iam not as wicked as you! You just threw a glance
at the city built on the side of that mountain, And
now what do Isee? . . . All the inhabitants are
dead! I have as much pride as anyone else, \;)er-
haps, and this is another vice, even more. Very
well, listen . . . listen, if the confession of 2 man
who remembers having lived a half century in
the form of a shark among the submarine cur-

rents that extend along the African coast inter-
ests you sufficiently to give him your attention,
if not with bitrerness, at least without the ir-
reparable error of showing the disgust [ inspire
in you. I will not throw at your feer the mask
of virtue in order to appear before your eyes
as [ really am; for I have never worn it (if that is
an excuse at all); and if from the very bcgixlﬁljg
you will observe my features attentively you will
recognize me as your respectful disciple in per-
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versity, but nor as your formidable rival. Since I
do not dispute the palm of wickedness with ou,
I think that no one else does: he should first Eavc
to be a match for me, which is not easy. .., Listen,
unless you are only the feeble condensarion of a
mist (you are hiding your body somewbere and
[ cannot find it);

One morning I saw a little girl stooping over a
pool to pluck a pink watcr—]i%y and exhibiting a
precocious expenence in the manner of rlacmg
her feet firmly at the water’s edge. She was eaning
toward the water when her eyes encountered mine
(it is true that as far as [ was concemned this was
not without premeditation), Instantly she reeled
like 2 whirlpool begotten by the tide around a rock,
her limbs f]:ilcd her, and, marvelous thing to see,
phenomenon that took place as truthf ly as I
speak to you now, she fell ta the bottom of the
lake: the strange consequence was that she fFath-—
ered no nymphaeaceae. Whar is she doing down
there? ] have not troubled to find out. Doubtless
her will, which was drawn up under the flag of
dehiverance, is offering a furious bartle against
dccomposirion!

But you, O my master, populations of cities are
suddenly destroyed beneath your gaze like ants’
nests crushed by the heel of an elepbant, Have [
not just been wimess of a demonstration? See , , .
the mountain is no longer happy . .. it stands there
alone like an old man. True, the houses still exist;
but it is no paradox to affirm, in a low voice, that
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you could not say as much concerning th_e people
who no longer exist. Already the emanation from
their bodies assatls me. Don't you smell 1t? See
those birds of prey wair_ing_unnl we go away
before beginning their gigantic meal; they arrive
in a perpetual cloud from the four'comcrs of the
horizon. Alas, they had alrc_ady arrived, for I sav.ff
their rapacious wings tracing a monument o

spirals around you, as if to 1nspire you to ‘hastcn
tﬁe crme. Does not your sense of spwll receive the
faintest effluvium? The imposter is no niore than
that . .. Your olfactory nerves are at fast assailed
by the perception of the aromatic atoms; they
arise from the annihilated city, although I should
have no need to inform you of that ...

I would like to kiss your feer, but my arms en-
fold only a transparent vapor. Let us seek the
undiscoverable body, which, however, my eyes
perceive: it deserves countiess marks of sincere
admiration from me, _ .

The phantom is qumg a game of.me: hﬁ'l‘:.
helping me to find his own body. If [ sign to -1.11}
to stay in his own place, he returns an identica
sign. . . . The secret is out. But not, I must state
frankly, endrely to mﬁv satisfaction. All i5 ex-

lained, rhe large as well as the sinall dctm[s;.thc
Fatter are unimportant to place before tl_w mfnd,
as, for example, the tearing ouc of 2 falr-h.am:d
woman's eyes: that amounts to practically

othing!
' [;0 Ignot recall that I too was sealped, although

[ 189 ]



Maldorer

it was only for five years (the exact le
: n,
time had escaped me) that [ shut a humangtt)hei: :
Up in a prison in order to witness his sufferin. g
because he had refused, and justly, his friem:ishigs
which he would not bestow upon beings like mp-'
sglf?eSmce I (!::axm Iatrc: be unaware that my cye c:{n
ven to the planets spinning in h
claims that I hav aculty of memory v
ot by nat 1 ha © not the faculty of memory will
) Allt}mtisleftformetodoissmash i
;il;s;:xc_c&e with the aid of a rock. . . . Thi?;tm:
time that the nightmare of 2 temporary loss of
memory has taken up residence in my imagination
when, y the inflexible laws of optics, it has ha
pened to me to be confronted with the non.rece .
nition of my own reflection! ok

W

I'was aslcep on a cliff. He who has chased
ostrich all day through the desert withour bcinan
able to catch it has had no time to take noum‘shmcn%
or close his eyes. If this man is reading me now he
5, strictly speaking, able to guess what a slumber
was weighing me down, But when the storm has
thrust a vessel with the palm of its hand verticall
to thf: bottom of the ocean; if, on the raft, thcr{
rematns only one man of the entire crew, broken
by weariness and every kind of Privation; if the
billows toss him around like a bit of ﬂats;m for
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hours longer than the life of a1nan; and, if a frigate,
ploughing later on through these desolate waters
of a foundered keel, catches sight of the unfortu-
nate who parades his emaciated carcase upon the
ocean, and brings him assistance that is almost too
late; 1 think this drowned man would understand
even better the degree to which the heaviness of
my senses was carried. Hypnotism and chloro-
form, when they take the trouble, can also some-
umes bring about similar lerhargic catalepsies.
They bear no resemblance to death: it would be
a great lie to say so. But let us get on with the
dream, in order that those impatient persons who
are starving for this kind of reading do not com-
mence to bellow like a school of macrocephalic
whales fighting over a pregnant female.

I dreamed I had entered into the body of a hog,
that it was not easy to extricate myself, and that
I was wallowing in the most foul mires. Was this
a reward? I no longer belonged to humanity, one
of my grearest desires! Thus I understood the
interpretation and I felt from it 2 joy more than
profound. However, [ actively sought the deed of
virtue | had done to deserve such a token of favor
on the part of Providence. Now that I have gone
over in my memory the various phases of that
frightful l{attening against the granite’s belly,
during which the tide passed twice without my
being aware of it over that irreducible mixture of
inert matter and living fiesh, it is perhaps not with-
out utility to proclaim that this degradation was
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robably merely a punishment inflicted upon me

y divine justice, But who knows his own intimate
desires or the causes of his pestilential joys? The
metamorphosis never appeared to me as anything
but the lofty and magnanimous echo of a perfect
and long-awaited happiness. At last it had come,
the day when I shoufs become a hog! I tried out
my teeth on the bark of trees; I contemplated
my snout with ddiiht. There was not remaining
the least morsel of divinity, I was capable of rais-
ing my soul up to the excessive elevation of that
ineffable sensualiry.

Listen to me, and do not blush, inexhaustible
caricatures of the beautiful who take the laugh-
able braying of your superlatively contemptible
souls so seriously, and who do not understand why
the Omnipotent, in a rare moment of excellent
buffoonery which certainly does not violate the
great general laws of the grotesque, took one da
the wonderful pleasure to inhabit a planet wi
singular microscopic beings known as humans,
made of stuff resembling ruddy coral: indeed,
Kou have good reason to blush, bones and fat,

ut listen to me. I do not invoke your intelli-
gence: you would make it bleed by the horror you
inspire in it, Forget it, and be consistent to your-
selves, . . . No more constraint. When I wanted
to kill, I killed; it even happened often and none
restrained me from it. Human laws still pursued
me with their vengeance, although I did not atrack
the race that [ had abandoned so calmly. But my

[192]

Lautréamont

i made me no reproaches. Dunng the
ﬁznsgl?g‘clzht with my new fellow creatures, anc}
ch earth was saturated with countless layers o
clotted blood. I was the strongest and [ boi_eezway
all the victories. Agonising wounds cove thmy
whole body but I pretended not to nouce alem.

animals avoided me, argl 1 ren:;?igas c;:;
i resplendent grandeur. Flow g
:tg‘n)i;hmgnt whcxlx. aftel;' hh?::lnlgn :wdl::] c::‘:ll;‘o; e:
river in order to leave be h s
my rage and to reach other terit
?:gggluia \:re}g'c‘;lyto n{s ill my cust;:ms é:f \rvn;ryd:ﬁ :.;c}
carnage, I tried to walk upon that flo ry shore
ere paralysed; no movement ;
adci,r:;etthy trud? of that forced immobility. Amlc}
supernatural efforts to_continue on my way
am and realized that I had again becomea m:zl
Providence thus gave m; to qnc%;gstir;c:, thm
1 licable, that 1t did T
Islueélitr‘:et px;ei::gm to be realized even in dreams. 10
return to my original shape was formea sorro;‘,v 50
¢ that I still weep over it at night. My s ee:t:;l
ore constantly moist, as if they had been gxppe
in water, and I have them changed every ay\;;ill
ou do not believe me, come and se¢ M€; yml;a o
verify by your own experience not the probabil-
ity but the truth itself of my assertion. der
How many times after that night spent m;x !
the stars, on a cliff, have I not mingled with a her

of swine to re-experience, as my Just due, my
disrupted metamorphosis!
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It is time to take our leave of these glorious
memories, which leave behind them only the pale
milky voice of everlasting regret,

w

Itis not impossible to witness an abnormal devia-
tion in the latent or visible functioning of the laws
of nature, Indeed, if everyone wouﬁl go to the
ingenious trouble of interrogating the various
phases of his existence (withour forgetting a single
one, for it could be that very forgotten one which
was destined to furnish the proof of what I am
advancing), he would remember, not without a
certain surprise that would be comical in other
circumstances, how, on such and such a day, to
speak first of objective things, he witnessed some
phenomenon that seemed to transcend and posi-
tively did transcend the known ideas furnished by
observation and experience, as, for example those
rains of frogs the magical appearance of which
was not at first understood by scientists. And how,
on such another day, to speak in second and last
place of subjective things, his mind presented
to the scrutinizing gaze of psychology I will

not go so far as to say an aberration of reason
(which nevertheless would be no less curious; on
the contrary, it would be even more so), but, at
least, in order not to make any difficulties for cer-
tain cold persons who would never pardon me for
the flagrant lucubrations of my exaggerarion, an
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and his viscous body would reappear almost im-
mediately two hundred yards away. Porpoises,
who, in my opinion did not steal their reputation
as good swimmers, could scarcely follow at a
distance this new species of amphibian. I do not
think the reader will have any cause to regrer it
if he bring to my narrative not so much the harm-
ful obstacle of a stupid credulity as the supreme
service of a deep confidence arguing legitimately
with secret sympathy concerning the poetic mys-
teries, only too few to his mind, which I take
it upon myself to reveal to him whenever the
occasion presents itself, as it has indisputably
today, closely impregnated with the tonic odors
of aquatic plants brought by the refreshing breeze
to the stanza which contains a2 monster who has
appropriated to himself the distinctive character-
istics of the webfoot family, Who here of
appropriation? Let everyone know that mankind,
b{ his complex and multiple nature, is not ignorant
of the methods by which to enlarge his horizons:
he lives in water like the sea-horse; in the upper
layers of the atmosphere like the osprey; and under
the ground like a mole, 2 woodlouse and the sub-
limity of the earth-worm.

Such is the outline more or less precise (but
more rather than less) of the exact criterion of the
extremel men%(thcning consolation that I en-
deavored to awaken in my spirit when I decided
that the human being whom I saw at a great
distance swimming with his four limbs over the
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b
of the waves as never the most super_
i‘:;fl:lziant swam, had perl}aps acq_mred the gnitelss
formation of the extremities of his ﬁ}n;\ss ::1 d utgl_
only as the expiatory pu hment fo o e
known crime. lt was not necv.-:sszarydvance o
torment my brain to m?nufacturle 1dnl ; vance O
melancholy pills of pity; for id e ier
whether that man, wt}ose arms cat e ie the
waves alternately, while his legs t

1, had not
:ral weapon of the narwhal, had
t\)rolfll:;anll;a appg;)riated those ;xtm?;‘du(\):g
shépcs, rather than that th:yﬁh:gmdei:% topwtm
i a chastisement. £ ' t
}1 &2;’21;3 ?:mr, here 1s the sun}?le etimtl;;“pg:d
longation of existcnc;o in .thitl:l ﬁutll(‘ilm :xrxncreaum
i i ht about m !
:s;‘e:m t‘:zl’ tf:iilgd himself voluntarily from the

ke

d glance had caused_ me to take,
(f);o::xssdfeorg;;:on%al moments of his appm:xsogg
(through an unqualifiable ﬁxgpaﬁt;ré};,e;htgggg s

: der the so Wearnso (

zﬁc&a:ng:&y understood by Psychologxstsh;nd
lovers of pmdencc) for a ﬁsh’of'mng; sﬁopn:t
not fet described in the naturalists’ classihca ;

hypo-
.+ imagined as itis under too many yP
St%?:gzzllnzz;lg?gas. Indeed, this amphibian (for
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infinite than ordinarly those who are imbued
with prejudices or false ideas, which are the same
thing, try to understand), it is none the less true
that the laughable mouths of those peasants were
opened wide enough to swallow three cachalots.
Let us contract our thoughe still further, let us be
serious, and let us be content with three lirtle new-
bom elephants.
With a sin?le arm-stroke the amphibian lefe a
kilometer of frothy furrow behind him. During
the very brief moment when the arm remained
suspended in the air before once again burying
itself in the waves, the spread fingers, united by
means of a fold of skin in the form of a membrane
seemed to reach out towards the limits of space
and seize the stars. Standing on my rock, I used my
hands for a megaphone and cried out, while the
crabs and shrimps fled to the darkness of the most
SeCret crevices: ) ,

“O vou, whose swimmin asses the lon
wings }Z)f the frigate-bird, gifsu;‘gu stll under%
stand the meaning of the great outcries which, like
a faithful interpretation of its intimate thoughts,
mankind furiously directs toward you, condescend
to dpam for a moment in your swift progress
and relate to me summarily the phases of your
truthful history. But I warn you, you have no need
to address me if your daring plan is to give birth
in me to the friendship and veneration I fele for
you when I saw you for the first time accomplish-
ing, with the grace and strength of a shark,
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your indomitable ang rectilinear pilgrima
' - lj $2
i ;&rilgli], w!;z;h Jﬁfczg lt]llxe to lthe bon{: and sbozk
) _ e sole of my f
;u&zc;ng ( €S 1t was [ staggering becguseoo(:f \t‘;laes
rude generrauon of the sonorous waves which
Tied to my ears such a cr{ of despair), pene-
of th :
sl:lr;ie% beneath the Waves wit'hetheém:;]x;n:ii'leofﬁz.:){n1
b:; h che. The amphibian dared not approach the
th:c too 'closelyé but as soon as he was assured
mfd his voice carried with sufficient clarity to m
o dsrqm, he reduced the motion of his webbed
n ugg ‘:nn tl:u?a a manléw:l') as to maintain his torso,
'Ith sea-wrack, above the moanj :
i ::::n ?n[:jl tl:;:)ew his hea:ii as if to invoke by s‘:lacrﬁc;

r Wwayward pack of memories, I dared
not interrupt him in this sacred] ologics
occfu ation: plunged in the past, caigsl:;zlbal%lﬁ
reet. Finally he began to speak as follows:

b ¢ centipede lacks not enemies; the fantastic
hl%u of his multiple feet, instead of winnin
the sympathy of animals, is for them perhaps

ins‘f:ct is exposed to the most int
th lslhzlll conceal from you th?p?ancs; t!:? tldxf;e;'dbu'th
x‘:ﬂe(j:t e}cl]af: ;:nbr:m?g c;ln :{:y sgory; but the shame
y tamuly has bear;
My father and mother (may (5:;1 ?grgx?v?{hgg%'

after a year of waiting sav H i
prayers: twins, my brogthnr and eI;,“:f'ngr;g:nthzﬂu
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the more reason for love between us. But this was
not so. Because I was the handsomer of the two and
the more intelligent, my brother hated me and
made no effort to conceal his feelings. Conse-
3:1cndy my mother and father lavished most of

eir love on me, while through my sincere and
constant friendship I tried to appease a soul that
had no right to revolt against hum who had come
from the same womb. My brother’s fur[\]r knew
no limits, and he so slandered me with the most
unbelievable calumnies thac the hearts of our
mutual parents were closed to me. For fifteen years
1lived in a dungeon with maggots and slimy water
for food. I wxfl not relate to you in detail the
unheard-of tortures I endured during that long and
unjust sequestration. Now and then during the
day one of the three torturers whose turn it was
would enter abruptly, armed with pincers, to%xgs
and various other instruments of torture. The
shrieks clicited from me by these torments left
them unmoved; the abundant loss of blood made
them smile. O, my brother, I have forFivcn you —
you, the primary cause of all my ills! Ir must be
that blind rage finally opens its own eyes, I
made many reflections during my everlasting im-
prisonment. How my hatred developed towards
all humanity in general you can well imagine.
Progressive etiolation, solitude of body and soul,
had not yet caused me to lose my mind com-
int of bearing any resentment

pletely, to the Eo
against those whom I had never ceased to love:
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giple pillory of which I waslthe slave. I succeeded
y cunning in gaining my liberty! Disgusted b
the inhabitantsgoafm&gyg lax}:d, w;{ altflnsog:;l thc;
called themselves my fellow men, appeared hither-
to to resemble me in nothing (if they found that
I did resemble them, why did they harm me?),
I made my way to the pebbly beach, firmly re-
solved to give myself to death if the sea were to
offer me memories of a life fatally lived. Do you
believe your own eyes? Since the day I fled the
paternal roof I have not been as unhappy as you
think inhabiting the sea and its crystaf grottoes.
Providence, as you see, has given me in part the
structure of a swan. I live in peace with the fish
and they procure for me the nourishment I need
as if I were theirruler.lwillgivc:sredg.\ whistle,
if it will not annoy you, and you will see how they
will reappear.”
It happened as he had predicted. He resumed
his royal swimming surrounded by his retinue of
subjects. And, although at the end of a few
seconds, he had completely disappeared from sight,
with a telescope I could still distinguish him on the
distant horizon. He swam with one hand, while
with the other wiped his eyes which the terrible
strain of approaching terra firma had injected with
blood. He had acted in this manner to Jo me pleas-
ure. I flung the revealing instrument against the
steep escarpment: it bounded from rock to rock
and the waves received its scattered fragments:
such was the last demonstration and the supreme
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which 1 made obeisance, asin a
{)a:f(:)‘:itzx):)ble and unfortunate intelligence! thr
everything that happened was real, that summ

night.
w

icht, spreading my wings into my tor-
nn%ﬂc;gngort}, evoked the image of Fal{ncr bl
each night. Fis fair hair, his oval face, his no e‘
features, were still engra ved upon mhyi's mg!::;lar
o e, polished like
with tha ,
?Xg;i::,-:}{ell. He was fourteen an 1 gnly one

year older. Let that mournful voice be still! w

does it come to denounce me? But it 15 M

xeakm' g. Using my own tongue to emit my
ought, | noticge thzt my lips move and .that 1‘;ll 15
1 whgo a;n speaking. Anditis] \yho, relating a tale
about my childhood, and feelmg remorse pene-

trate m hean,,,itxslmygelf,xflmakenomxs—

take . . . it is T myself f goone
ear oider. . .. . .
{NV’V}?; g:l}?is‘izeghom I refer? ItisafriendI hadin

i dy told his
ime, I think. Yes, es,Ihayeakea y
ﬁ? e, ] will not s li,out again tltxhosc ?x;:;t;;s;
It is also useless to repeat that
Te n:lder. ‘Who knows? Let us repeat 1t however,
ut in a laborious murmur. . . -
I was only one year older. . . .
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Even then the pre-eminence of my physical
strength was rather a motive for defending along
the rouil;nl;icgl?way of my life him who had at-
tached hi to me, than to mistreat a being
visibly weaker than L . . . For indeed, I believe
he was weaker thanL. . .

Even then. . . .

It was a friend I had in past time, I think. . . .

The pre-eminence of my physical strength. . . .

Each night. . ..

ially his fair hair. . ..

There is more than one human being who has
seen bald heads: old age, disease, sorrow (the three
together or taken separately) explain this negative
phenomenon in g saﬁsfacto‘:‘y manner. Such, any-
way, is the reply that would be made to me by
a scientist if I were to ask him about this matter. ...

Old age, disease, sorrow. . . .

But I am aware (], too, am a scientist) that one
day, because he had seized my hand just as I was
raising my dagger to pierce a woman’s breast, I

ped him by the hair in 2 grip of stecl, and
whirled him around in the air with such speed that
his hair remained in my hand, and his body, flun
out by centrifugal force, smashed against the tru:i
of an oak tree. . . .

I am aware that one day his hair remained in my
hand. . ..

I, too, am a scientist. . . .

Yes, yes, I already mentioned his name. . . .
I am aware that one day I perpetrated this in-
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famous deed, while his body was flung out by

centrifugal force. . . .
en. . .« o '
%eh:v:,s ixfaoa‘;ﬂ :ccess of mental aberration, I rush

h the fields, holding pressed to m heart &
332‘35 thix:g that I have presen:ed for a long ume
like a revered relic, the Licdle children who pursue
me . . . the old women and little children vghcf

ursue me with stones raise lamentable outcries:
¢ is Falmer’s hair!” _
Tk:vr:ylfaway with that hairless head, polished
like a tortoise-shell. . .

A bloody thing. . . -

But it is myselt speaking. - . .

His oval face, his noble features, . . -
Indeed, I believe he was u:eakcr than L. .
Old women and little children. .

i believe . . . what am I trying to
o mde;grl indeed 1 believe he was weagkcr

fan 1
t coe
Tnagrip of steel. . -

that crash: did it kill him? Were his
bozek;?pfixnu:a%cd against thetree . . . ugcpmif)ly?
Did that crash, e&?endgrcfl by the vigor 0h ;;
athlete, kill him? Was his hf; spared althoug
bones were splintered . . . irreparably?
Did that crash kill him? . . . sid mot
I fear to know what my closed eyes did no

wxmgs.d. ..

Indeed. . .. |

Especially his fair hair. . . .
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Indeed, I rushed away into the distance with a
conscience that was to be in the future implac-
able. . . .

He was fourteen. . ..

With a conscience that was to be implacable. . . .

E“a;;h night. . . . orv.

€n 2 Vo man who aspires to glory, lean-
ing over a zires.i‘(nﬁigh up in aagpuildin gt tix}; silent
hour of midnight, hears a rustling for which he
can find no cause, he turns his head, burdened by
meditation and dusty manuscripts, in every direc-
tion; but nothing, no indication of what might be
causing the sound he hears so feebly, yet so
distinctly. Finally he realizes that the smoke
from his candle, taking flight toward the ceiling,
causes almost imperceptible vibrations thmuih
$:ll surrounding air, rustling 2 paper nailed to the

High up in 2 building. . . .

Just as a young man who aspires to glory hears
amsﬂingt);rw ich he can find no cause, so I
hear a melodious voice pronouncing in my ear:
“Maldoror!” But, before putting an end to his
apprehension, he thought he heard the wings of a
mosquito. . . .

Leaning over his desk. . . .

Yet I am not dreaming. What if I am stretched
out on my satin bed? Coolly I make the perspica-
cious remark that my eyes are open, although it
is the hour of pink dominoes and masked :
Never . . . Oh, no, never . . . did the Seraphic ac-
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1 ith such
f a mortal voice pronounce Wt :
333035 elegance the syllables of my name:

to’s wings. - - ]
Iﬁflxsf?x}lexn‘zlly his%oiceis .. . Hashethenfor

: )
gw;lt;sﬂl;zdy crashed against the trunk of an oak
tree. . . .
“Maldoror!”
[ z07]
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(LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR)

>

Ler the reader not be angry with me if my prose
has not had the good fortune to please him. You
maintain that my ideas are at least singular.
Whar you say there, respectable man, is the truth;
but, a partial truth. And what an abundant source
of error and misapprehension all pardal truth is!
Flocks of starlings have a way of ing natural o
them, which seems to be govcmecrby a uniform
and regular ractic like that of a disciplined army
obeyingwith precision the voice of asingle general.
The starlings obey the voice of instinct, and rhis
instinet prompts them always to draw in toward
the center of the group, while the rapidity of their
flight carries them unceasingly beyond that point;
so that this multitude of birds, thus united by a
common tendency toward the same hypnouic
point, coming and going unceasingly, circulating
and rccrossinF in every direction, forms a sort of
agirated whirlpool, the entire mass of which, with-
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out following any particular direction, seems to
have a general movement of evolution upon itself
resulting from the particular circulatory motions
of each of its members, and in which the center,
ﬁcrpcmaﬂy tending to increase, but continually
eld in, is repulsed by the contrary strains of
the environing lines that bear upon it, and con-
stantly more compressed than any one of these
lines, which are themselves compressed the more
as they approach closer to the center. Despite this
singular manner of eddying, the starlings do not
cleave through the air with any less rare a swift-
ness, and gain noticeably each second a precious
step toward the end of their fatigue and the goal
of their pilgrimage.
In the same way you, reader, pay no attention
to my odd manner of singing each of these lays.
Bur be persuaded that the fundamental accents
of poetry preserve none the less their intrinsic
sway over my intelligence. Let us not generalize
exceptional facts, I ask no more: yet my character
is in the order of possible things. Undoubtedly,
between the two extreme terms of your literature
as you understand it, and mine, there exists an
infinitude of intermediary steps of which it would
be easy to muldply the sub-divisions; but there
would be no useful purpose in this, and there
would be the danger of narrowing and falsifyin
an eminently philosophical conception whicﬁ
ceases to be rational as soon as it is no longer un-
derstood as it was conceived, that is to say, amply.
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how to unite enthusiasm with an n-
:{e‘:mlh:::x?dness‘ observer with the concentrated
dispositon; in the final analysis, as faras Ireafm con-
cerned, 1 find you perfect. Yet you use to

e! = s e
ml‘.ifeﬁtiﬁ;]mheﬂmy follow my advice (12; the
best T have at your disposition}, and 3‘1 ’ eo:
country walk. Sorry recompense, Wo ty
say? When you have taken the air, come Secking
me again with your mind rested. Do not grmth;;;
1 wish you no harm. Is it not true, my fnhcr:s 'been
up to a certain point your sympathy s been
with my songs? Then what pmvcnt? yo s from
climbing the rest of the steps? The fronti b
tween your taste and mine is invisible; y;m will
never be able to gras 1:1, pmgf ;hazlths;i;or;n .
i exist. Reflect then (
xl;?lgl;o:r;oihe subject here) that 1t would not

be impossible that you had signed :f; tma{y

with obstinacy, thattfplfzasalm da;g : ﬁ:r;: :i gnle ;,;
i ce of intolerance.

kﬂr;wnf!?ats‘;gu are no blockhead 1 would not

urself wi ilagi f an axiom
1f with the cartilaginous shell o
tfau:?ou believe to be uug;fcakable, Thega are [:1113
other unbreakable AXIOMS fgt“pm::fdf :: E:mm o
raste
with yours, If you have a deinite t e for came
:rable farce of mature) no one ¥
iﬁﬁz ;ﬁne; but those whose mmﬂ:’gmm ::ffr:
energetic and capable of greater thmgs% P cfers
pi:pper and arsenic have good reasons fof
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conduct without any intention of imposing their
;waceful domination upon those who tremble with
ear before a shrew-mouse or the speaking expres-
sion of the surfaces of a cube. I speak from experi-
ence, not playing here the part of an instigator.

And just as rotifers and tardigrades may be

heated afmost to boiling-point without necessarily
losing their vitality, it will be the same for you
if you can assimilate, with caution, the acrid
suppurating serosity which is released slowly by
the irritation set up by my interesting lucubrations.
What! Have we not succeeded in grafting upon
the back of a live rat the tail detac%\ed from the
corpse of another rat? Try then in the same man-
ner to transfer to your imagination the various
modifications of my cadaverous argument.

But be wise. At the time of this writing new
vibrations agitate the intellectual atmosphere: it is
simply a question of having the courage to con-
front them face to face. Why do you make that
grimace? And you even accom&an it with a
gesture that none could imitate with a f:mg appren-
ticeship. Be convinced that habit is necessary in
everything; and since the instinctive repulsion that
manifested itself during my first pages has notice-
ably diminished in depth in inverse ratio to your
application to the readin% like a boil that one
lances, we must hope, although your head still
aches, that your recovery will soon have reached
its final stages. To me there is no doubt that
you are already bordering upon complete con-
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; os! your face is still very thin!
vni;f::ence., Z:&::ée! IK ou there 1s an uncommon
irit, 1 love you, and do not despair of your com-
sg:::, deliverance provided you absor':t;:l c;xi-st:m
medications which will surely hasten eF g;
earance of the last symptoms of §1ckness. or n
singent and osic foad 308 B 1S
r's arms she be s ,
yz?xrw?li’ tci:.:t them up infsmall b£1ece§, ;h:z c:g;)z}'
them in one day, your face betrayin 3
: mother is too old, choose another
ﬁ;ﬁ y;:ig;ect. younger and fresher, wht;lse
scalp will have value, and who balances easfy
upon the tarsal bones in walking: yourfstster, (;)11'
example. I cannot help but deplore her a:;, ?‘[:\sm
am not one of those In whom a cold enthust o
only makes a pretence of odness. You ;n N
wil{ shed for her, for that bc oved virgin (t oggle
I have no proof og ?erdka;ﬁn:tzrvzﬁ tl\)a;o axﬁ're ;:srs:l ble
tears, two tears of lead, 1hat’ - The most
llient potion I can prescpbc for you isa
?u!if of lux?nopy blennorrhagic pus 1n wkfuci{: c:l:i
frst dissolved a hairy ovaran Cyst 2 ok cular
chancre, an inflamed prepuce skinned ba;:l TO!
the gland by paraphimosis, and three red slugs.
you follow my prescriptions Ty pocterr}from
receive you with open arms, a5 4 ous; Phair
resection with its kisses upon the root of 8 hait.

w
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don’t believe what | sa

; , Com 1
sz:)t(l)s;y Fhe most incredl};lous beyt:h?;figgnf;:w lfl
gbviou“;it;f:s%‘. I fguowcd the tfcctle ata discancoc,
that grois’t black ball? st going todo with

reader, who pride yourself (ang

;usl}a upon your ;;u:mpicacilfy,(wm.xll:iOt C:;Oﬂtf;
opa e ci{ telling me? But I do not wish to);ub'cc:
g:m ur Iv:rc -known passion for riddles to a violent

mi]é et 1t suffice for you to know thar th
est punishment I could inflict upon you woulc‘i3
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be to inform you that this mystery would not be
revealed to you (it will be revealed to you) until
later, at the end of your life, when you are engag-
ing in philosophical discussion with the pangs of
death at your bedside . . . and perhaps even at
the end of this stanza.
The beetle had arrived at the base of the hill.
I had followed in his footsteps and I was sull at
some distance from the scene; for just as the
stercoraceae, restless birds who seem always to
be starving, are happy in the seas that bathe the
two poles and only accidentally venture into the
temperate zones, so I was ill at ease and I moved
my legs very slowly. But what actually was the
corporeal substance towards which I was advanc-

ing?

% knew that the genus pelicaninae includes four
distinct species: the boogy, the pelican, the cor-
morant, and the frigate-bird. The greyish shaﬁc
that appeared before me was not a booby. The
plastic block that I saw was not a frigate-bird.
The crystallized flesh that I observed was not a
cormorant. Now I could see him, that man with
a brain destitute of an annular protuberance! I
sought vainly to recall from the dim corners of
my memory in what torrid or frozen country I
had first seen that long, wide, convex, vaulted beak,
with its pronounced, unguicular, swollen, deeply-
hooked gridge; those toothed, straight edges; that
lower mandible with its two sides divided down
to the point; that space filled with a membranous
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skin; that large pouch, i
; th _ yellow and saccif;
Occupying the entire throat and capable of gorx::
mdcmlble distention; and those nostrils, very nar
row’ * - e & I3 -
fow, o;xoix:lcz;imal, almost invisible, hollowed in 3
If that living being, with its s
tha eing, simple pulm
gzse;:r:tlx)«:{rn,d znd its ba:}cliy adorned afitg hai: n;;}i'
own to the soles of its feet c’l
only down to the shoulders. | not then
_ rs, it would
hz::\!rlg been so difficult for me to have reco nqteiihi?-l
saelf 1?)gulvcry‘ea§y to df;, as you will see f;?z vour:
self. ; y this time [ d{spense with it; for the clar-
ty of m dcmpnscmtmn I should have to have
one of those birds placed upon my desk, even
a stuffed one. Besides I am not rich enough to

Following step by step 4 i i
; should later have agsigngd hgl‘;\sg ﬁiﬁm;hm
foundl a place in the categories of natural histo
or him in whom I admired the nobility of his

hosis!
ga nzgs. h though he possessed no human counte-
pance, € appeared to me as beautifyl as the two
b agstfggaéﬁungonn filaments of an insect; or rather
Interment; or again as the |

: . aw of the

restoration of mutilated o i
] : gans; and especially as
an emmently putrescible liquid! But, }};ayin yno
attention whatsoever to his surroundingsgthe

?
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stranger’s pelican’s head stared always straight
ahead. Some other day I will finish this story. Yet
I will continue my narrative with gloomy haste;
for if, on your part, you long to know whither
my imagination is tending (please Heaven, in-
deed, that this be only imagination!), for my part
I have determined to finish what I have to tell you
at one sitting (and not two!), although neverthe-
less no one has the right to accuse me of lack of
courage. But when you find yourself face to face
with such circumstances, more than one person
feels the pulsations of his heart beating against the
palm of his hand.

There recently died, almost unknown, in a little
port in Brittany, a master coast-trader, an old sailor
who was the hero of a terrible story. He was then
captain of a foreign-going ship and sailed for a
ship-owner of Saint-Malo. After an absence of
thirteen months he returned to the conjugal hearth
at the very moment when his wife, still confined
to her bed, had just presented him with an heir
to the existence of which he could make no just
claim. The captain gave no s?n of his surprise and
anger. He coldly commanded his wife to dressand

accompany him on a walk around the city’s ram-
arts. It was in January. The ramparts of Saint-
alo are high and when the north wind is blow-
ing even the most intrepid ones hang back. The
unhappy woman obeyed, calm and resigned.
When she returned home she was delirious. She
died during the night.
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But after all that was only a2 woman. While I,
who am a man, do not know whether I should be
able in the presence of a drama no less striking,
to maintain sufficient command over myself to
immobilize the muscles of my face!

When the beetle arrived at the foot of the hill
the man raised his hand towards the west (pre-
cisely in that direction a lamb-eating vulture and a
great horn-owl of Virginia had engaged in an
aerial battle), wiped from his beak a long tear
which presented a system of coloration that
sparkled like a diamond, and addressed the beetle
as follows:

“Unhappy ball! Have you not rolled it long
enough? Your vengeance is not yert assuaged; and
already that woman whose arms and legs you have
bound with pearl necklaces in such a2 manner as

to construct an amoarphous polyhedron the better
to drag her with your tarsal segments through
valley and byway, over brambles and stones (let
me draw near to see if it be still she!) has seen
her bones scarred with wounds, her limbs polished
by the mechanical law of rotary friction and sub-
merged into the unity of coagulation, and her body
presenting instead of its primordial outline and
contour the monotonous appearance of a homo-
geneity that resembles only too strongly through
the confuston of its various crushed elements the
mass of a sphere! She has been long dead; abandon
those remains and take care not to be transported
irrevocably by the rage that consumes you: here

[ 218 ]

Lautréamont

justi i aled beneath
-« no longer justice, for egoism, CONCELIET P =
‘tshz(;n::ggumgm of your brow, s“:gowly raises like 2
the veil that covers it. !
pha’lr“l:(;mlnmg-cating vulture and the great lmtr\{n1
owl of Virginia, unconsciously borne upon . :
vicissirudes of their struggle, had drawn ;ea;rdS:
“The beetle trembled at these unexpecti wocca:
and what would have been on some ot e; peca
sion an insignificant movement, this nme;m :w e
the distinguishing mark of af that mew 20
bounds; for he rubbed his hind legs tern y;hg y
against the edges of his elytrae, producing a sharp
sm:‘l}\%ho are you, pusillanimous creature? It seen;;
that you have forgotten per;‘am gga;)g‘; i;g;:;ry,
the past; you do not retain them Fpept
. That woman betrayed us,
mrze ‘;r'(o’?g;'st, m;'sclf second. It seems to me that
(t’his‘ misdeed should not (should t}ot:.) dxsappea{
from the memory so easily. So easily! “You}r3 gzago
nanimous nature permits you to forgive.

you know whether, despite the abnormal condi-

: duced to a state
s on of the atoms of that woman, ré ;
‘:? I:x?ush (there is no question of kngwmg;gt
whether anyone would believe at the first 1:11 esti-

tidn that this body has been augmtgme ” d{n

® stable quantity of density rather by ehgm}f ectgs
i O?two PQWMM!;IY s';t"flll5 'ch};g?}éﬁegfe, and
of my fiery passion), she

letliln: rz:xf;lizgtfg‘way and made off, pushing the
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ball before him. When he had gone, the pelican
cried out:

“That woman, by her magical power, has given
me the head of a webfoot and changed my brother
into a beetle: perhaps she deserves worse treatment
even than I have just wimnessed.”

And I, who was not sure that I was not dream-
ing, guessing by what I had heard the nature of
the hostile relations which were engaging the
lamb-eating vulture and the great horned owl of
Virginia in a bloody battle above me, threw back
my head like a hood in order to give free play to
my lungs, and directing my eyes above I cried out
to them:

“You up there! Put an end to your quarreling!
Each of you is right, for to each she had promised
her love, Consequently she has deceived you both.
But you are not the only ones. Furthermore, she
deprived you of your human shape, making a cruel
game of your most intimate sorrows. And you
would hesitate to believe me! In any case, she is
dead, and the beetle inflicted a punishment of
ineffaceable imprint upon her, despite the pity
of the first of you whom she betrayed.”

At these words they put an end to their battle
and tore out no more feathers nor strips of flesh:
and in this their conduct was correct. The great
horned owl of Virginia, beautiful as the memory
of a curve described by a dog running after its
master, buried himself in the crevices o% a ruined
convent. The lamb-eating vulture, beautiful as the
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imitat in the breast
Jimitation of development in the DItH
l:fw ac(l)\fltt:fn ;rhom the tendency to g{owﬂ\ is n:t: in
roportion with the molecules assimilated b& etxf
grganisxm was lost in the upper layers of cda
mosphere. The pelican, wh;;s: gcge‘rto:lls mg::urc;?
had impressed me because L oun fx o hthausé
i the majestic impassivity of a JgRTIOL
fsumsghﬂl asif )to warn human navigators to (%l:r;
heed to his example and guard th::t er?:s:r?{t o
the love of gloomy SOTCEresses, AR
i head. The beede, l{eauu ul as ‘
;tﬁ?gi;tf ihz hands in alcoholism, dls:ppgzrzcél ::3
the horizon. Four more existences Oh c ddewe?
he book of life. T tore out 2 W )
ffi‘?)r:a rtn; left arm, for Ino lmea%cr knew wha:i:::;:
doing so ‘;matly was 1 moved by that qua oE:n °
disaster. 1, who tho ht that the ball w:zs c
posed of excrement! Great fool that T am:

w

: rermittent annihilation of human facul-

tie:h \:'ti:ttever your thought may 1ead{ gfou ;«;est:‘g;
ose, these are not wor s. At least, the o et
grdina:y words. May he who ghm’:tghtﬁe: ould
be accomplishing an act of jusuce 1}1'111s asm: v
exccu;ioner\:lca%a eiu}?isall)lc;%r;a;s:luntarﬂy *to the
he who wo er his \ A

his head with a sensu:
Rdug'letesyci d:?itlil , ::;S; the marks of scars; my ten
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fingers will concentrate
. ate the sum total of the;
:ztce;t;g_n uFo;ll ﬁ)uchmg carefully the ﬂesl(: ofdtll:il.:
C; 1 shall ascertain that splashes f brai
1}11:1‘;1(: falle1_1 upon my satin brow., IP; it not (l):ruer:ll];l:
A € entre universe a man could not be found
:Vvh:tx}roulg lxve' such a martyrdom? I do not know
aughter 1s, it is true, havin never i
f(?CCd'“ myself. Yet how imprudgnt it woelfl%elt?e
Shoumjsxggag;mt)};:; :ny lips would not widen if j
” 0 me to encounter s
claimed thae such a man existed Th:rtn:;ﬁzf:v r}:g
:)ne would desire for his own existence has fallen
ﬂo me by an unequal destiny. It is not that my bod
Boats in the: l?ke 9f Sorrow; that would be all rj h{
ut my spirit withers by reason of 2 condexlgseé

Happy is he who slumbe i

‘ rs peacefull

of fi ci’at}wrs torn from the breastft’ of th: ei}c;elxl-1 :vﬁi(-l

:)l:li; €ing aware that he is betraying himself, It is
ty years now since I have slept. Since the

couch. It is I who desired this; |

accused, Q}xic:kl ~— let all men ’beCZIIel:;ii (:>tfh:tl;ot:

tive suspicion. you observe upon my brow
pale crown? Tcnaci&y' weaved it there with its

pale fingers. As long as a trace of burning sap runs

through my bones like 2 torrent of moltenfinetal
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I shall never sleep. Each night I force my livid
eyes to stare at the stars through the panes of my
window. In order to be surer of myself I prop
my swollen eyelids open with splinters. When
dawn breaks it finds me in the same attitude, my
body resting in a vertical position erect against
the cold plaster of the wall. Yet it happens some-
times that I dream, but without losing for an in-
stant the lively sense of my personality or the free
faculty of movement: know that Nightmare hides
himself in the phosphorescent crannies of dark-
ness, while fever fingers my face with its stamp,
and every unclean beast brandishes its claws—very
well, it is my will that keeps them going round and
round in order to provide solid nourishment for its
perpetual activity. Indeed, atom that wreaks re-
venge by its extreme weakness, free will does not
fear to maintain with strong authority that it does
not include sottishness among its sons: he who
sleeps is less than an animal castrated yesterday.
Although insomnia bears towards the depths of the
grave these muscles which already exhale the odor
of cypress, never will the white catacomb of my
intelligence open its sanctuary to the eyes of the
Creator. A secret and noble justice, towards the
open arms of which T instinctively fling myself,
commands me to hunt down without quarter that
ignoble punishment. Fearful enemy of my impru-
dent soul, I forbid my unhappy loins to repose
upon the dewy grass at the hour when they light
up the lantern on the coast. Conqueror, I reject
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the ambush of iti
°1 of your hypocritical op;
szg::eudy 1t 1s certain thaytpr?] hean:,(; :{;mst:arg?n-
11; tgﬂ that feeds upon itself, has matured jrs I:;%
I't):ave ]t:l wc:lu'd struggle. As impenetrable a5 1 gI;ant,
\ w;e  ceaselessly with the sockets of my eyes
gaping. It is averred that at Jeast during the ay

demned men about o be hange
¢ r d, (O! 1o ’
g}t;gﬁg 1}1‘13 t;l:a?anlds of g sacri%egiofls stransge:r?)n:rf
- “-a'Pel probes into its dense under-
rl:al;:‘:lh c(tlpnsc;ousness exhales a long death-rattle of
cruel Iac?;;iofsthfef:rzglgliim 'madestg' i s
tions. H on! Our i
to the ferocious curiogfty of the Ceiesct’i(:xll. ga?l%?tn
I ave not descrved’ this infamous torture, hideous
eﬂ); lipoirlal my causality! If I exist, I am not someone
el s.el t"”l not admit any equivocal plumlity within
cms elf. Aw:sh to dwell alone within my intimate
rasem. & utonomy . . . or let them change me
a an:» h PPopotamus. Bury yourself in the earth
o 2o ymgqs Sugma, and appear no more before
Cr):: ! ggar | indignation, Miy subjectivity and the
Tight bscures th fiph f o0, When
_ of hours, who
ani ngt fought against the inﬁuz;sée ofos;:el}:einwll:i:
I¢=: dampened with glacial swear? That bed,
clasping dying faculties to irs bosom, is nothing
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but a tomb composed of boards of scantling pine.
The will vanishes insensibly, as if in the presence
of an invisible force. A viscous wax dulls the
crystalline substance of the eye. The eyelids seek
one another like two friends. The body 1s no better
than a breathing corpse. Finally four enormous
stakes transfix the four limbs to the mattress. And
observe, if you please, that the sheets are nothing
but shrouds. There lies the censer where the in-
cense of religions burns. Eternity rumbles like a
distant sea and approaches rapidly. The room has
disappeared: prostrate yourselves, humans, in the
fiery chapel! Sometimes, in a useless effort to over-
come the organism’s imperfections in the midst of
the profoundest sleep, the hypnotized sense per-
ceives with astonishment that it is nothing but 2
gravestone, and argues admirably and with incom-
parable subtlety: “To leave this bed is a problem
more difficult than one would think. Seated upon
the tumbril I am drawn toward the twin posts of
the guillotine, Curiously, my arm has wisely taken
on the rigidity of a stump. It is very bad to dream
one is marching to the scaffold.” Blood flows in
great waves across the face. The bosom heaves
repeatedly and wheezes as it swells. The weight
of an obelisk stifles the expansion of rage. The
real has destroyed the dreams of slumber! Who is
unaware that when the struggle is prolonged be-
tween the ego, full of pride, and the terrible
growth of catalepsy, the hallucinated spirit loses
its judgment? Gnawed by despair, he abandons
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himself in his misery untl

i h

ture and until slee f}s’eeing il:sep?:;z‘:gg l;‘:‘e‘} om
it flees forever from his hearr with ey
shameful wing. T : oy and

ﬂaming orbit. Do n

humans o Fepose, a man who

;vlalks rapidly through the countryside, Tf:alrm t}(::‘t’

Ok);areso It:etmn may succumb to the ravages of
. age. Let that fatal day when [ shall fall aslee

arrive! When I wake, my razor, opening u 5

passage across m .
indeed was moreyr;'l:f:k* will prove thae nothing

w

(l::);); toyer my black bosom; Whoever you are,
ridiculgufs }:Zsthon,) \Ivl‘lat pretext excuses your
€ncer Isiea vast remorse t i
ormentin
you? For Igmk you, bo j
s boa, gour savage majesty has
: g jesty

not, I suppose, the ex
i ormtant c
itself from the comparison laim to’ exclude

me, the sign of madness, Listen to me: do you

know that your eye is far fro i

_ m absorh -
tial geap:? o not forger that if youi prmegs:n?;lte:—
0!;8 rain has believed me capable of offering you
a tew words of consolation, it could only begfgr’)m
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the motive of an ignorance totally devoid of physi-
ognomical knowledge. For a few moments, enough
of course, direct the light of your eyes toward
what I, even as others, have the right to call my
face! Do you not see how it weeps? You are mis-
taken, basilisk. You must seek elsewhere the sad
ration of relief of which my radical impotence
deprives you, despite the countless protestations
of my good will. Oh, what force drew you fatally
by inexpressible phrases to your doom? It is
almost impossible that I should acclimarise myself
to the argument that you do not understand that,
crushing into the reddened turf the distorted
curves of your triangular head, I could knead a
nameless putty from the grass and crushed flesh.
Gert out of my way as quickly as possible, pallid-
faced sinner! The fallacious mirage of terror has
shown you your own spectre! Scatter your harm-
ful suspicions if you do not wish that I should
accuse you in my turn and inflict recriminations
upon you that would most certainly be approved
by the serpentine reptilivore. What monstrous
agemn:ion of imagination prevents you from rec-
ognizing me? You do not then recollect the
important service I rendered you by the gratifica-
tion of an existence dragged by me out of chaos;
and on your part the unforgettable vow you
made never to desert my flag and to remain faithful
to me until death? When you were a child (your
intelligence was in its finest phase then) you would
be the first to climb a hill with the speed of
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a chamois to salute the multic
: 1 olored bea
wal:mg dawn with 2 gesture of your Iirrg: (1)11;:1!:;
I lnotm ?ii your voice sprang from your sound-
m%cmx o resgﬁzﬁl:gxg pea;;ls and resolved their
, In the vibrane -
ct;cm of a long hymn of adoration, Nov:} yoaugglff-ch:v
OWn at your feet like 2 dirty rag’the fore-

Erown to proportions that it would be pai
e to enumerate, Who js this, listeningf') i:)nfxl:(la f:r
V€ 50 great a confidence in the abuse of his oy .
weakness? Tsown
And who are you yourself i
’ ? » audacious stuff? No!
ﬁ:r.a rIn mallcle no mistake; and despite the mu!tlif)(i)t;
m orphoses to which you have recourse our
rpent’s head will always shine before mj; );yes

hear the mutterin .
g ! g and the co : .
;'mgesu mg’ “Iffahﬂfﬂusly from tf ::m:;isfa‘:e?c:é
» brush with furious wi : .
lose borders of your fragile ca?gsdmagmm; S'It‘;l;e Vis
not far distant when my arm shall throw you d?,)(v:f
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in the dust poisoned by your breath, and, tearing
from your vitals a harmtul life, leave your corpse
writhing upon the highway, to teach the dismayed
wayfarer that this palpitating flesh that astounds
his eye and cleaves his silent tongue to his palate,
should only be compared, if one retain one’s cool-
headedness, to the rotten trunk of an o2k fallen
from old age! What thought of pity holds me in
your presence? You had berter stand back from
me, I rell you, and go wash away your immeasur-
able shame in the blood of a new-born infant: such
things are habitual to you. It is worthy of you.
Go . . . go straight ahead. I condemn you to
be a wanderer. I condemn you to be always alone
and without family. Wander forever, until your
legs refuse to support you. Cross the sands of
the desert until the end of the world engulfs the
stars in nothingness. When you pass by (EZ tiger's
lair he will hasten to flee from you in order not
to see, as in a mirror, his own character raised upon
the pedestal of ideal perversity. But when imperi-
ous weariness commands you to pause in your
wanderings before the courtyard of my palace,
covered with rushes and thistles, be careful of your
ragged sandals and cross the threshold of the ele-
gant vestibule on tip-toe, This is no idle suggestion.
You might awaken my young spouse and my in-
fant son, sleeping in the leaden cellars homv:f'-
combed in the foundations of the ancient castle.
If you do not prepare yourself in advance they
might draw the blood from your cheeks with their
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a chamois to salute the multicolored beams of the
waking dawn with a gesture of your little hand.
The notes of your voice sprang from your sound-
in% larynx like sparkling pearls and resolved their
collective personalities in the vibrant aggrega-
tion of a long hymn of adoration. Now you throw
down at your feet like a dirty rag the fore-
bearance of which I have given you too much
proof. Gratitude has seen its roots wither like the
bed of a morass; but in its place ambition has
grown to proportions that it would be painful for
me to enumerate. Who is this, listening to me, to
have so great a confidence in the abuse of his own
weakness?

And who are you yourself, audacious stuff? No!
No! I make no mistake; and despite the muluple
metamorphoses to which you have recourse, your
serpent’s head will always shine before my eyes
like an everlasting lighthouse of injustice and cruel
domination! He desired to take up the reins of
government, but he knows not how to reign! He
desired to become an object of horror begc?re all
the beings of creation, and he succeeded. He de-
sired to prove that he alone is the monarch of the
universe, and it was there that he was mistaken.
O miserable one! Have you waited until now to
hear the muttering and the conspiracies which,
rising up simultancously from the surfaces of
spheres, brush with furious wings against the papi-
lose borders of your fragile ear-drum? The day is
not far distant when my arm shall throw you down
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our breath, and, tearmi
ul life, leave your corp;d
writhing upon the highway, to tcacll‘a ti}\\:td;?::::l};
farer that this palpitaung flesh ¢  astoge

ﬁsﬁ); ¢ and cleaves his silent tongue to :; ’E acss
should only be compared, if one xc;am n; o
headedness, to the rotren trunk of anholds falen
from old age! What thou he of pity

your prﬁsence’ fou b
u, an ; .
m‘elskt;mz‘i)n the bl%od ofa new.-bom nlfar:)tf ;\’1:2
things are habitual to you. It is worthy Jon.
Go & go straight ahead, 1 condemn Yalone
bea ;v;nzlcrer* 1 condemn you to be alwa};.sl one
and without family. Wander fomveri‘unsm "
legs refuse €0 SUPPOTE Yo, B, gulfs che
t1} the end o s the
th:r;i ﬁsxe;tg?ngmss, When you pass by © ed tsgc;rbi
sl'a:ir he will hasten to flee from you in or ((isr *
to see, as in a mirror, his ownxchamct;cr gaxts;cl mu}:;;i '
the p:adestal of ideal perversity. But whe A Pour
ous weariness commands you t pa;xsc a}lzace,
wanderings before the counrryard of my P

covered with rushesand thistles, be careful of your

1d of the ele-

dals and cross thg t}xrcslg.o cle-
n;%%ﬁzxgule on tip-toe. Thisisnoidle su%grejn?:;
%'ou might awaken my young spouse 1an ho}; n-
fant son, sleeping in the leaden cel ars on 3;
combed ;n the foundations of I‘f:‘hii: a:‘;:‘;rc;;i ¢ th(’:);

t prepare yourseil .
ixfugl(::] df:wn:he%lolzxd from your cheeks with their
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subterranean howls, i i
relieved 'them of | ifeﬁ:lc? g:&mnzﬁbze s
:gis tgl:g;b!c and had no doubt in that):'egarg?‘;si
th }fti 1d not expect (and their supreme farewells
niirmed for me this belief of theirs) that your

1]

at elaito ?geencd, judge for yourself what have been
A quences of your conduct, F arewell! |
ﬁo to hrcathg the sea-wind from a cliff; for m
nv;mgs, alf stifled, demand with loud cries a si ht
ore peaceful and more virtuous than you! ¢

w
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O incomprehensible pederasts! It is not for me
to decry your vast degradation; it is not for me
to cast scorn upon your infundibular anus. It is
enough that the shameful and almost incurable
discases that attack you bear with them their in-
evitable punishment. Legislators of stupid institu-
tions, inventors of narrow morality, keep your
distance from me, for I have an imp:u-tiaF mind.
And you, young fellows, or rather young girls,
explain to me how and whir (but keep your dis-
tance, for I too am incapable of resisting my pas-
sions) the lust for revenge so germinated in your
hearts that you should have inflicted such a crown
of wounds on the bosom of humanity. You make
mankind blush for its sons by your conduect
(which I myself venerate!); your prostitution to
any chance comer exercises the logic of the deepest
thinkers, while your exaggerated sensitivity tran-
scends the measure of feminine stupefaction itself,
Is your nature more or less earthly than that of

our fellow men? Do you possess a sixth sense that
15 denied us? Do not lie, and say what you think.
This is not an interrogation with which I confront
you; for since I have been frequenting your ex-
alted intelligences in the role of observer, I know
whar this is all about.

Be blessed by my left hand, be hallowed by my
right hand, angels protected by my universal love!
L kiss your face, I kiss your breast, with my smooth
lips I Kiss the various parts of your harmonious and
perfumed body. Why did you not tell me at once
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what you were, crystallizations of i

» €Ty asu
beauty? I was obliged to discover fm? fl?;;ell? ‘::;:f
and chastity cop-

of your modesty. But (and this ;

matter) do not forget to wash tt:Z askflmm:f;mgﬁ:

gg: ;Z:rg 1?13?:1 gi:ﬁ?)?n C\Ivatcr, for if not vegcml

ated sprface of my inw{iab?: ?ilo;t pon the lacer-
O, if mﬂ){, instead of being a hell,

had been an immense celestial anus! See the gesture

I am making with m
' my abdomen: yes, [
gzndlgncd my penis through its ﬁ%yws;migx
rendi gfaf)war;gzi;?yso nupet’uousmmotions the very
1 + DOITow would
3rgaahed into my blinded eyes enl:i(;:: tz:ﬁegaz;
m)g?ag sand; I should have discovered the subter-
rame: 2fsglc;: ‘:;;Fézre truth lies slumbering, and the
: U sperm would thus have found
an ocean into which to precipitate jiself! Rosp -t
do I surprise myself re. recting an g oY
s y gretting an

of things that will nevey receige thé[::al of its ;tlat.e
mate fulfillment? Let us pot waste our time coxt::

strucring furtive hypotheses, In the meantime, let

who burns with the desire ¢
coml;: to me; bue [ place 2 "gc:»musoczﬁfh{iig?; beg
my hospirality: he must not be more than ﬁft};:n
years old. Let him, for his part, not believe thag
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I am thirty. What difference does it make? Age
does not diminish the intensity of feeling, far from
it. And although my hair has become white as
snow it is not because of old age: it is because
of that which you know. I do not like women!
Nor even hermaphrodites! I must have beings who
resemble me, upon whose brows human nobility
is graved in deeper and more durable characters!
Are you sure that those who wear their hair long
have the same nature as I? I do not believe it an
I shall not abandon my opinion.

A brackish saliva flows from my mouth, [ know
not why. Who wants to suck it up, to rid me of it?
It flows . . . it is flowing still! I know what it is.
T have noticed that whenever I drink from the
throat the blood of those who sleep with me (it is
wrong to suppose me a vampire, since vampire is
what they call dead ones who come from their
graves; but I am alive), the next day I vomit some
of it: that is the explanation of this pestiferous
saliva. What would you have me do if my organs,
enfeebled by vice, reject the functions of nutri-
tion? But reveal my confidences to no one. It is
not for myself that { tell you this; it is for yourself
and others, in order that the prestige of the secret
will retain within the limits of duty and virtue
those who, hypnotized by the electricity of the
unknown, would be tempted to imitate me. Have
the goodness to look at mir mouth (at the moment

I have no time to frame a longer formula of polite-
ness); it strikes you at the first glance by the
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appearance of its structure, withoye ; i
A ut incl
e Yo ompaon i s
] tract the tissues down
eljev,l')iel hr:ductmn In order to make :ged::ol:ﬁit
‘ ; 0ave a cold nature, You are aware that it ;
dmmlf :::lxj*xcallly :F osed to this, B
Y © could see through these seraph;
ltnha: ::lo:mtenance of him who is teadingpm!:' l;? lfes
has Ot passed puberty let him draw near. .Ctush
against you, and fear not thae you will hure me;
our muscles progress.
is uslflm to igsgir the
; ore than one
:o thschsf):: Ic;ftl };:p:;* ;s u: most lcanﬁdcmbliemgc?:
complete junction,
I have alwr?'s felt an mfamous)weakg:ss for the
the college student and the sickly

: g words ar, 3
ch y € not mem-
o e:‘m‘;f e: dream: and I should have too man

I to straighten out if the obligation wer):

Imposed upon me to parade |,
efore yo
:r\::trlx]tso;hat could aﬂ!i‘m by their c{sgx;ﬁi;s :ll::

My sorrowful assertion. Human justice
flagrante delicty,

f its agents, |
ew (not so long ago!) 2 ped who did sen
al.)andan himself suﬁigciently go xs;a;!;szzg : (Ii::?xrl;::

ody into an abando
dy ned well;
no decisive proofs againstme, o chere are

Vhy do you tremble wich f,
! « fear, 1d
now reading me? Do you think [ h);?é ;n?:ﬁ:f fxl:f
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tentions toward you? You are supremely unjust. ..

You are right: beware of me, especially if you
are beautiful. My nates offer everlastingly the
lugubrious spectacle of tumescence; no one can
claim (and how many have drawn near!) that
he has seen them in a state of normal quiescence,
not even the shoe shine boy who attacked me with
a knife during a moment of delirium. Ungrateful
wretch!

I change my clothes twice a week, cleanliness
not being the principal motive of my determina-
tion. If I did not act thus the human race would
disappear at the end of a few days in prolonged
battles. Indeed its members harass me continually
in whatever country I happen to find myself and
come to lick my feet. But what power do my semi-
nal drops possess that they attract to them all that
breathes with olfactory nerves! They come from
the banks of the Amazon, they cross the valleys
watered by the Ganges, they desert the polar moss
to undertake leng voyages to seek me out, and to
ask the imperturbable cities if they have seen me
pass by along their ramparts, I whose holy sperm
embalms the mountains, the lakes, the woods, the
forests, the hills and the vastnesses of seas!

The despair of being unable to find me (I hide
myself secretly in the most inaccessible places in
order to feed their zeal) leads them on to the most
regrettable actions. They range themselves three
hundred thousand to a side and the roaring of
cannon serves as prelude to the batde. All the
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wings rush together simultaueausly, like a single

) that a cunnip
modest cv "y
odes nnn,r;d may employ, to achieve imgén.ds

Vory means which at “firse seem o contain

an insuperable obstacle, My intelligence forever

Silence! A funeral ion i i
) o cfal procession is passing by! In.
cline the biformity of your patellse toxgugs tll?e
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earth and intone a hymn from beyond the tomb.

(If you consider my words as a simple imperative

form, rather than a formal command out of its

proper place, you will be showing wit, and wit
of the best). It is possible that in this manner you
will succeed in rejoicing extremely the soul of the
dead person who is about to take refuge from life
in a grave. The fact is even certain as far as I am
concerned. Notice that I do not say that your
opinion might up to a certain point differ from
mine; but the most important thing is to have just
ideas concerning the basis of morality, to which
end everyone should steep himself in the principle
that insists that all men should do unto others as
perhaps he would have others do unto them.

The priest of religions is the first to lead the way,
holding a white flag in one hand as a sign of peace,
and in the other a golden emblem representing the
private parts of men and women, as if to indicate
that these carnal members are most of the time,
omitting all metaphor, very dangerous weapons in
the hands of those who employ them, when they
manipulate them blindly to various and conflicting
ends, instead of engendering an opportune re-
action against the notoricus passion that causes
most of our ills. To the lower part of his back is
attached (artificially, of course) a horse’s tail with

bushy hairs sweepinfg the dust of the carth. This
means to beware of debasing ourselves through
our conduct to the level of animals. The hearse
knows its way and moves behind the floating

[ 237]



Maldoror

vestment of the chief mourner. The relations
and friends of the deceased, by the manifesta-
tion of their position, seem to have resolved to
bring up the rear of the procession. The latter
advances majestically like a ship cleaving the
open sea and fearless of the phenomenon of
shipwreck; for at that particular moment storms
and reefs conceal themselves by somewhat less
than their understandable absence.

Crickets and toads follow the funeral festival at

a short distance; they too realize that their modest
appearance at anyone’s funeral will be a day
counted to them. They converse together in low
tones in their picturesque language (do not be so
presumptuous — permit me to offer you this dis-
mterested advice — as to believe that you alone
possess the precious faculty of translating your
thoughts) concerning him whom they had seen
more than once running across verdant meadows
and plunging the sweat of his limbs into the bluish
waves of sandy bays.

At first life seemed to smile upon him without
reservation, and crowned him magnificently with
flowers; but since your own intelligence perceives
or rather divines tzat he was cut short in infancy,
I need not, until the appearance of a really neces-
sary retraction, continue the prolegomena of my
rigorous demonstration. Ten years. Number ex-
actly calcnlated, to avoid esror, upon the fingers.
It is little and it is much. In the case preoccupyin
us, however, I shall lean upon your love of trut
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to announce, with me and without
ﬁggﬁgg:xd longer, that it is lictle. And whfzet;
[ summarily reflect upon those shadowy myst;:r;m
by means of which human beings disa pt::u~t ;;out
che earth as easily as a fly ora dragon - fxlursing
iy ope of rnuming | supre m 2Ll
a lively regret tha | Dot e 4 e
i to explain to you what 1
lélv;;rl:x:g sgzzgandcfnpymlf. B}:lt since it is prove !
that by an extraordinary piece of luck 1 havc;.ilt;:d
¢ lost my life since that distant ume when, filled
withceston, bt D e s her
culate mentally that it Wo D e adic
nstruct the complete avowal of my
;;;&eme, when it is <3spe(:xally a mattcr:c ﬁa;b?:
present, of this imposing and unapprod
qlllets‘;:,)[é;zncmuy speakirig, a shlgx:larst;t:ilx{lgociatt;r;
attractive tendency inchines uS 10,  out o
ad the differences (in order aft
iﬁﬁ?&bﬁgi@;ﬁ:m them) which are concealed :ﬂi‘g
in the natures of the most widely differing gc jects
and often objects the least appmpmftzum be gxs
ticipating in this kind of sympathetic dyf uriou
combination, and which, upon my wor otm onok
lend graciously to thestyleof the wntther wh cars
himself to this personal satisfaction the mip;):;lous
and unforgettable appearance of an (Ewll ous
untl eternity. Consequently let us tolloW
current that carries us on.

The kite has wings pmponionately Jonger than
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the buzzard, and a much more facile flight:
furthermore he passes his life in the air, He prac-
tically never rests and each day covers vast dis-
tances; and all this agitation is not in the exercise
of the hunt nor in pursuit of prey nor even recon-
noitering, for he does not hunt; but it seems that
flight is his natural state, his favorite situation. One
cannot help but admire the manner in which he
exccutes it. His long, narrow wings appear to be
motionless; it is the tail that directs all the evolu-
tions, and the tail makes no errors: it is incessantly
active. The bird rises effortlessly; it descends as
if it were gliding down an inclined plane; it seems
rather to swim than to fly; it speeds up its flight,
slows it down, stops, and remains as though sus-
pended or attached to the same spot for whole
hours. It is impossible to detect any movement of
its wings: you may of)cn your eyes like the door
of a furnace, it is useless. Everyone has the good
sense to confess without diﬂimzy (although with
a little bad grace) that he cannot immediately see
the connection, far-fetched as it is, between the
beauty of the kite’s flight and the beauty of the
child’s face, gently raised above the open coffin
like a Water-lgﬂy emerging from the ripples; and
therein precisely consists the unpardonable fault
inherent in the permanent state of lack of repen-
tance in connection with the wilful ignorance in
which one wallows. This relationship of calm
majesty between the two terms of my mocking
comparison is already only too common and
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i 1 that 1
iently com rehenm&gle symbo
:h::lfgcf: a}t’xy moge astonished by vyhatf car:
have as sole excuse that same c%rag;a;xsg;i:ct L
i hich summons uf . .

cgac;: attacked by it a Xeep feeling of ul:uulsé

ggdifference. As if what occurs Qaﬁ)lr shou
arouse any less our feeling of admiration! e
Arrived at the entrance to'the cemetery th
cession comes to 2 stan@snll. Its tnter(\igoq is
gogo no farther, The gta‘edxgdget:lx; eﬁrte“s\&?fh ;%gxtx;%

; s place

e e 5 COﬂ:?i‘ylta{)mn in such cases. A few

i enera es.
cgaa‘rzxac?ettsc;al;g:;lgfuls of ‘earth cover the child’s bedy.

igi Jv-moved
L+ of religions addresses the decply y
Tl:;ggzgst :nd p%mounccs a few wox:gs to bqi,%
the dead child properly, and in the imagmnati
better.
* ;lh: sr:;&ufrﬁg f; n:uch surprised that there should
be so much weeping for so insxgur:lf_j;:;:;fl%t:: ;Z:‘x::t:?;r
sion. (sic) But he fears not to ¢ sufficienty
i himself claims to be an ines
aagp?;l;:h Il;ehe had belim‘gcg death Ifio tt;:; :ohl;x;
v in its naiveté he wou
S)ir‘r:tga;l;)et;ss lc?milmi%ion in order not stor éggiv;i
‘i are sorrow of the numerous FE T
tal:lillfi’xetrig;a ff the deceased. But 2 secretl vgmr::;
comnianded him to offer them 2 f'ew cansquiz_;é
which would not be without their placcd1 ) t e}é
only afforded a glimpse of hope that the deceased

heaven.’
vivors might soon mecet1n -
ml\it;ﬂgosfor: fled at full gallop, apparently nid
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ing his horse toward the cemetery walls. His
horse’s hoofs raised up a false aureole of thick dust
around its master. You cannot know this horse-
man’s name, but I know it. He drew nearer and
nearer. His platinum face began to be distinguish-
able, although its lower part was com letcﬁruin-
veloped in a black cloak which the reader will not
have forgotten and which revealed only his eyes.
In the midst of his sermon the priest of religions
suddenly turned pale, for his ear mccgnize? the
irregular gait of that celebrated white horse, never
abandoned by its master.

“Yes,” he added, “my confidence in this im-
pending meeting is great, for then one will under-
stand better than heretofore what meaning should
be attached to the contemporaneous separation of
soul and body. Whoever believes he is living on
this earth is cradled by an illusion that should be
quickly dispelled.”

The sound of galloping grew louder and louder;
and, as the horseman appeared above the horizon
within the visual field embraced by the cemetery
gate, swift as a whirlwind, the priest resumed
more gravely:

“You appear to think that this child here, forced
by disease to know only the first phases of life and
recently taken into the bosom ofP the grave, is the
indubitable living one; but at least know that that
man yonder, whose ambiguous silhouette you per-
ceive borne upon a sinewy horse, and upon whom
I counsel you to turn your eyes as soon as possible
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he is only a dot and will soon disappear over
iﬁ: lfeih, a)lrthough he has lived greatly, he 1s
the only real dea one.”

w

oved
«Fach night at the hour when sleep has achiev
its h%;hest gegtee of intensity, a large and ?ncxegé
spider slowly projects itshead ourof a hole o?ih !
on the ground at one of the mtemguonsfo
corners of the room. It listens m:tc:.nuvcly .o;' any
sound that may still be moving its mandibles 1r::
the air. Allowing for its quality as nsect, ltb ?il?x;;t
do less, if it has any ambitions to adding xha t
ersonifications to the treasures of htcmgur;:, t an
attribute mandibles to sounds. When 1t | atfbo;:-
assured itself that silence reigns in the nmg(;l or
hood, it brings forth successively from thg1 epths
of its nest, without refuge in rm:c.hv:m:mni e vari
ous parts of its body, and advances :ilow y ri;J d
my bed. Remarkable occurrence. I w ? r -
je)crt sleep and nightmare, feel myself paratyze

foot of my satin bed. It seizes me
‘tlap g:: ﬁig:g with its fz:t and sucks my blliao
\zith its belly. Just like that! Hnyv manykntrs
of purplish liquid, the name of which ya‘x:. o ;
has it not drunk since it commenced ; xsbs;at::;r
maneuver with a persistance worthy of a
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cause! I do not know what I ha i i

should behave toward me jin tﬁsdlc:;i;:;t tlg?(; IIt
Tdve;'tently crush onc of its feet? Did I steal jtg
young? These two hypotheses, subject to caution,

agonizing will, I shall break the spell with Whic%;
you keep my limbs motionless, and I shall crush
yc}u between the bones of my fingers like a bit of
soft stuff. Yet I vagqelg remember having given
zro:h permission to climb upon my breast and up
lo : e hsﬂkm Covering my face; and that consequent-
y ve no right to restrain you. O, who will
¢ nutfélg{e my confused memories? For a reward
il]wo o ﬂe him what is left of my blood: count-
the drop there is enough left at least to
Hha.!f ae:l:;anuet goblet.”
€ speaks and continues to disrobe,
one leg \;gon the mattress, then the other, I;fesl;?;ts
agawst the sapphire floor to raise himself :mcfir
stretches out in a horizontal ition. He has r
solved not to close his eyes tf:tﬂ he may meet h::
fngmy firmly. But does he not make the same reso-
butlon each time, and is it not always destroyed
Hy the inexplicable jmage of his fatal promise?
€ s2ys no more and resigns himself with sorrouw-
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for to him an oath is sacred. He enwraps himself
majestically in the folds of silk, disdains to fasten
the golden tassels of his bed-curtain, and, spreading
out the rippling waves of his long black hair upon
the fringes of his velvet pillow, he feels with his
hand the large wound in his neck, in which the
tarantula has been in the habit of installing itself
as in a second nest, while his face expresses satis-
faction. He hopes that this particular night (hope
with him!) W'El witness the last performance of
the vast suction; for his only wish is that the execu-
tioner shall have done with his life: with death
he will be content.

See that large and ancient spider slowly project-
ing its head %rom a hole located on the ground
at one of the intersections of the corners of the
room. We are no longer telling a story. It listens
attentively for any sound that may be moving
its mandibles in the air. Alas, now we are in the
midst of reality insofar as the tarantula is con-
cerned, and, although one may place an exclama-
tion point at the end of each sentence, this is

erhaps no reason to dispense with them! It assures
itself that silence reigns in the neighborhood and
brings successively torth from the depths of its
nest, without refuge in meditation, the various
Farts of its body and advances slowly toward the

onely man’s bed. For a moment it pauses; but
the instant of hesitation is short, Tt tells itself that
it is not yet time to discontinue the torture, and
that first plausible reasons must be given the con-
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demned man to determine the perperuality of the
torment. It has climbed up beside the sleeper’s ear.
If you do not wish to lose a single word of what
it 1s about to say, eliminate the alien preoccupa-
tions that obstruct the portals of your mind, and
at least be graceful for the interest I show you in
bringing you in contact with a drama cthar seems
to me worthy of real attention on your part; for
who is to prevent me from keeping to myself the
cvents [ am relating?
“Awaken, amorous flame of ancient days, ema-
ciated skeleton! The time has come to stay the
hand of justice. We shall not make you wait
long for the explanation you desire., You are lisren-
INg to us, are you not? Bur do not move your
limbs; roday you are still under our hypnoric spell
and encephalitic atory persists: it is for the last
time. What impression does the face of Elsinor
make upon your imagination? You have forgotten
him! And that Reginald, with his proud gair, have
you engraved his features upon your faithful
brain? See him there hidden in the folds of the
curtain; his mouth is bent over your brow; bur
he dares not address you, for he is more timid than
L T am going to tell you an episode from your
youth and replace your foutsteps on the road to
i
memnry. s & =
Some time previously the spider had opened its

belly and rwo young men had emerged therefrom,
each dressed in a blue robe, each with a flamboyant
sword 1n his hand; and they had taken their places
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at the bedside as if in future to meunt guard over
. sanctnary of sleep.
tht:"gifhis ongr, who ll::as not yet ceased to loc;lk
upon you, for he loved you greatly, wnslotwc
first of us two to whom you gave );10“]- hi
But you made him suffer much hy the rc:;f%”
ness of your charactel_'. .Hc exerted every ort
in order to aveid giving you any causcb or
complaint against him; an _-.mge] wouquh].:lwe ofﬂd
unsuccessful. You aslcc'}i him one day 1 ' e ui ol
like o go swimming with you from thcas_,e:\ }l.;me:
The two of you, like WO SWans, dove _s.lmu .,q“d
ously from a steep rock. Eminent dwc‘[s‘-, y::é .to-
through the aqueous mass, your arms }0"“5 o
gether above your heads. For a few momet ]);[ !
swaimn between two currents. You reappc:;.lrc( ‘.]
great distance, your hair rangled toger crr :}1111:|
streaniing with sale water. But what mﬁsrc? 10;‘ :
then taken place beneath the water that : Ym};
streak of blood appcared among the waves.r_numi
when you reappeared upon the snrf:l.cc', clon 1r0w-
to swim and you made out not to notice r 1icﬂg v
ing weakness of your companion. ‘Hc ra];)i (111);.;1 ol
his strength and you none the less ::or;ﬂlw e v
thrust your powerful armstrokes tows r.n_ o (.“é
horizon. The wounded man nrtered (%nc[.;;a s
tress, and you pretcndf:d to"ne deaf. h 1%9\;'(,;
aroused the echoes thrice with th?. sy ,"1] \”I
vour name, and three times you rcpl?cd' \;.; r; :(;\1 ‘,T
of voluptuous delight. H‘c found lnm.sf. } to T
from the shore to reach ir, amf strae s in
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finished my speech. (Raise your sword, Reginald,
and do not so easily forget revenge. Who knows?
Perchance one day it will come to reproach you.)
Later on you conceived a remorse the existence of
which must have been ephemeral. You resolved to
make amends for your crime by choosing another
friend, to bless and honor him. By this expiatory
method you would efface the stains of the past,
and you would shower upon him who was to be-
come the second victim the sympathy you had not
shown the other. Vain hope: character does not
modify itself from one day to the next, and your
will remained the same.”

“I, Elsinor, saw you for the first time and from
that moment I could not forget you. We looked
at one another for a few minutes and you began
to smile. I lowered my eyes, for I saw in yours
a supernatural flame. I asked myself if, on some
dark night, you had let yourself fall down to
us from the surface of some star; for, I confess,
since today it is no longer necessary to pretend,
you did not resemble the wild boars of humanity.
A halo of glittering rays enveloped the periphery
of your brow. I would have formed intimate rela-
tions with you; my presence dared not approach
the striking novelty of that strange nobility, and
a gripping terror roamed about me. Why did
not listen to those warnings of conscience? Well-

founded presentiments, Noticing my hesitation
you blushed in your turn and held out your hand.
Courageously I placed my hand in yours, and after
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stopped before a birch tree. You told me to fall on
my knees and prepare to die; you granted me
ﬁt’t,ecn minutes to leave this earth. Certain furtive
lances during our long journey, certain gestures
of which I had noticed the irregularity of measure
and movement, instantly presented themselves to
my memory like the open pages of a book. My
suspicions were confirmed. Too weak to struggle
against you, 1 was thrown to the ground as the
aspen is crushed by the hurricane. One of your
knees was upon mV{ breast, the other on the moist
grass, while one of your hands pinioned my two
arms as in a vise, I saw the other draw out a knife
from the sheath hanging from your belt. My re-
sistance was practically non-existent and I closed
my eyes. The bellowing of a herd of bulls made
itself heard some distance away, borne upon the
wind. Itadvanced like a locomotive, spurred on by
the rod of a cowherd and the jaws of a dog. There
was no time to lose, and you understood this; fear-
ing to fail in your intention, for the approach of
unhoped-for succor had redoubled my strength,
and realizing you could pinion only one of my
arms at 2 time, you contented yourself with cuttin
off my right hand with a swift slash of the stee
blade. The fragment, nicely detached, fell to the
ound. You fled, while I was fainting with pain.
| will not relate how the cowherd came to my
assistance, nor how long it took for my wound
to heal. Suffice it to say that this betrayal, which I
had not anticipated, gave birth in me to a desire
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for death. I took part in battles in order to offer
my bosom to a death-blow. I gained glory on the
battlefield; my name became terrible even to the
bravest, for my artificial iron hand spread carnage
and destruction among the enemy ranks. How-
ever, one day when the shells were thunderin,
much more savagely than usual, and the squadrons,
routed out of their bases, whirled like straws
before the cyclone of death, a bold-looking horse-
man advanced before me to dispute with me the
palm of victory. The two armies came to a dead
stop to watch us in silence. We fought for 2 long
time, riddled with wounds, and our helmets were
broken. In a common accord we ceased our fight-
ing to catch our breaths and then to have at each
other again with renewed vigor. Full of admira-
tion each of us raised his visor: “Elsinor!” “Regi-
nald!” . . . such were the simple words that issued
simultaneously from our panting breasts. Reginald,
prey to the despair of an inconsolable sorrow, had
taken up, as I had, the career of arms, and bullets
had spared him. In what circumstances we met
again! But your name was not uttered! He and I
swore eternal friendship; but a friendship vastly
different from the first two in which you had been
the principal actor.

An archangel, descended from Heaven as a
messenger of the Lord, commanded us to change
into one single spider and to come to you every
night to suck at your throat until such time as a
further command from on high should put an end
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have
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itcher in order to moisien his withered p e
gle opens the window-shutters. He leans upo(;x
sill. He contemplates the moon, which pours ({gvn
upon his breast a cone of ecstatic beams 1n W o
ver atoms of ineffable sweetness ﬂp'tt?:
moths. He waits, until the morning gﬂ\% shal
bring, by a change of scene, a mocking
his prostrated heart.
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(LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR)

6

You whose enviable calm can do no more than em-
bellish think not that it is any longer a question of
uttering, in stanzas of fourteen or fifteen lines,
like a fourth-grade pupil, exclamations that will
pass for inopportune and noisy cacklings of a
cochinchina chicken, as grozt:saﬁue as may be im-
agined without trying especially hard; but it is
preferable to prove by facts the propositions one
advances. Would you then claim that because I
had insulted as if makix;g light of them mankind,
the Creator, and myself in my explicable hyper-
boles, my mission were complete? No: the most
important part of my work still remains as a
task to be done.

In future the strings of fiction will activate the
three individuals named above: a less abstract

wer will thus be communicated to them. Vital-
ity will expand magnificently through the flow of
their cirmﬂamwpmms, and you will sce how
you yourself will be astonished to encounter,
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where before you had believed to be dealing with
vague beings belonging to the domain of pure
speculation, on the one hand the bodily organism
with its ramifications of nerves and 1ts mucous
membranes, and on the other the spiritual principle
that ﬂpresides over the psychological functions of
the flesh. These are beings endowed with an ener-
getic life, who, arms crossed and chest expanded,
will stand prosaically (but I am certain that the
effect will be highly poetic) before your face,
placed at onlg' a few paces from you in such a
manner that the solar beams, striking first the roof-
tiles and the chimney-pots, will then come to
reflect visibly from their earthly and material hair.
But there will be no more anathemas, possessing
the specialty of provoking laughter; fictitious
personalities who would have done better to
remain in the author’s brain; or nightmares raised
too high above ordinary existence. Notice that
by this very fact my will be more beautiful.
You will touch with your hands the ascending
branches of the aorta and the suprarenal glands,
and the senses! The first five lays have not been
without their utility; they were the frontispiece
tg my emk, the fo;mdanon cf>f the construction,
e preliminary explanation of my future poetry:
andli owed it to myself before loc)l;in up ﬂPl; 3?1?1’:»-
case and setting out for the domains of imagination
to warn sincere lovers of literature by the rapid
rough outline of a clear and precise generalisation,
of the goal I had resolved to pursue.
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take for the future the analytical section. msl:c :
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I roar with lauggter whg:x I tlt;;?tl;zth:;c:z::ﬁ;ns
me with spreading
Z;:?gg humanity, ofp which T am myself a ment?;
ber (thac fact alo:lxe wou%d gﬁenrg: rae tﬁﬁorﬁy
inst Providence: L s etrac
av?grc?sg,a But, relating what I have secn, !tth will nt%t
be difficult, with no other ambition than the truth,

»

ify them. )
to'%"ffg:)): ; :m about to invent a litle novel of

thirty pages: this measure will remain afterwar
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Our hero perceived that by frequenting cellars
and taking refuge in inaccessible places he was
transgressing the rules of logic and perpetrating 2
vicious circle. For if on the one hand he favored
his repugnance toward mankind by the compensa-
tion of solitude and distance, and passively circam-
scribed his limited horizon amid stunted shrubs,
briars, and creepers, on the other hand his activity
found no further food to nourish the minotaur
of his perverse instincts. Consequently he decided
to involve himself with human agglomerations,
convinced that among so many ready-made vic-
tims his various passions would easily find material
for their satisfaction. He knew the police, that
shield of civilisation, had been looking for him
perseveringly for a number of years and that 2
veritable army of agents and spies were eternally
on his trail. Withour, however, succeeding in
finding him. His destructive skill was such that
he was able to disrupt with the most extreme nice
schemes which from the point of view of their
success in conception were incontestable, and
arrangements resulting from the most learned
scheming. He had a special faculty for taking on
shapes unrecognizable by expert eyes. Superior
disguises, if I speak as an artist! Accoutrements of
an extremely mediocre effect, when I think of
morality, On this point he came close to genius.
Have you ever noticed the slenderness of the
pretty cricket, with his alert movements, in the
Paris gutters? It could only be he: it was Maldoror!
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Mesmerizing the flourishing capitals with a
pernicious fluid, he reduces them to a state of leth-
argy in which they are not able to look out for
themselves as they should: a state the more danger-
ous as it is unsuspected.

Today he is in Madrid; tomorrow he will be in
Saint Petersburg; yesterday he was in Pekin; but
to state exactly the place that the exploits of this
poetic Rocambole are filling with terror at any
given moment would be a labor beyond the pos-
sible strength of my deep ratiocination. This
bandit is perhaps seven hundred leagues away
from this country; perhaps he is a few steps away
from you.

It is not easy to bring about the death of the
entire race of men, and the law is there; but one
may, with patience, exterminate the human ants
one by one.

Indeed, since the day of my birth, when I lived
with the first ancestors of our race who were as
yet inexperienced in the tension of my traps;
since prehistoric times long gone by, when, under
divers subtle metamorphoses, T ravaged, at differ-
ent epochs, the countries of the globe by conquest
and carnage and spread civil war among the citi-
zens, have I not already crushed beneath my hesel,
individual by individual or collectively, entire
generations of which it would not be difficult to
conceive the unmentionable number?

The brilliant past has made brilliant promises to
the future: it will keep them, For the gathering up
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mysterious, if you will look in the direction where
the Rue Colbert runs into the Rue Vivienne you
will see at the corner formed by the crossing of
these two streets a person display his silhouette and
direct his light step toward the boulevards. But if
one approach closer, in such a manner as to avoid
attracting the attendon of this wayfarer, one per-
ceives with pleasant surprise that he is young!
From a distance indeed one would have taken
him for a mature man. The number of days no
longer counts when it is 2 question of ap‘precxating
the intellectual capacity of a serious face, I am
skilled at reading the age from the physiognomical
lines of the brow: he is sixteen years and four
months old!

He is as handsome as the retractibility of the
claws of birds of prey; or again, as the uncertain
of the muscular movements of wounds in the sott
parts of the posterior cervical region; or rather
as the perpetual rat-trap, re-set each time by the
trapped animal, that can catch rodents indefinitely
and works even when hidden beneath straw; and
especially as the fortuitous encounter upon a dis-
secting-table of a sewing-machineand an umbrella!

Mervyn, that son of fair-haired England, has
just taken his lesson from his fencing-master, and,
wrapped in his Scotch tartan, is returning to his
parents’ home, It is half past eight and he hopes
to arrive home by nine o’clock. It is a great pre-
sumption on his part to claim to be certain of
knowing the future. Could not some unforeseen
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obstacle impede his progress? And would that
circumstance occur so infrequently that he should
take it upon himself to consider it an exception?
Should he not rather consider the fact abnormal
that he has had reason hitherto to feel himself de-
void of anxiety and, so to speak, happy? By what
right indeed does he assume that he will reach
home safe and sound, when behind him someone
watches and follows him as a future prey?

(It would indeed be manifesting ignorance of
one's profession as a writer of sensational fiction
not at least to set down first the restrictive inter-
rogations, after which arrives immediately the
sentence that I have just terminated.)

You have recognized the jmaginary hero who
for a long time has been foundering my unhappy
intelligence by the pressure of his individualicy!
Now Maldoror approaches Mervyn, in order to
engrave the youth’s features upon his memory;
now, throwing his body backwards he falls back
upon himself like an Australian boomerang in the
second period of its trajectory, or rather like an
infernal machine. He is undecided as to what he
should do. But his consciousness, as you would
wrongly suppose, feels not even the most embry-
onic symptom of emotion. I saw him turn for an

instant in the opposite direction: was he over-
come by remorse? But he retraced his steps with
renewed obstinacy.
Mervyn does not know why his temporal arter-
ies throb so violently, and he hastens his step,
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obsessed by a fear of which he and you vainly

- b
cause. We must give him credit for
:;e;ic‘:::teion to answering the riddle. Wgy doei
he not turn around? He would understan cvcryns
thing. Does one never think of the sxmpfestw nl:ea s
of putting an end to 3 state of alarm? .:tr: 2
prowler crosses an alley in the slur:ixs h?snshkt
bottle of whire wine in his belly an s ohi
in tatters, if in a corner he spics an oK smhic;‘.;
cat, contemporary of the revolutions in W ich
our fathers took part, contemplating 1n me tﬁe
choy the meanbams PoTCE oty in
slumbering plain, he app s
curved line and signals to 3 DOW= gg1 e
it leaps forward. The noble animal ©
?,ctl’x;i‘ racepawaits her adversary with couragt;cal;i
sells her life dearly. The next day some ;‘:ag;l?d ker
will purchase an electrifiable pelt. Why
pot run away? It would have been so easyme
But in the case now preocqu%ymg us, i wgrg
further complicates the danger by his own ign

ance. He has, as it were, a few hints, excessively

i to demon-
iti which I shall not pause .
T ring them. However, 1€

strate the vagueness cove :
is im ossiblegf‘:)r him to guess the truth. He is no

prophet I will not deny, and he does not recognize
imse faculty of being one.

" ,glx{nris;:iggtg: t;: mta};n street, he tumns right a?d
crosses the Boulevard Poissonicre and the Boule-
vard Bonne-Nouvelle. At this point in bis }og?n(i{
he turns down the Rue du Faubourg-Saint- 2
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leaves behind him the embank
: <ment of th
gu;g railway, and stops before a tall gitgg?
efore having reached the perpendicular su ey
pogx_nou of the Rue Lafayete. per
mnce you advise me to conclude the firs
at this point, I ite willi s tiome, £g wiog
at l);ou xl?desire. am quite w;lhng, this rime, to yield
0 you know that when I think of the iron
concealed beneath the stope by &eth;aﬁgngna

w

ole:: presses the brass button and the gateway
the modern mansion turns on jts hinges. He
crosses the courtyard, .Faved with fine sand, and

c}lri?bs up cight steps. The two statues set to the
nght and left like guardians of the ari
villa, do not obstruct his passage,
prz?d:rggﬁhz}so 321113:1 e;rczyc_hin g — father, mother,
"oV A » 1deals — in order to be ab}
| ’ e to
think of nothing but himself alone, has taken good
care lr;ot to follow in the preceding footsteps. He
:;:am es the boy enter a spacious %'ivingmmigm on
e hrmmd floor with cornelian panelling.
el e son sinks down upon a sofa, emotion pre-
enting him from speaking, His mother, in 2 lon
}t,:'mh.ng gown, hastens up to him and enfolds
im 1n her arms. His brothers, younger than he,
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group themselves around the sofa and its burden.
They are not sufhiciently acquainted with life
to form a clear impression of the scene that is
taking place. Finally the father raises his cane and
turns upon the boys a glance full of authority.
Leaning his hand against the arm of his chair he
leaves Exs usual place, although enfeebled by age,
and advances towards the motionless body of his
first-born, full of disquier. He speaks in a for-
eign language, and everyone listens in respectful
silence:

“Who has reduced the boy to this condition?
The foggy Thames will still wash down a consid-
erable quantity of mud before my strength will
be completely exhausted. The laws of preservation
do not seem to exist in this inhospitable country.
If I knew the culprit he would feel the strength
of my arm. Although I have retired from maritime
engagements, my commodore’s sword, hung on
the wall, is not yet rusted. In any case, it is easy to
sharpen its edge. Mervyn, calm yourself: [ will
give orders to my servants to get on the track
of him who, in the future, I shall seek out and
slay with my own hand. Wife, get up from there
and go and sitin a corner. Your eyes soften me and
you had better seal the canals of your lachrymal
glands. My son, I implore you, return to your
senses and recognize your family, It is your father
who speaks o you. . . . "

The mother withdraws to one side, and, obeying
the orders of her master, takes up a book and
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endeavors to remain calm in the pr
daEger. that menaces the fruit of h%resxzzgfb?f the
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length pants, and his red silk socks, take each other
by the hand and retire from the room, being care-
ful to cross the ebony floor on tip-toe. I am certain
they will not amuse themselves, but will gravel
wander through the plane groves. Their intelli-
gence is precocious. So much the better for them
Useless cares. I cradle you in my arms and you‘
are insensible to my entreaties. Won't you raise
ﬂcur head? T will embrace your knees if I must
ut l&o . . . it falls back inert.” ‘
My sweet master, if you will permit yo
I will go to my room agd brin }; flask %H‘tl::iﬂ\:?tc%;
zzsﬁnce of turpentine of which [ avail myself habit-
y when the migraine invades my brow after
returning from the theatre or when the readin
of a moving story consigned to the British annal%
of the chivalrous history of our ancestors, casts
I;g;s cireamy thoughts into the morass of drowsi-
“Wife, I gave you no permission to
you have no right to takepii. Since o:u‘ ?E;ilfn?;g
union no cloud has come to interpose itself be-
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tween us. I am happy with you, I have never

had any reproach to make you, and vice versa.

to your room and bring a flask of essence of tur-
entine. I know it is there in one of the dresser

drawers, and you have not just appn'sed me of it.

Hurry up the spiral staircase and return to me

with a happy face.”

But the sensitive woman of London has hardly
reached the foot of the stairs (she does not run as
speedily as a person of the lower classes) than
one of her chambermaids descends from the first
floor, her cheeks beaded with sweat, bearin% the
flask, which, perhaps, contains the liquid o life
within its crystal confines. The maiden bows
gracefully as she presents her offering, and the
mother, with her royal air, has advanced towards
the fringes with which the sofa is trimmed, the
sole object that provokes her tenderness. The com-
modore accepts the flask from the hands of his
spouse with a proud but kindly gesture. An Indian
scarf is soaked in the essence and Mervyn’s head
is enfolded in the silk, He breathes in the fumes;
he moves an arm. His circulation accelerates, and
one hears the joyous cries of a Philippine cockatoo

perched in the bay window.

“Who goes there? . . . Do not stop me. . . .
Where am I? . . . Is this a coffin supperting my
weary limbs? The planks feel soft.... Is the locket
containing the picture of my mother still fastened
around my neck? ... Away with you, tangle-
haired evil-doer! He was not able to catch me,
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and I left a fragment of my coat in his hands. Let
the bulldogs off their chains, for tonight a recog-
nizable thief may introduce himself into our house
on burglary bent, while we are plunged in slumber.
My mother and my father, l know you, and I thank
{ou for your care. Call my little brothers. I have
r%l‘x’ght them candy and I wish to embrace them.”
ith these words he falls into a state of pro-
found lethargy. The doctor, summoned in haste,
rubs his hanfsy and exclaims:
“The crisis is passed. All goes well. Tomorrew
me son will awake in good health. Now every-
ody take dyom:selves ofg to your respective beds,
I command it, that I may pass the night alone at
the sick boy’s side until the appearance of the
dawn and the song of the nightingale.”
Maldoror, hidden behind the deor, has not lost
a word of all this. Now he is acquainted with the
character of the tenants of the mansion, and will
act accordingly. He knows where Mervyn lives
and desires to know no more, He has written down
the name of the street and the number of the build-
ing in a memorandum-book. That is the important
thing. He is certain not to forget it. He proceeds
like a hyena without being seen, keeping to the
sides of the courtyard. He climbs the gate with
agility, tangling for an instant with the iron spikes;
with one bound he is on the sidewalk. He takes
himself off stealthily.
“He took me for 2 malefactor,” he exclaims.
“He is an idiot. I wanted to find a man exempt
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§rom the very accusation that the sick youth made
against me. 1 did not tear off a fra%:n

coat as he said. Simple hyppagog:di awas nation
caused by fear. My intention today Rt £
kidnap him; for 1 have od’i’er ulterior proj

view for that timid youth.

ent of lns
flucination

i I shall
where the swan-lake is. And 1
tel?;o[\;ol‘:t:: why one swan there among them 1s

i vil
completely black, with a body bearing an an

Surm ' f a crab,
ted by the putrefying carcase '
and ?i‘gll\tly igrspiring mistruse in the rest of its

aquatic comrades.

w

a;yn < in his room. He has received a mis-
siv?c ho li?:rritir:g him a 1cttt§r? His c:gm':le_;r;
- ented him from thanking the postman.
g::;;?gpe has black edges and the words are t::cgg
in hasty writing. Will he take this letterl s
father? And supposing the wrier qxprgssd};w -
bids i Full of anxiety, he opens his win

ir: the sunbeams re:fiqct
breathe the Pcrfume air;

their prismatic radiations from the Venetan mir

i the letter
the damask curtains. He throws d
;:S: :;cxlwneg the gald-embassed books and mother

of—»pearl albums scattered over the tooled leather @

his desk. He opens his piano and runs his slender

fingers over the ivory keys: the brazen strings do

not respond. This oblique warning inspires him to
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take up again the piec
e of vel} .
}I;;tfr recedes as ifp it had bet::r:u:)1 ean%ceré ll))ut t}:e
Cauta}::lo.n of _the person for whom it was dcsgnftde
ca gh t in this snare, Mervyn’s curiosity increases
and mco xI«:)}Jtmshth;: scrap of prepared rag, U?fgls
ont .
handwriting* © has never seen any bur his own
“Young man, I am in i
X terested in X i
to make you happy. I will take {ng ‘}zrla(iis;f

Panion and we sh
tions through r;h: ;iisundemkg N peregrina-

know me You wil
:::: {igjcl:?t of the confidence you 2:?: ;}};(Ll;‘;v ::11
yo;;r il preserve you from the perils that pursue
Joo n iperience. [ shall be a brother to you, and
vice will not be wanting. For more details

the day after tomorrow be on the Carrouse]

} g
am h p g o v 5.

bun
undant tears fa]] upon the curioys hrases

which his eyes have devoured and whic

before him imi
C the limitless field
horizons. It seems ¢o of new and uncertain

him (this is only since the
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reading he has just finished) that his father is racher
strict and his mother a little too majestic. He has
reasons which have not come to my knowledge
and which in consequence I cannot relay to you
for insinuating that his brothers do not please him
either. He conceals that letter in this bosom.

His teachers notice that on this particular day
he does not seem to be himself; his eyes become
definitely gloomy and the veil of excessive medita-
tion descends over the peri-orbital region. Each
professor blushes for fear of not finding himself
on the intellectual level of his pupil, and yet the
latter for the first time neglects his duties and does
no work.

That evening the family gathers in the dining-
room, decorated with ancient portraits. Mervyn
admires the dishes filled with succulent viands and
perfumed fruits, but he eats nothing. Polychrome
streams of Rhine wines and the sparkling 1ewels
of champagne are poured out into tall, slender
goblets of Bohemian glass, and even the sight of
them leaves him indifferent. He leans his elbow
upon the table and remains absorbed in his
thoughts like a somnambulist. The commodore,
his face tanned by the seawinds, whispers into his
wife's ear:

“Our eldest has changed since the day of his
seizure, He was already %ull of absurd ideas; now
he day-dreams more than usual. I was not like
that at his age. Pretend to notice nothing. An
efficacious remedy, material or moral, would do
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Q0
S trave) ot Mervy, histony | resding
ural history: i
E)is:cc;d,; t);ou a :;rory that wil notr);islylzf;‘;cgg;nug
] atentvely; every one of ye I rofit by
:It, myself among the ﬁrsi. Chi Idfclri? l::ril ptrl(l)itubﬁ
t]::; zét;;ntlunfyou \Vl‘“ Pay to my words, to pcrfcgct
the d gn ol your style and to rake count of the
ast Intentions of an auther.”

As if that nest of adorable youngsters could u
derstand the meaning of rheroric! He speaks :mg—
:}:: g:tsg;lrelog hii i}ar;d, one of the brutlfcr; E;c,)es tc;
‘ aternal bookshelf and rergmg with a voly
:;?Vcil;‘glrse;}fm. tﬂeanwh:!c the tablecioth and trlrll:::
S Aavc cen rcmoyed and the facher takes

ok. Ag rhp clectnfymg word ‘travels’ Mer-
vyn has: raised his head an endeavors to te i
his ill-timed meditations. The hook is o cnn«ljnate
ward the middle and the metallic voice ulPth]::ec o
mod_orc Proves that he is still capahle, as in Otrflllh
Florlous days of his youth, of c.:)mrns:ndin thc
ury of men and storms, \Wej] before the egd ?
the reading Mervyn’s head has dropped apain fo
1e finds it Impossible 1o follow the reascmc%‘ dc‘v C;I'
apment of contrived phrases and the sa onifi .
tlon of compulsory metaphors any lon for. The
father exclaims: Y onger. The
“This doc,f; not interest him. You read, wife
Read something else. You will be luckier than I in
dlspellmg the chagrin from our son’s days.” o
The mother has no hope, yet she has t.'akcn
another book and the tones of her sop}ano voil::[f:
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resound melodiously in the ears of the product of
her conception. But after a few words she is dis-
couraged and herself discontinues the nterpreta-
tion of the brerary work. The first-born exclaims:
“{ am going to bed.” He leaves the room with eyes
lowered in a cold stare, saying no more. The dog
uteers 2 long howl, for he finds this behavior unnat-
ural; and the wind outside, blowing intermittently
m the vertical chink of the window, makes the
flame within the two pink crystal globes of the
bronze lamp flicker. The mother rests her brow
upon her two hands and the father raises his eyes
heavenwards. T'he children regard the old salor
with terrified glances. Mervyn double-locks his
door, and his hand races across the paper:

"I received your letter at noon, and you will ex-
cuse me if [ have made you wait for a reply. I have
not the honor to know you personally and 1 do not
know if I should be writing to you. But as impo-
liteness does not dwell in cur home, 1 have resolved
to take up my pen and to thank you warmly for the
interest you are taking in a stranger. God preserve
me from failing to show gratitude for the synipa-
thy with which you overwhelm me. 1 know my
nnperfections and am not proud of them. But if 1t
is suitable ro accept the friendship of an older per-
son, it is also correct to make him understand that
our characters are dissimilar. Indeed, you appear
ro be older than I, since you call me ‘young man,’
and yet I have doubts concerning your real age.

For how may one reconcile the coldness of your
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syllogisms with the passion they contain? It is cer-
tain that I shall never abandon the place where 1
first saw the light to accompany you to distant
countries. This would only be possible on the con-
dition that I first asked of the authors of my being
an impatiently-awaited permission, But as you
have enjoined me to keep this spiritually cloud
affair secret (in the cubic sense of the word), I sh
take pains to obey your incontestable wisdom.
From what appears, it would not pleasurably con-
front the daylight. Since you appear to desire that
I have confidence in your own self (desire not ill-
laced, I am pleased to confess), have the goodness,
pray you, to manifest an analogous confidence in
me, and not appear to believeognat I should be so
far removed from your suggestion as that tomor-
row morning, at the indicated hour, I should not be
exactly on time at the meeting-place. I shall climb
the wall of the park, for the gate will be closed, and
no one will witness my departure. To speak frank-
ly, what would I not do for you, for whom an in-
explicable attachment has suddenly revealed itself
before my dazzled eyes, astonished above all at
such a proof of goodness, that I assured myself was
totally unexpected. Since I did not know you.
Now I do know you. Do not forget the promise
you made me to be walking on the Carrousel
Bridge. If I am there myself I feel a certainty with-
out parallel that I shall meet you there and touch
your hand, provided that this innocent gesture on
the part of a youth who, even yesterday, knelt at
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Itar of modesty, will not offend you 'by its re-
;?)thfmmr familiarc?g. For is not familiarity to be
confessed in the case of a stron% and warm inu-
macy, when ruin is a matter of solemn conviction?
And what harm would there be affer all, ['ask
you, if I were to pass by and say Farewell’ to
you when, the day after tomorrow, :whcther it
rain or not, five o’clock strikes? You will appreci-
ate yourself, sir, the tact with which I have con-
ceived my letrer; for 1 do not allow my;elf. upon
a wayward shect of paper that may lose its way, ;o
say anything further to you. Your address at the
bottom of the page is a riddle. It took me 'almasﬁ
fifteen minutes to decipher it. I think you dld we
to trace out the words thus mgcroacopmaily. 1 1g:t—
tach no signature, in this imitating you: we are vé
ing in too strange a time to be in the jeast surpn;c
at whatever may happen. 1 should be interested to
know how you discovered the place where my
frozen immobility dwells, surrounded by a long
procession of deserted apartments, unclean char-
nel-houses of my hours of tedium. How shall 1 m)(;
¢his? When I think of you my breast heaves afn
rumbles like the collapse of a decadent empire; cln'
the shadow of your love indicates a smile, which,
rhaps, does not exist: it is so vague and moves its
scales so tortuously! Ileave my impetuous feelings,
new tablets of marble still unsullied by mortal con-
tact, in your hands. Let us have patience until ht?le
first blush of the morning twill ht, and, w lef
awaiting the moment when 1 shall throw myse
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into the hideous embrace of your pestif

I bow humblx at your kngc, which I clasp,”

Pect to find his guardian angel th
b T si's il will only three g
. u; as! the beam will be burneg just the same;
and a cyhnc_iro-conif:al bullet will pierce the ::nh; :
nagergs s skin. despite the daughter of the snow
and the beggar! It is that the ¢rowned fool h

uttered the truth concerning the fidelity of thaes

/o4

vestibules, how man i
X Yy services you h -
gvel:':s r;lne by your reflective powcr!ySi‘:acea:’}fe iieaI;r
‘ angora cat gnawed for an h
g;meml bump, like a trepanning that c;)ucrrf:)tmTe)g
bc?:a (1:12?[“1:;]& gpg;ngx;:g suddenly upon my back
otied her kittens 1n a tub -
:;‘:)hol, I hgve not ceased to hugl th: arro{v o? f::i—
Ofe?htz aganst myself. Today, under the impression
o wounds my body has received in various
O;rg;n:}s}t:?ces, ?t 1er by the fatality of my birth
act of my own faulr; overwh
Ehe consequences of my moryl disin?;n:adtil;y
dgaom; of them have been fulfilled; who mag rt:rj
ICt the others?); impassive spectator of acc{uued
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or natural monstrosities which embellish the apo-
neurosis and the intellect of him who speaks; I cast
a long look of satisfaction upon the duality that is
myself . . . and I find myself beautiful! Beautiful
as the defect in the congenital conformation of
man’s sexual organs, consisting in the relative
brevity of the urethral canal and the division or
absence of its lower part, in such manner that
this canal opens at a variable distance from the
gland and beneath the penis; or again, as the
eshy wartle, conical in shape, furrowed by
1ather deep transverse wrinkles, which appears at
the base of the turkey’s upper beak; or rather, as
the following truth: “The system of scales, of
keys, and their harmonic relationship is not based
upor invariable natural laws, but on the contrary
is the consequence of aesthetic princirles which
have varied with the progressive development of
mankind, and which will vary again;” and above
all, as an armored and turreted frigate!
Yes, I maintain the exactitude of my assertion.
I have no presumptuous illusion, I will boast, and
would find no profit in lies: thus you should have
no hesitation in believing what I have said. For
why should I inspire horror in myself before the
eulogious testimonials which arise from my con-
science? I envy the Creator nothing; but let him
leave me to sail down the river of my destin¥,
through the glowing series of glorious crimes. If
not, raising a glance irritated by all obstacles up to
the height of his brow, I shall make him under-
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stand that he is not the sole master of the universe;
t many phenomena arising directly from 2
much deeper understanding of the nature of thin
osesin favor of 3 contrary opinion, and o sgss
a formal challenge to the valid?ty of the mgpo of
power. It is that there are two of us to comernq;ate
each other’s eyelashes, yousee. .. and you k%ow
that more than once the clarion of victory has
sounded from my lipless mouth, F arewell il?uswi—
ous warrior; your courage in misfortune i ires
the c;t:gm of your deadhest enemy; but Maldoror
ou 500 i i
th;%my i;u » ﬁc:‘z;hns‘pme with you the fate of
. hus the prophecy of the cockere] will
Eed, when he glimpsed the future ar the bo?t::rrﬂf
51 candlestick. May ir please Heaven that the crab
v;rl rejoin the caravan of pilgrims and apprise
them in a few words of the narrative of the rag-
picker of Clignancourt! e

L 4

. Onabench at the Palais-Royal. o

side and not far from the body gf \;ra?eit‘haenl eut;t'llx];?!f
ual coming from the Rue de Rivoli has taken 3
seat. His hair is in disorder, and his garments reveal
the corrosive action of prolonged destitution He
has dug a holein the Eround with a piece of pointed
wood and filled the hollow of his hand with earth

This food he has carried to his mouth and spits it
out hurriedly. He gets up, and, placing his head on
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the bench, throws his legs into the air. Bur as this
rope-dancer’s attitude is contrary to the laws of
weight which control the center of gravity, he falls
heavily back U})on the bench, his arms hanging, his
cap hiding half his face, and his feet stamping the
Fmvcl in an unstable state of equilibrium less and

ess reassuring. He remains a long time in this posi-
ton.

Over by the northern entrance, beside the
round-house containing a cafe, our hero is leaning
his arm upon a gate. His eye sweeps the surface of
the rectangle in such a manner as to let no perspec-
tive escape. His eyes return upon themselves after
finishing this investigation and he perceives in the
middle of the garden a man executing reeling gym-
nastics on a bench upon which he is struggling
to maintain himself, accomplishing miracles of
strength and skill. But of what avail the best inten-
tion brought into the service of a just cause against
the disorc?ers of mental alienation? He approaches
the idiot, assists him kindly to replace his dignity
in a normal position, offers his hand, and sits down
beside him. He observes that the mania is intermit-
tent; the paroxysm has passed; his interlocutor re-
plies logically to all his questions. Is it necessary to
report the meaning of his words? Why re-open, at
whatever page, with blasphemous eagerness, the
folio of human misery? Nothing is of such fertile
instruction, Even though I should have no true
occurrence to report to you I would invent imag-
inary stories to pour into your brain, But the sick
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man _did not become so for hjs own pl
{hc sincenity of his remarks alljes itsij':i‘cs)ur:;‘faera::(3
t:o‘r‘l A;vxt? t;:c credulity of the reader, P

Y tather was a carpenter on the
Verrerie. . . May the de?:; of the three %';laergd\:cll'f
;tes.fall upon his head and the canary’s beak ever-
astingly gnaw the axis of his ocular bulb! He had
contracted the habit of getting drunk; during the

come almost immeasurable, and h
e almost i s e would strik
o'u:1 mglscmmmatc!y at any object that came ir:
;legr;}' ! rt!x; sdcmn, m}der the protests of his friends
ed completely, and sank ; iturn
frame of mind. No one éou]d e him, aon
come near hi
:g:i?xs?tlg r{xéxthcxf'.dHe nursed a secret r;sc;muh:::
I ¢1dea of duty, whic i
baving o geac waq.’ which prevented him from
“I had bought a cana i
. ry for my thre 3 1
’VIV;S formy three sisters that [ had)l;oughet :ﬁ?’ .,
andci:: a};::i rs;fll)aced 1t!;n a cage above the dmma%
passers-by would stop every time to |
ithekb:]u'd s songs, admire its f ugitirga grace:nfis ts:gdto
!:sd owing ways., More than once my father ha%l'
ordered us to remove the cage and its contents, for

vocal talent. He unhooked the cq from its nai
and fell from the chair, blind wit}% iaé:.m A1 tsslin?::
g‘rfaze on the knee Wwas the trophy of his cntcrpngsc

ter having remained for 3 few seconds to press-
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the swollen part with a woodchip, he pulled down
the leg of his trousers and, frowning horribly, took
better precautions, placed the cage under his arm,
and retired to the back of his workshop. There,
despite the outcries and pleas of his family (we
thought very highly of that bird, which was to us
like the genius of the household), he crushed with
his iron-shod feet the willow cage, keeping us at a
distance with a jack-plane which he brandished
over his head. By chance the canary did not die im-
mediately; that bundle of feathers was still alive,
despite the stains of blood. The carpenter took
himself off and slammed the door noisily.

“My mother and I made every effort to restore
the bird’s life, which was ready to take flight. Its
end was approaching, and the beau'nF of its wings
was visible now only as the mirror of the supreme
death agony. During this time, the three Margue-
rites, when they realized that all hope was lost, took
each other by the hand with a common consent and
the living chain went to crouch in a corner under
the stairs near our dog’s kennel, having first moved
aside a barrel of grease. My mother did not aban-
don her task and held the canary between her fin-

ers to warm it with her breath. As for me, [ went
running wildly through the house, knocking
against the furniture and tools. From time to time
one of my sisters would show her head from be-
neath the stairs to inform herself concerning the
fate of the unhappy bird, then withdraw it again
sadly. The dog had emerged from her kennel, and,
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as if she had understood the extent of our loss, she
licked with the tongue of sterile consolation the
three Marguerite's dresses. The canary had no
more than a few seconds to live.
“One of my sisters in her turn (it was the young-
est) placed her head in the penumbra formed by
the rarefaction of the light. She saw my mother
turn pale, and the bird, atter having raised its head,
for the merest instant, with the last manifesta-
tion of its nervous system, collapsed between her
fingers, still forever. She announced the news to
her sisters. They made no sound of mourning, Si-
lence reigned in the workshop. Only the cracking
sound of the fragments of the cage, which, by vir-
tue of the elasticity of the wood, partially restored
themselves to their original shape, were heard. The
three Marguerites shed no tear and their faces lost
none of their freshness. No . . . they simply re-
mained expressionless. They crawled into the ken-
nel and stretched out side by side on the straw,
while the dog, passive witness of their maneuver,
watched them in astonishment. My mother called
them several times; but they gave back no sound of
reply. Worn out by their emotions, they were
probably sleeping! She rummaged in all the cor-
ners of the house without finding them. She fol-
lowed the dog, which was pulling at her dress, to-
ward the kennel. The woman knelt down and
peered through the opening. The spectacle that
met her eyes, apart from the exaggerations of
maternal fear, could have been nothing but heart-
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:ng according to my calculations. T lit a
E;neid%?agr’xd gave it t% her; ix? that manner no detail
escaped her. She withdrew her head, covered with
straw, from the premature grave, and said to me:
“The three Marguerites are dead.

“Since we could not remove them from that
place, for, remember this well, they were closely
interlocked in each other’s arms, I went to get 2
hammer from the workshop to break up the canine
home. I at once began the wo;k of demglmor_x, and
passers-b might figure with little exercise of imag-
Ynation that there was no unemployment 1n our
home. My mother, impatient at these deizys, which
nevertheless were unavoidable, split her ngernails
against the planks. At Jast the operation of negative
deliverance was terminated; the burst kennel fell
apart on all sides; and we lifted out from the
wreckage, one after another after having separated
them with difficulty, the carpenters daulghmrs.

My mother left that azft of the I:mntr){,amn;x;;r
saw my father again. As for me, they say ° \
and 1 geg for pugballixé cl’l,arity. AllT know is that the

nary sings no more. ‘

ca,Ighr}; list%fwr inwardly approved this new exam-
ple brought up to support his disgusting theon.ets‘;
As if, because of one man once overcome wit

wine, one had the right to condemn hl_lmamt&r n
its entirety. Such is at least the Para_doxxcal reflec-
rion he seeks to introduce into his mind; l?ut it can-
not drive out the important lessons of serious expe-
rience. He comforts the idiot with feigned compas-
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sion and wipes away his tears with his own hand-
kerchief. He takes him to a restaurant and the
eat at the same table. They go to a fashionable
tailor and the protegé is clothed like a prince. They
go to a great mansion on the Rue Saint-Honoré
and knock upon the gate-keeper’s door; the idiot
is installed in a rich apartment on the third floor.
The bandit forces him to accept his purse, and,
taking the chamber-pot from beneath the bed he
places it upon Aihone’s head:

“I crown you king of intelligence,” he exclaims
with premeditated emphasis. “At your least com-
mand I shall come. Help yourself freely to my
wealth, Body and soul I am yours. At mght you
will replace the alabaster crown in its regular place,
with permission to make use of it, But during the
day, trom the moment when the dawn illumines
the cities, replace it on your head as the symbol of
your power. The three Marguerites will live again
in me, not to mention your mother.”

The idiot thereupon falls back several paces as
if he were the prey of an insulting nightmare. Lines
of hafpiness appear on his face, wrinkled by
trouble. Full of humility, he kneels at the feet of
his protector. Gratitude has entered, like a poison,
into the heart of the crowned idiot! He wants to
speak but his tongue is silent. He bends forward
and collapses on the floor. The man with the lips of
bronze departs.

What was his intention? To acquire a fast friend,
innocent enough to obey the least of his com-
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uld not have found a better, and good
mdsf.};l:;g him. He whom he had fmmgo ly-
:no on the bench no longer knows, since a;sﬁertmn
oceurrence in his youth, how o dlstmguha ;
from evil. It is Aghone himself he must have.

W

mnipotent had sent down one of his arch-
an;?: too thepearth in order to rescue tht:.l youtl'ax
from certain death. He will be forced to wcenf
himself! But we have not yet reached thz::l parto
our story, and I find myself obliged to close me)f
mouth,rgecausc 1 cannot say everything atth omi :
every effect will appear in its place, when teh grc;m
of this piece of fiction 1 not inconvemen

byin order not to be recognized the archangel ha(:
taken on the form of a hgmut»cmh ‘lar%e a§d-
vicuna. He stood upon the tip of a reefint e'zlm -
dle of the sea, and was awaiting a favorable t ';‘h o
order to operate his descent upon the sgxo‘;c, The
man with the lips of jasper, hidden behin c? o
in the beach, was watching the animal, a :11 in
his hand. Who could have wished to r:iaid c
thoughts of these two beings? The first du n:o
conceal the fact that he had a difficult mission
ac??nl:lh;l:;w shall I succeed,” he cried, while the
swelling waves beat against his temporary refuge,
“there where my master has more than once seen
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his strength and his courage fail? I am but a limited
substance, while the other, no one knows whence
he came and what is his ultimare goal. Ac his name
the celestial armies trembe. And more than one
account in the regions I have left insists that Satan
himself, Satan the carnarion of evil, Is not as ter-
rible.”

The second was reflecting as follows; and his re-
flections found an echo in the very welkin they
polluted:

“He looks inexperienced. I'l setrle his hash
promptly. Doubtless he comes from on high, sent
by him who fears s6 mucl to come himself! We
shall see, when we get down to cases, if he is as i
perious as he looks; this is no inhabitaat of the ter-
restrial apricor; he betrays his seraphic origin by his
bncereain and wavering eyes.”

The hermit-crab which for some time had been
watching a limited section of rhe coast, spied our
hero (and then the latier drew himself up to the
fuil height of his Herculean figure), and apostro-
phised him in the following terims;

Do not attempr to show fight. Surrender, | am
senr by One who is superior to both of us with
instructions to load you with chains and place the
two accomplices of your theught outside the pos-
sibility of further activity. Believe ne, in future
you must be forbidden to cluteh knives and dag-

gers m your fists, as much in your own interest as
that of others. Dead or alive, I shall take you; I have
been commanded to rake you alive. Do not force
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me to make use of the power that has been lent to
me, I will act with delicacy; for your part, do 1}0}:
offer any resistance. Thus Ihshall i(dn:\:;;evf?rt“
eagerness z:;]crie;(::{l,t ;:2; you have m
Ste\%hc::‘:a;ur hlzro had listened to this harandg}%:,
full of a spice so profound!y comic, he hf;dd flca:
culty in preserving the gravity of his b_r‘ogﬁt; fex
tures. But, finally, no one \_vlli be surprised 1 .a
that he ended by bursting into laughter. th [\;as too
much for him! He meant no harm by ! '~elccr(;
tainly did not wish to bring down uponﬁhls u":;;l
the hermit-crab’s rcprqachcs! What ¢ forts d‘?
made to repress his hilanty! How nuany t}llmes t;;:
he press his lips mger_her In order not to avie ¢
appearance otPoﬂ'cndlpg his asromshed‘ u‘u.f:r olcg
tor! Unfortunately his character participatec 1rT|
the nature of mankind and he .laughcd like a sillccp.
At last he stopped! It was rime! He had a mo}t:t
choked himself! 'l"hcfwmd bore this reply to the
the reef: _
an‘:‘lf’?;l%’:r]x ircl)ur master no lunger sends me snails
and shrimﬁs o cundulct his business, an(lIWIH C‘on-
descend o parley with me personally, [ am 1_5t1rc
we shall ind some way to an undcrsranchng._sifl?:c
I am inferior to him who Sent you, as you so justly
said. Until such a time, any idea of reconciliation
seems to me to be premature, and apt o p'm(gxce
only a chimerical resule. I am far from rmsun eré
standing the sense of each of your sylables; an
since we could wear out our voices uselessly in
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making them travel three kilometers, it seems o

me that you would be acting wisely if you were

SW1m to terra firma. We shall d;

ably the conditions of a surrfxﬁlce‘:'sswtg?;l: : o:;::

ever legitimate it may be, is none the less finall

fo{'r 1;)16, a c}:sagrecable prospect.” 4

-+ nearchangel, who had not expected such

will, poked out hi h oo

cmvé%}a?d i és head from the depths of the
“ doror, has the time finally arrj

your abominable instincts will seeytﬁn::t?ngg:
olf the torch of unjustifiable pride that conducts
them to everlasting damnation! It shall be I the
who shall be the first to bear the news of this ;’:misgz
wirilnhy change to the phalanxes of cherubim, who
{,V l;ce happy to welcome back one of their own.
th:u now yourself and you have not forgotten

: {2 ime once was when you occupied the first
piace among us. Your name flew from mouth to
mouth. Now you are the subject of our soli
c;mversgnons. Come . . . come and make a lastin
lace with your old master; he will receive yotgl
ike a lost son, and ignore the enormous amount of
guilt you h’ave Piled up on your heart like 2 moun-
tax;x-I of elkls( homds built up by the Indians.”

€ spoke, and withdrew his entire b

the depths of the cave. He showed him:e‘ig g(::
ant, upon the top of the reef, resembling 2. riest
of religions when he has the certitude o briggin
home a lost sheep, He was about to leap into thg

[ 290 ]

Lautréamont

water and swim to the forgiven one. But the man

with the lips of sapphire has long calculated in ad-

vance an underhand trick. He flings his club vio-

lently; after many ricochets over the waves it

strikes the head of the archangel benefactor. The
crab, mortally wounded, falls into the water. The
tide bears the floating remnant to the shore. He
was waiting for the tide to assist him; very well,
the dde came; it cradled him with its song and gen-
tly deposited him on the beach: is not the hermit-
crab happy? What more does it want? And Mal-
doror, hovering over the strand, received into his
arms two friends, inseparably united by the
chances of war: the carcase of th hermit-crab and
the homicidal club!

“I have not yet lost my skill!” he exclaims. “All
it needs is exercise. My arm preserves its strength
and my eye its nicety!”

He regards the lifeless animal. He fears that he
may be called to account for the spilt blood. Where
wiK he hide the archangel? And at the same time
he asks himself whether the death had been instan-
taneous. He has placed upon his back an anvil and
a corpse, He malges his way toward a vast body of
water, all of whose banks are covered and as if

walled in by an inextricable tangle of great rushes.
He wanted at first to take a hammer, but that is too
light a tool, while with the heavier object, if the
corpse gave a sign of life, he could place it on the
ground and reduce it to dust with blows of the
anvil, It is not strength, certainly, that his arm is
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hidin place for him a5 any: b

- . ; mea =
morphosis and without aba}xrldoging h?ss l:?tfr:iel:,et;e
Ir;?g‘%{;::ntrzdgh ;I;: otl;,er birds.hNoticc the hand of

ovider » Where one had been ¢ d
believe it absent and profi irache T o
ent, t by th
;bout to descnb‘c to yolPl). Black)a:stthi 2::::':’ :“L_ iy
I €swam three times among the group of dazzh':g-'
y wf:xtc wcb-fecg. Three times he Ee t that dg,
nmi'ttxg; color, which made him resemble 5 piece of
coal. God, in his d;usqce, would not permit that his
eceive even g fl
ll;ti:::mnzd in tg_e (liake, but the ;h;;itmifn?xgr:
and no bird would draw pear his

m%c to keep him com any. So he i};ﬁi‘g
umse a;g :ecilstant bay at the end of the body of
moné 2lone mong the fowl of the air as he was

And thus it is that he pre] )
occurrence in the Place g:;ggre:e!the unbelicvable

w

The corsair with the gold 1 i
; golden hair has
Agﬁrvyn s reply. He follows in those singulraice:uv:g
the traces of intellectual troubles in the w}zif
abandoned as heis to the feeble strength of his 0\32
lmthlanve. The youth would have done far better
to have consulted his parents before replying to
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the friendship of the unknown. No benefit will re-
sult for him in mixing himself up, as principal
actor, in this equivocaFintrigue. But after all, he
wished it.

At the time arranged Mervyn went from the
door of his home straight before him, following the
Boulevard Sebastopol to the fountain of Saint-
Michel. He takes the Quai des Grands Augustins
and crosses the Quai Conti; as he passes over the
Quai Malaquais, he sees on the Quai du Louvre,

arallel with his own direction, an individual walk-
ing along with a sack under his arm, who seems to
be watcﬁing him attentively. The morning mists
have melted away. The two wayfarers reach op-
site sides of the Carrousel Bridge at the same
time. Although they have never set eyes on each
other, they know each other!

Indeed, it was rouching to see those two beings,
separated by age, bring their souls close to-
gether by the depths of their feelings! Ar least,
such would have been the opinion of those who
might have paused before this spectacle, that more
than one, even with a mathernarical mind, would
have found moving. Mervyn, tears running down
his face, reflected that he was about to encounter
at the portals of life, so to speak, a precious support
against future adversities. Be assured that the other
said nothing.

This is what he did: he unfolded the sack he was
carrying, opened it, and, seizing the youth by the
head, thrust his entire body into the envelope of
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cloth. He tied up the opening with his handker-
chief. As Mervyn was uttering loud cries, he raised
the sack like a bundle of linen and struck the para-
pet of the bridge with it several times. Then the
victim, becoming aware of the crackintﬁ of his
bones, was silent. Unique scene, that no other nov-
elist will ever rediscover!

A butcher passed by, sitting upon the meat in his
cart. An individual ran up to him, stopped him, and
said: “Here is a dog in tﬁu sack; it has the mange.
Slaughter it as soon as possible.” The man spoken
to was agreeable. The questioner, as he mage off,
noticed a young girl in rags who held out her hand
to him. To what degree will audacity and impiety
rise? He gives her alms!

Tell me, if you wish that I should introduce you,
several hours later, into the door of a remote
slaughter-house. The butcher has returned and
says to his comrades, throwing a burden on the
ground: “Hurry up and let’s kill this mangy dog.”
There are four of them, and each seizes the usual
hammer. And yet they hesitate because the sack
moves violently.

“What emotion takes hold of me?”’ exclaims one
of them, slowly lowering his arm.

“This dog utters cries of sorrow like a child,”
says another. “You would say he knows the fate
awaiting him.”

“It’s their habit,” replies a third, “even when
they are not sick, as is the case here, it is enough
that their master stay away a few days from home
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for them to start howling in 2 manner which, to

is hard to bear!”
® “‘:Eul:;}l)?a;:'ol;' " eries a fourth, before all the arms

1 chm to strike the sack firmly
gfs x:d“s‘gu r’h lytell you. Thereisa fact here that
escapes us. Who told you that this cloth enfolds a

ish to make sure.”
dogi I(Xsl;lilte the laughter of his comrades, he t\;‘n-
ties the package and draws forth one after gmod ;:r
the limbs of Mervyn! He was practically stified by
the discomfort of his postuon. He fainted upon
seeing the light again. A few minutes later he gave
indubitable signs of life. His savior said: e
“Next time, learn to be careful even In tgr -
trade. You almost witnessed for yjourwelves laat it
is useless to practise non-observation of that w.d
The butchers fled. Mervyn, his heart wrung and
full of gloomy presentiments, returned home an
i in his room.
locllézdl ﬁdclft;n insist upon this stanza? Ah, who
would not deplore the consummated evgn;s? Le;
us wait until the end before bringing a ju gmegc
even more severe. 1 he denouement I3 about tf'Oh
preﬂipitated; and, in this kind of story, in whic ‘:
assion of some kind is gosmlatcd, it fears no o
stacle that may obstruct its passage mdlather? 1? 1::;
Eoim in diluting in a cup the gum-ac O% 10

w
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In order mechanically to construct the brai
soporific story, it is poty enough to dxssecl!:) ;;1;;);)5:
ues and overwhelmingly stupefy the intelligence
of the reader with fresh doses, in such a manner as
to Ramlamie his faculties for the rest of his life b
the infallible law of fatigue; one must besides, wtg
good hypnc)uf: fluid, ingem'ously place him in the
position of being somnambulistically incapable of
moving, by forcing him to obscure hjs eyes against
his natural tendency by the fixity of your own, I
mean, not to make myself more clear] under-
sto?d, l?ut to develop solely my train of thought
which interests and irritates at the same tingb

ltihe INost penetrating harmony, that I do not be)j
€ve it necessary in order to reach the proposed
goal, to invent a poetry entirely outside the ordj-
l1)1m-y course of nature, and of which the pernicious
reath seems to cast down even absolute truths;
gut to bring about a similar resule (conforming, in-
deed, with the lgws of aestherics, if one consxéem
it well), which is not as casy as you think: that i
what I wanted to say. Hence I'shall make ev y

from my shoulders, emp] i ot
n ’ ployed in the lu

crushing of my literary gypsum, I wish gtggf :hues
n‘:ﬁu{?mg reader may at least be able to say to him-
self: “One must give him his due. He has greatly
lsimpeﬁed me. What might he not have done had he

ved longer! He is the best hypnotist I have ever
encountered!” Someone will carve these few
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touching words on my tombstone of marble, and
my ghost will be satisfied!

I continue! There was once a fish-tail that
moved at the bottom of a hole beside 2 down-at-
heel boot. It was not natural to ask one’s self:
“Where is the fish? I see only his tail moving.” For
since precisely one confessed implicitly that one
could not perceive the fish, the reason is that in
reality it did not exist. The rain had left a few drops
of water in the bottom of that pit dug in the sand.
As to the down-at-heel boot, some have since
thought that it had been deliberately abandoned.

The hermit-crab, through divine power, was re-

born from its dissipated atoms. He pulled the fish-
tail out of the hole and promised that he would re-
attach it to its lost body if it would announce to
the Creator the failure of his missionary to domi-
nate the fury of the waves of the Maldororian sea.
He lent it two albatross wings, and the fish-tail
took flight. But it flew to the home of the renegade
to tell him what had happened and to betray the
hermit-crab. The latter divined the spy’s project
and before the third day had ended he had pierced
the fish-tail with a poisoned dart. The spy'’s throat
uttered a feeble which united with his last
gasp as he struck the ground.

Then an ancient beam, placed at the top of a
castle, reared up on end to its full height and cried
for vengeance in a loud voice. But the Omnipo-
tent, transformed into a rhinoceros, informed it
that the death of the fish-tail had been well-mer-
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ited. The beam calmed down, placed itself at the
bottom of the mansion, resumed its horizontal posi-
tion, and recalled the terrified spiders to continue,
as in the past, to weave their wﬁs at its corners,

The man with the lips of sulphur learned of his
accomplice’s weakness, and consequently he com-
manded the crowned idiot to burn the beam and
reduce it to ashes. Aghone executed this severe
task.

“Since, according to you, the time has come,”
he cried, “I have been to fetch the ring I had buried
under the stone and I have attached it to one of the
rope’s ends. Here is the package.”

And he presented a heavy rope, rolled up and
sixty metres in length, His master asked him what
the fourteen daggers were doing. He replied that
they remained taithful and held themselves ready
for any emergency if it should be nec . The
criminal inclined his head as a sign of satis;action.
He manifested surprise and even disquiet when

Aghone added that he had seen a rooster split open
a candlestick with its beak, examine each ent
2;1;]: by one, and cry out, beating its wings franti-

“It is not as far as you think from the Rue de la
Paix to the Place du Pantheon! Soon you will wit-
ness the lamentable proof of this!”

The crab, mounted upon a spirited horse, gal-
loped furiously towards the reef, witness of the
throwing of a club by a tatrooed hand, sanctuary
of his first day on earth. A caravan of pilgrims was
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- <+ the spot, now consecrated by an
:3;2:322&? I‘Ill:hope to catch up with it and beg
for urgent help against the plot that was in prep-
aration, of which he had lmowledge.. ed b
You will see a few lines farther down, a1 tz
my glacial silence, that he did not arrive 1;; txm;:.‘l >
tell them what had been related to hmfx K a rag
:cker hidden behind the scaffolding o u:cl ouse
copsrcion tl?emday "’ﬁﬁg‘h&,?’ﬁid fele wich
still moist with the mo W, felt wih
horizon of its experience widen
lfi\(;sl.:.-aci)lryt'lx:'::c:oxm:ermic ?irdgs git\hc:hi'a’loﬁga ;m
rition of the beating of an 1co L sack aga st
its calcareous parapet! Before he sufmthls s thele
son, through the memory 0% P
‘:R?;rp:vs:uﬁ do beutgcr to destroy within themselves
d of hope . . - ) )
th?l‘ﬁmak u%);four lassitude, put into us:l t;le ;-zt
sources of good will, walk by my side, an 3m;ed
Jose sight of this idiot with his head mh?s nted
by a chamber-pot, who drives before hlml;a hand
ing a club, one whom you would have
culty in recognizi gifldldnottakecaretqwam

i crime. ]
'It't):c;fh!;:e arrived at the circular enclosure of

: f the
Vendome. Upon the entablature o °
m&: f:olmnn, leaning against the square balus
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trade more than fifty metres above the ground, a
man has thrown and unrolled a rope, which falls to
the ground a few paces from Aghone. With habit
one does a thing quickly; but I may say that
Aghone did not waste much time in attaching Mer-
vyn's feet to the end of the rope.
haThe rhinocergs had learned what was about to
en, Covered with sweat, he appeared, in
fox? ll))rf:atl't, at the corner of the ﬁl:le Casng;fl%nf.
He did not have even the satisfaction of taking part
in the battle. The individual who watched over the
neighborhood from the top of the column loaded
his revolver, took careful aim, and pressed the trig-
ger. The commodore, who had been begging in
the streets since the day when what he believed to
be his son’s madness began, and the mother, whom
they had nicknamed “Daughter of the Snow” on
account of her extreme pallor, intercepted their
breasts to protect the rhinoceros. It was useless,
The bullet pierced his skin like a gimlet. One might
have believed, with a semblance of logic, that death
would infallibly make his ap ce. But we
know that within this pachyderm the substance of
the Lord had been introduced. He retired sorrow-
fully. If ic had not been well proven that he was
too good to one of his creatures, I would feel
pity for the man on the column!
he latter, with a sharp tug of his hand, pulled
towards him the rope thus ballasted. Mervyn, his
head hanging downwards, is swung by its abnor-
mal oscillations. His hands eagerly snatch at a gar-
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ich jol ther
erlasting-flowers which jon toge
lta:g c?)inivrs of the%olumn*s pase, against :aki az
e e hcadixll—xli:llc?m‘fhzfiirm;f‘:er hgving
it into . ;
mif:;igox ‘;gss?:eg in the form of superimposed

such a manner
e L Pa:n of e ;353’ ;:lf way up ‘the

g:)tnx irgglgkl,‘ thgs ms:;g:g convict with gxs :;15;1;
hand makes the youth spin with algn accele oo
motion of uniform rotation, in.a P. e anlﬂs Lo
the axis of the column, and gathers n, w:hi T
hand, the serpentine coils of the rope, wiic
hjs';;?sﬁng hisses in the aif; Mervyn's bfody ftc;:;
Jows it everywhere, ever more distant rg::mo-
ter by centrifugal force, ever keeping c‘umf o-
(I;?lne and equidistant ition in an ae?éllxd -
ence independent o matter. The ci e
releases little by little as far asits other en  whic
be re abgaﬁﬁw“ﬁlthﬁtezegim o
mnc::::»s\lx)tr\cf?ha:nbalustmda, holding on to tt&c rall-f-
e o e
i igi e o :
;l;?gaﬁg geirf;rlgczc tlge force of the 'teqmcilt;, zll-;
radysoconsderable Mo LB L vl
;zontal plane, after havin ly
ihﬂfnm ur;)deilz)ectable progress through zve;al $e
ined planes, The right angle flor:tn y
column and the rope has equal sides: derous
The arm of the renegade and the m
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weapon are confused in a linear unity like the
atomic elements of a ray of light penetrating a dark
room. The theorems of mechanics permit me to
speak thus; alas, we know that one force added to
another force engender a result composed of the
sum of the two original forces! Who would dare
to claim that the rope would be already broken,
but for the vigor of the athlete, but for the good
quality of th?%cmp?

The corsair with the golden hair, suddenly and
at once, brings to a halt his acquired speed, opens
his hand, and lets go the rope. The repercussion of
this operation, so contrary to the preceding ones,
caused the joints of the balustrade to crack. Mer-
vyn, followed bKa::e rope, resembles a comet trail-
ing behind its flamboyant tail. The iron ring in
the running knot, mirroring the sun’s rays, itself
undertakes to complete this illusion, In the course
of his parabola the condemned man cleaves the at-
mosphere as far as the left bank, passes it by virtue
of the impulsive force, which I suppose to be in-
finite, and his body strikes the dome of the Pan-
theon, while the rope whips part way around
the upper part of the immense cupola.

It 1s upon this spherical and convex surface,
which resembles an orange only in its shape, that
may be seen at any hour of the day a withered skel-
eton left hanging there. When the wind sways it
they say that students of the Latin Quarter, in the
fear of a similar fate, offer up a short prayer: these
are only insignificant rumors in which one is not
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. e
i d proper only to frighten li
iﬁfx t{:hgi?;ha?ive de;and he clutches some-

i flowers.
. o like a great ribbon of dead yellow
tg;zg;'ﬂ:st cgnsidcr the distance, and r:io or:; c;:
assert, despite the testament of his goo ﬂc‘}; mg o
that those really are the evurlasnn%- (iew of
which I spoke, and which an unequal c;sttd b ;gh !
close by the new Opera Honuse detache

gialr:t ﬁegomia ess true that the draperies in ?t‘\:
shape of a crescent moon no longer defrg; the
¥:n;:sasion of their definitive symmet he
s mber: go there and see for yours

uaternary numb '
if you do not wish to believe me.
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Pocesies

I veplace melanchely with cour-
age, doubs with ceriamty, de-
spafr with bape, evil with good,
Lmentations with duty, sceptl-
cizm avith faieh, soplistry with
the indifference of cobm, and
pride with modesty.

THE PoETIc Whimperings of this century are nothing
but sophistry.

First principles should be beyond argument.

I accept Euripides and Sophocles; but I do not accept
Aeschylus.

Do not manifest toward the Creator a lack of the
most elementary conventions and good taste.

Cast aside disbelief: you will make me happy.

Only two kinds of poetry exist; there is only one.

A far from tacit convention exists between author
and reader, by which the former calls himself the sick
one, and accepts the latter as nurse. It is the poet who
consoles humanity! The roles are arbitrarily inverted.

I do not wish to be dubbed a poseur.

I shall leave behind no Memoirs.
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Poetry is no more tempest than it is cyclone. It is a
majestic and fertile river.

It is only by admitting the night physically that one
is able to admit it morally. O, Nights of Young! How
many headaches you have caused me!

One dreams only when asleep. These are words like
the word dream, nothingness of life, terrestrial way,
perhaps the preposition, the distorted tripod, which
have permitted to creep into our souls that poctry
dripping with weakness, resembling decay.

Disturbances, anxieties, depravities, death, exceptions
in the physical or moral order, the spirit of negation,
brutalities, hallucinations served by the will, tortures,
destructions, upsets, tears, dissatisfactions, slaveries,
deep-digging imaginations, novels, unexpected things,

that which must not be done, the chemical peculiarities
of the mysterious vulture who watches over the carrion
of some dead illusion, precocious and abortive experi-
ments, obscurities with flea-like armor, the terrible
monomania of pride, the inoculation with deep stupors,
the funereal prayers, the envies, betrayals, ryrannies,
impieties, irritations, bitternesses, aggressive insults, mad-
ness, spleen, rational terrors, strange uncasinesses which
the reader would prefer not to feel, grimaces, neuroses,
the bloody channels through which one forces logic at
bay, the exaggerations, absence of sincerity, the saws,
the platitudes, the darkness, the gloom, the infantilisms
which are worse than murders, the clan of court-of-
assizes novelists, the tragedies, odes, melodramas, the
extremes presented ad infinitum, reason whistled at
with impunity, the smells of wet chicken, the sickli-
nesses, the frogs, squids, sharks, desert simooms, all that
is somnambulist, cross-eyed, nocturnal, soporific, night-
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roving, Viscous, talking«sealr equwocal,h mnsuggg;z,
spasmodic, aphmdisiac, anemic, ohscure, cfxm;xp uar};
bastard, albino, pederastic, phcnomer}a 0‘1t cdzchom.’
and bearded-lady, the hours drunk wrghlm ent’uxs our
agement, fantasies, mMonNsters, demomllmng ?mogdcso:
ordures, that which does not reﬂ?ct like 2 chi "f eso
lation, that intellectual manch!ngclwtrce, per UWhO
cankers, camellia-like rhighsq'the guile of a wnt;rim b
rolls down the slope of nnthmgnesstand scorns Sm-.
with cries of joy, remorse, l}ypucy!sy* the vagg: I:mt'
spectives that crush you within their smpex;cepn ermin
works, the serious spittingsﬁupon‘sac:rcd mmm:, ve o
and their insinuating ricklings, msmsaﬁe prefaces ke
those of Cromwell, Mile. de ;\1:111p1n and'l)\xmai txg-
Younger, the decays, impotencies, blaS'PhelTl'lCS, as};:a r}:‘ o
ations, stiflings, rages—hefare ti}cse 'dxt;’gustmg ch .
houses, which | blush to mention, 1t 15 at lastnnrx;)e o
react against that which shocks us and so royaily bo
wil. .
* \({i;)u are being gmrpcm:xlly driven out of‘ yc;m‘ x:;xr;i)
and caught in the trap of shadows constructed wi
coarse & skill by egoism and sclfjestccn*g, )
Taste is the fundamental quality which "sum{; up a
other qualities. It is the ne plus ultra of the m;:::: l}gc:ucu%
By it alone is genius the supreme eralth ﬁnd‘ alance oe
all the faculties, V illemain s ﬂnfryimpf t%me; lm;){ris
intelligent than Fugene Sue and F mdcnclj: by ()ﬁ) i, :
reface to the Dictionary of the Academy will witnes:
the death of Walrer Seotr’s novels, of ‘}' enimore Coop-
er's novels, of all novels possible and uﬂ*nagmabﬂle.
The novel is a false genre, because it de:@icniies paim
sions for their own sakes: the morgi mpclum?n x‘s lacb-
ing. To describe passions is nothing; it suffices to be
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born part jackal, part vulture, part panther. We do not
care for it. To describe them, like Corneille, in order
to subject them to a high ethic, is a different matter.
He who will refrain from doing the former, at the same
time remaining capable of admiring and understanding
those to whom it is given to do the latter, surpasses with
all the superiority of virtue over vice him who does
the former.

By this alone, were a teacher of the second grade to
say to himself:

“Were they to give me all the treasures of the uni-
verse, I should not wish to have written novels like
those of Balzac and Alexandre Dumas,” by this alone
he is more intelligent than Alexandre Dumas and Bal-
zac. By this alone, if a pupil of the third grade is con-
vinced that he must not sing physical and intellectual
deformities, by this alone he is stronger, more capable,
more intelligent, than Victor Hugo, if he had written
only novels, plays and letters.

Alexandre Dumas fils will never—no, never—make a
prize-giving speech for a school. He does not know
what morality is. Morality does not compromise. If he
did make one, he should first strike out with a single
stroke of the pen all he had written hitherto, beginning
with his absurd Prefaces. Summon a jury of competent
men: I maintain that a good second-grade pupil is
smarter than he in no matter what, even on the dirty
subject of courtesans.

The masterpieces of the French language are prize-
giving speeches for schools, and academic speeches. In-
deed, the instruction of youth is perhaps the finest prac-
tical expression of duty, and a good appreciation of the
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. e
works of Voltaire (dwell upon the word “applﬁac:anon )
is preferable to the works themselves. Natura )lrd .
The best authors of novels and play_s would in ¢
end distort the famous idea of‘ good, if the‘ armzﬁ ;;'
teachers, preservers of Right, did nm cmistm(xln %imrk
tions young and old to the pr}th of honesty and 0 ; hav;
In its pcrsonal name, and it must t3e despite it, T ve
just disowned, with an implacable will and a ‘tmmci}ty‘ 1
iron, the hideous past of cry-baby humamty,w es.al-
shall proclaim beauty upon 2 gplden lyrc:," mﬁ&dmgﬁde
lowances for goitrous unhappiness and stupi ?tmq
which pollute at its source the marshy pmgtry ;}zas 0}
century. I shall trample underfoot the h:_{r?‘ sta e
scepticism, which have no reason for c:ust;r}ceéncr g
ment, once entered into th? efﬂmcsciszz o 1tse insgz;
imperious and resolute, wxfhmut hc‘zmmpng on poant
over the absurd unccrtainm}aﬁ of mmptamd vpl;y‘ o2
public prosecutor. pmphm‘cal&y ccmflemv“\s £ e::;; we
sy guard incessantly against pm'uicm mf;nm‘ 1,; end
atrabilious nightmarcs. 1 scorn and c;.cecmtt.bpmm; nd
the infamous voluptuousness of any irony heco
tinguisher, which set aside ju§mess pf th-oug t.(there y
5, Certain characters, c’:xw(zﬁslvc!y 1r‘1te111gent e s
}0 call for you to invalidate this with the rcg:glrtsa fons
of 2 dubious taste), have flung themselves hea £ 1b€-
the arms of evil. 1t was absinthe—savory, 1 do 111;)1:r ¢
lieve, but harmful—that morally slew the t;mtpa o
Rolla. Woe unto the greedy! Scarcc!;y has@ e th:g ‘h :
aristocrat entered into the years of dlmfrf:u;m@ han his
harp is shattered beneath the walls of Misso }@);ng ::;ns v
ing gathered on his way naught but the hloss

drear annihilation bred by opium.
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Although his was a genius greater than ordinary,

if there had been during his time another poet, endowed
as he was in similar proportions with exceptional in-
telligence, and capable of presenting himself like his
rival, he would have been the first to confess the use-
lessness of his efforts to produce ill-assorted maledic-
tions; and that the good exclusively is declared by the
voice of everyone alone worthy of appropriating our
esteem. The fact is that there was no one successfully
to rival him. Here is something that no one has said.
Strange thing! Even upon rummaging through antholo-
gies and books of his epoch, we find that no critic
thought of outlining the foregoing strict syllogism.
And it is not he who will surpass it, who could have
invented it. One was so much filled with wonder and
uneasiness, rather than considered admiration, before
works written by a treacherous hand—works, however,
which revealed the imposing manifestations of a mind
which did not belong to the common run of men, and
which found itself at esse amid the ultimate conse-
quences of one of the less obscure problems which in-
terest non-solitary hearts: good and evil. To no one is
it given to approach extremes except either in one
direction or another. This explains why it is that, while
forever praising without mental reservation the mar-
velous intelligence which at every moment he manifests,
he, one of the four or five beacons of humanity, has
silently made his numerous reserves concerning appli-
cations and the unjustifiable use he has knowingly made
of them. He should not have encroached upon the
kingdoms of Satan,
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The savage revolt of the Tmpma.nns, the ‘Y‘%pazfc:;\:
I, the Papavoines, the Byrons, the Victor N mr{, an o
Charlotte Cordays, shall he ?xe{d at a.dlsmm:e L;nr m}é
stern regard. These great criminals with their dw t&; ° ~
titles I brush aside with 2 gesture. :&onnéw.arc low}:
thinking to fool here, 1 ask, with an 1:\tcrpxmt;g éble«;i
ness? O, hobby-horses of the hxﬁﬂ.ks.' Eio:,\ph ;;11 dm;’;
Puppets in gold leaf! Worn-out strmgs. Lert ; e
near, the Conrads, the Mafsfrcds. the La4ras, ; e}z ailors
who resemble the Corsair, the Mephistopheles, the
Werthers, the Don Juans, the F:\usuﬁ,«thf. Iig:;,r he
Rodins, the Caligulas, the Cains, the Ir}dmm, the ds s
in the manner of Colomba, the Ahrimans, t ;, ab dle
hrained hererical eaﬂh—&pirﬁts who ferment t,ed 0,0
of their victims in the sacred pngf)das of Hin *xémm:l
the snake, the toad and the crocodile, gods chw}:l m;;
shnormal in ancient Egvpt, the xomcrcni an the’ “
moniac powers of the Middle Ages, the F mmr:; x:;,:sh;

the mythological Titans destroyed by the r:um er ‘gw

of Juf)itm‘, the Fvil Gods spewed out by t e~Pﬂg§5 v

imagination of savages—the whol:e: clamorous s; e 0

pas ehoard devils. With the certainty ot: overw he ‘gé

thery, I seize and balance the lash of md!g?fnu}n ?:ed
concentration, and I await these monsters Hrm-~toot
ir predestined conqueror.

* ';T;epare down—at-hegl writersz dangerous bufgoons,
quadroon humbugs, gloomy mysuﬁer§, actual ma gne:;,
who deserve to inhabit Bedlam. Their sqftcnmg eads
in which there is a screw loose, crtj,a.te‘ giant phantoms
which sink downward instead of rising. Rugged exe;-;
cise, specious gymnastic. Away with you, grotesq
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nutmeg. Kindly remove yourselves from my pres-
ence, fabricators of dozens of forbidden riddles, in
which I used not previously to see at once, as I do now,
the seam of the frivolous solution, Pathological case of
overpowering egoism. Fantastic automata: point out to
one another, my children, the ¢pither which puts them
in their place.

If they existed somewhere in plastic reality they
would be, despite their proven but deceptive intelli-
gence, the opprobrium, the bitterness, of the planets
which they inhabited, and the shame. Imagine them for
a moment, gathered together with beings their equals.
It is an uninterrupted succession of battles, undreamed-
of by bulldegs, forbidden in France, by sharks, and by
P'aacrocephalic cachalots. There are torrents of blood
in those chaotic regions abounding in hydras and mino-
taurs, whence the dove, utterly terrified, wings swifuly
away. It is a mass of apocalyptic beasts, who know not
what they do. There arc the impacts of passions, ir-
mc?m:ilabilis:ics and ambitions vying with the sh;ieks
of impenetrable and unrestrained pride, of which no
one may even approximately plumb the reefs and the
depths.

But they shall impose themselves no longer upon me.
To suffer is a weakness, when one can prévent it and
do something better. To give vent to the sufferings of
an. unbalanced splendor—that is to demonstrate, O
dying ones of the perverse maremmas! still less resist-
ance and courage. With my voice and my solemnity of
the grand days, I recall you within my deserted halls,
glorious hope. Come, sit by my side, wrapped in the
cloak of illusion, upon the reasonable tripod of appease-

[ 312 ]

Lautréamont

ment. Like a piece of cast-off furniture I chased you
from my abode with scorpion-lashed whip. If you wish
that I should be convinced that you have forgotten, in
returning to my home, the miseries which, in the name
of penances, I once caused you—then, by all that’s holy,
bring back with you that sublime procession—support
me, I am swooning!—of offended virtues and their im-
perishable reparations.

I state with bitterness that there remain only a few
drops of blood in the arteries of our consumptive epoch.
Since the odious and particular whimperings, patented
without guarantee of a trademark, of your Jean-
Jacques Rousseaus, your Chateaubriands, your nurses
in babies’ panties like Obermann, through the other
poets who have wallowed in corrupt slime, up to the
dream of Jean-Paul, the suicide of Dolores of Venti-
miglia, the Raven of Allan, the Infernal Comedy of the
Pole, the bloody eyes of Zorilla, and the immortal can-
cer, the Carrion, once lovingly painted by the morbid
Jover of the Hottentot Venus, the improbable sorrows
created for itself by this century, in their monotonous
and disgusting insistence, have made it consumptive.

Come—music.

Yes, good people, it is I who command you to burn
upon a hot shovel, with a little brown sugar, the duct
of doubt with its lips of vermouth, which, shedding in
the midst of a melancholy struggle between good and
evil, tears that come not from the heart, causes every-
where without a pneumatic pump, the universal vac-
wum. This is the best thing you have to do.

Despair, feeding upon the forcgone conclusion of its
phantasmagoriﬂ, imperturbably guides the literary man
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to the mass abrogation of divine and social laws, and to
theoretical and practical wickedness. In a word, causes
the human backside to predominate in reasoning. Come,
it’s my turn to speak! 1 repeat. wickedness results, and
eyes take on the hue of those of the damned. I shall not
retract what I propose. I desire that my poetry may be
read by a young girl of fourteen years.

Real sorrow is incompatible with hope. No matter
how great that sorrow may be, hope raises it one hun-
dred cubits higher. Very well, leave me in peace with
the seekers. Down, down with the outlandish bitches,
muddlemakers, posenrs. Whatever suffers, whatever
dissects the mysteries surrounding us, does not hope.
The poetry that disputes the necessary truths is less
beautiful than that which does not dispute them. In-
decisions ad infinitum, ill-used talent, loss of time:
nothing is easier to verify.

To sing of Adamastor, Jocelyn, Rocambole, is
puerile. It is not even that the author hopes that the
reader infers that these rascally heroes—whom he him-
self hetrays, emphasizing good in order to pass off de-
scriptions of evil—will be pardoned. It is in the name
of these same virtues, misunderstood by Frank, that we
are anxious to support him, O mountebanks of incura-
ble unease.

Do not behave as do these unchaste (in their eyes
magnificent) explorers of melancholy, who find un-
known things in their souls and their bodies!

Melancholy and sadness are already the beginnings of
doubt; doubt is the beginning of despair; despair is the
cruel beginning of varying degrees of wickedness. To
convince yourself of this, read “Confession of a Child
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of the Century.” The slope is fatal once we are launchea}
upon it. We are sure to arrive at wickedness. Beware c‘1
the slope. Rip out evil by the roots. Trust not the C\i t
of adjectives such as indescnbah)g, crimson, mu;impm a-
ble, colossal, which shamelessly give the lie tf:) the nouns
they distort: they are pursued by lewdness.

Second-rate minds, like that of Alfred de Musset, are
able stubbornly to thrust forward one or two of thc?lr
faculties much farther than the corresponding fac.:ultxes
of first-rate minds—Lamartine, Hugo. We are in the
presence of the derailment of an overmrned !uconxq~
tive. A nightmare holds the pen. Leajm that the so;ﬂ 1i
composed of a score of fuculties. Don’t tatk to me 2 Z‘ild
these beggars with their outsize hats and their sor

1

mgHs'erc is a method for proving the inf eriority (31[' Mus;
set to the two other poets. Read to 2 young girl Rﬂﬂi
or “The Nighis,” “The Fools,” of Cobb, or els? £ ef
portraits of Gwynphine and Dea or the speech o
Theramenus of Furipides, tr‘ansslme-d into French vekxl‘se
by Racine. She starts, frowns, raises and lowers her
hands without purpose like a drownl.rl“g man; her Xrl;s:
flash with greenish fires, Read to her 'Pmye.r for
by Victor Hugo. The effects are diametrically op-
posed, The kind of clectricity is no longer the same.
She bursts into peals of laughter, and asks for m(;:'.tlz.

Of Hugo, nothing will be leift but poems about chil-
dren, in which much badness is to be found. o

“Paul and Virginia” shocks our df:epcst asplratmqf.
Once upon a time, that episode, which exudes black-
ness from the first to the last page, made me gnash my
teeth. 1 rolled on the carpet and kicked my wooden
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horse. The description of pain is nonsense. It must be
shown in all its beauty. If that story had been told a5 a
simple biography 1 should not attack ir. It instanzly
changes character. Unhappiness becomes august
through the impenetrable will of God who ereated it.
Bug man should not create unhappiness in his books.
This is to concentrate, with all strength, upon one side
of things only. O, what maniacal raving!

Do not deny the immortality of the soul, the wisdom
of God, the greatness of life, the order of the universe,
Rhysical beauty, family love, marriage, social institu-
tions. Forget the funereal scribblers: Sand, Balzac, Alex-
andre Dumas, Musset, Du F errail, Féval, Flaubert,
Baudelaire, Leconte and the “Blacksmiths’ Strike!”

Corpmunicate to your readers only the experience
resulting from pain, which is no longer pain itself, Do
not weep in public.

One must know how to wrest literary beauty from
the very bosom of death; but these beauties do not
belong to death. Here, death is only the occasional
cause of them. Death is not the means; it is the end.

The immutable and necessary truths which make
the glory of nations, and which doubr struggles in vain
to shatter, began ages ago. They are things which
should not be touched, Those who would make literary
anarchy under pretext of novelty arrive at nonsense.
One does not dare to artack Gaod; one artacks the im-
mortality of the soul. But the immortality of the soul
itself is as old as the beginning of the world. What
other belief will replace it, were it to be replaced? This
will not be always a negation.
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If one bear in mind the truth whence arise all other
truths, the absolute goodness of God and his absolute
ignorance of evil, sophistry breaks down of itself. And
at the same time, that scarcely poetic literature based
upon sophistry will break down too. All literature
which disputes eternal axioms is condemned to live only
upon itself. It is unjust, It devours its own liver. The
novissina verba cause the handkerchiefless kids of the
fourth grade to smile superbly. We have no right to
question the Creator on any matter whatsoever.

If you are unhappy, do not tell the reader. Keep it
to yourself,

If one were to correct sophistries according to the
truths corresponding to those sophistries, only the cor-
rection would be true; while the work thus made over
would have the right to call itself no longer false. The
rest would be out of bounds of truth, with a trace of
false, and consequently, necessarily considered null and
void.

Personal poctry has had its day of relative jugglery
and contingent contortions. Let us take up again the
indestructible thread of impersonal poetry, abruptly
severed since the birth of the ineffectual philosopher of
Ferney, before the abortion of the great Voltaire.

It seems to be fine, sublime, under the pretext of
humility or of pride, to dispute final causes, to falsify
their stable and known consequences. Undeceive your-
self, for there is nothing more stupid! Let us link to-
gether again the regular chain of past times; poetry is
geometry par excellence. Since Racine, poetry has not
progressed one millimeter. It has fallen backwards.
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Thanks to whom? To the Great Softheads of our
epoch. Thanks to the Sissies—Chateaubriand, the Mel-
ancholy-Mohican; Sénancourt, the Man-in-the-Petti-
coat; Jean-Jacques Rousseau, the Sulky-Socialist; Edgar
Poe, the Muckamuck-of-Alcoholic-Dreams; Mathurin,
the Godfather-of-Shadows; Georges Sand, the Circum-
cised-Hermaphrodite; Théophile Gautier, the Incom-
parable-Grocer; Leconte, the Devil's-Captive; Goethe,
the Weeping-Suicide; Sainte-Beuve, the Laughing-
Suicide; Lamartine, the Tearful-Stork; Lermontaff, the
Bellowing-Tiger; Victor Hugo, the Funereal-Green-
stick; Mickiewicz, Satan’s-Imitator; Musset, the Intel-
lectual—Shirtless~Dandy; and Byron, the Hippopota-
mus-of—the-lnfernal—jungles. ’

Doubt has always existed in the minority. In this
century it is in the majority. We inhale the violation
of duty through the pores, This is to be seen only
once; it will never be seen again,

The ideas of simple reason are so obscured at this
time that the first thing that fourth grade teachers do
when they teach their pupils—voung poets with their
mothers’ milk still moist upon their lips—to make Latin
verses, is to revesl to them in practice the name of
Alfred de Musscr. T ask you, now! Third grade teach-
ers, then, in their classes, give for translation into Greek
verse two bloody episodes. The first is the repulsive
fable of the pelican. The second is the awful catastro-
phe that overtook the laborer. Of what use is it to
contemplate evil? Is it not in the minority? Why turn
the head of a schoolchild upon questions which, owing
to their not having been understood, caused men such
as Pascal and Byron to lose theirs?
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A student told me that his second grade teacher had
given his class, day after day, these two cadavers to
translate into Hebrew verse. These wounds of animal
and human nature made him sick for a month in an
infirmary. As we were known to each other, he sent his
mother for me. He told me, albeit naively, that his
nights were troubled by persistent dreams. He thought
he saw an army of pelicans which threw themselves
upon his bosom and rent it. Then they flew to a flam-
ing cottage. They devoured the laborer’s wife and his
children. The laborer, his body blackened with burns,
emerged from his home and engaged in an atrocious
battle with the pelicans. They all flung themselves into
the cottage, which collapsed in ruins. From the heap
of rubbish he saw his teacher emerge bearing in one
hand his heart, in the other a piece of paper upon which
could be deciphered in sulphurous script the fables of
the pelican and the laborer, just as Musset himself com-
posed them. It was not easy at first to diagnose his sick-
ness. I advised him to remain strictly silent, to speak of
it to no one, above all to his teacher. I counseled his
mother to take him home with her for a few days,
assuring her that this would pass. And indeed, I was
careful to visit him for a few hours every day, and it
passed off.

Criticism must attack form, never the content of
your ideas, of your phrases. Do as you please.

Sentiment is the most incomplete imaginable form
of reasoning.

All the waters of the ocean would be insufficient to
wash away one intellectual blood-stain.
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(T-ranslator’s Note: Most of the “thoughts” contained
in the second part which follows are verses, maxims
or aphorisms, all famous, but inverted.)

i1

Genius guarantees the faculties of the heart.

Man is no less immortal than the soul.

Great thoughts come from reason!

Fraternity is no myth.

Children born know nothing of life, not even its
greatness.

In misfortune, friends increase.

Goodness, thy name is Man.

Here dwells the wisdom of the nations.

Eaf:h time I read Shakespeare it seems to me that I
am dissecting the brain of a jaguar.

I shall set down my thoughts in orderly manner, by
means of a plan without confusion. If they are C()x‘;ect
the first will be the consequence of the others, This 1s
ti}e true order. It marks my object by calligraphic
disorder. I should honor my subject too much if 1
should not treat it with order, | wish to show that it
is capable of this.

I do not accept evil. Man is perfect. The soul does
not fa'll. Progress exists. God s irreducible. Antichrists
accusing angels, eternal sufferings, religions, are thf:
products of doubt. ’

l?ante, Milton, describing hypothetically the infernal
regions, have proved that they were first-class hyenas.

The proof is excellent. The result is bad. Nobody buys
their works. ’
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Man is an oak. Nature does not consider him robust.
It is not necessary that the universe take up arms to
defend him. A drop of water is not sufficient for his

reservation. Even should the universe protect him,
it would not be more dishonored than that which does
not protect him. Mankind knows that its reign has no
death, that the universe has a beginning. The universe
knows nothing: at most, it is a thinking reed.

I imagine Elohim to be cold rather than sentimental.

Love of a woman is incompatible with love of hu-
maAnity. Imperfection should be rejected. Nothing is
more imperfect than shared egoism. "During life, defi-
ance, recrimination, sermons written in dust, swarm. It
is no longer the lover of Chiméne; it is the lover of
Graziella, It is no longer Petrrarch; it is Alfred de
Musset.

In death, a rock by the seashore, any lake, Fontaine~
bleau forest, the island of Ischia, a workroom accom-
panied by a raven, a Star Chamber with a crucifix, a
cemetery whence arises the beloved one bencath the
rays of a moon which finally become irritating, some
stanzas or a group of girls whose names arc unknown
come parading in their turn, giving the author the
measure and expressing regrets. There is in the two
cases no dignity whatsoever.

Error is an unhappy story.

Hymns to Elohim accustom vanity to concern itself
not with worldly things. Such is the shield of hymns.
They cause humanity to lose the habit of depending
on authors. They abandon him. They call him mystic,
eagle, and they perjure his mission. You are not the
sought-for dove.

[321]



“Poésies

Anyone could contrive a literary luggage for himself
by stating the contrary of what has been said by the
poets of this century. He would replace their affirma-
tions with negations. And vice versa. If it is ridiculous
to attack first principles, it is more ridiculous to defend
them against these same attacks. I shall not defend
them.

Sleep is a blessing for some, a punishment for others.
For all, it is a sanction.

If Cleopatra’s morals had been shorter, the face of the
world would have been changed. Her nose would not
have increased in length,

Concealed actions are the most estimable. When 1
see so many in history, they please me greatly. They
have not been altogether Thidden. They have been
known about. Their small appearances augment their
merit. The finest thing is, that it has not been possible
to conceal them.

The charm of death exists only for the brave.

Man is so great that his greatness shows itself above
all in his refusal to acknowledge his misery. A tree
knows not its greatness. To be great is to know one’s
greatness. To be great is to refuse to acknowledgc mis-
ery. Man’s greatness refutes his miseries. Greatness of
a king,

When I write down my thoughts, they do not escape
me, This act reminds me of my strength, which I for-
get always. I teach myself in proportion to my en-
slaved thoughts. I strive only to understand the contra-
diction between my soul and nothingness.

The heart of man is a book, which I have learned
to prize.
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Not imperfect, not fallen, man is the greatest of
mysteries. ‘

I permit no one, not even Elohim, to doubt my
sincerity.

We are at liberty to do good.

Judgment is infallible. ‘

We are not at liberty to do evil.

Man is the conqueror of chimeras, the novelty of
tomorrow, the regularity with which cha.os groans, t.he
subject of conciliation. He judges all. He is no imbecile.
He is no earthworm. He is the repository of truth, the
mass of certainty, the glory, not the outcast, of the
universe. If he degrades himself, I praise hlm: If he
praises himself, I praise him more. I conciliate hlm'. He
comes to the understanding that he is the angel’s sister.

Nothing is incomprehensible. o

Thought is no less clear than cry§tal. A religion,
whose lies depend upon i, may clowd it for 2 moment,
speaking of those effects which are long-lasting. Speak-
ing of thase effects of brief duration, the assassination
of eight persons at a city's gates would certainly cloud
it unto the destruction of evil. Thought soon regains
its limpidity. _

Poetry should have as its goal, practical truth. It
enunciates the relationships existing beWeen the f{rst
principles and the secondary truths 9f life. Each thing
rests in its place. Poetry’s mission is dlﬂiculF. It does not
involve itself with political happenings, with the man-

ner of governing a people, does not‘allude to perlqu
of history, to coups-d’état, to regicides, to court in-
trigues. It tells not of the battles between man s:nd hlr.n-
self, his passions. It discovers the laws by which exist
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political theory, universal peace, Machiavellian refuta-
tions, the paper horns which compose the works of
Proudhon, the psychology of humanity. A poet should
be more useful than any member of his tribe, His work
is the code of diplomats, of law-makers, of instructors
of youth, We are far from Homer, Virgil, Klopstock,
Camoens, from emancipated imaginations, contrivers of
odes, fabricators of epigrams against diviniry. Let us
return to Confucius, to Buddha, to Socrates, to Jesus
Christ, moralist who roamed the villages starving! In
future it will be necessary to count on reason, which
operates only on the faculties which preside over the
category of phenomena of pure good-will,

Nothing is more natural than to read “Discours de In
Méthode” after having read “Bérénice,” Nothing is
less natural than to read “Traité de Pladuction” b
Biéchy, “Probléme du Mal” by Naville, after having
read “Les Feuilles & Autonme,” “Les Cantemplations.”
The transition loses itself. The spirit rebels against the
imnmmagn:ry, the mystagogy. The heart is appalled by
these pages scribbled by a puppet. This violence en-
lightens him. He closes the book, He lets fall a tear in
memory of the savage authors, Contcmporary poets
have abused their intelligence. The philosophers have
not abused theirs, Memory of the former will fade. The
latter are classics.

Racine and Corneille would have been able to com-
pose the works of Descartes, of Malebranche, of Bacon.
The soul of the former is with that of the latter. Lamar-
tine and Hugo would not have been capable of com-
posing “Traité de PIntelligence.” The soul of the
former is not adequate to those of the latter, F atuity
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made them lose the central qualities. Lamartine and
Hugo, although superior to Taine, possess only, as he
does—it is hard to make this avowal-secondary fac-
ulties. ‘
Tragedies inspire pity and terror through @uty. Thxs
is something. It is bad. It is not as bad as s modern
lyricism, The “Medea” of Legouvé is preferable to the
collection of the works of Byron, {Zu;a)emlu, Zaccone,
Félix, Gagne, Gaboriau, annrdairc{ Sarden, Goerhe,
Ravignan, Charles l)igutzu.What writer among yﬂu, I
pray, can bear—what is thiss What are these uprisings
of resistance? ~the weight of the monalogue of Augus-
tus? The barbarous vaudevilles of Hugomdo nF)t pro-
claim duty. The melodramas of R:u:inc:; (fummlk?, th»e
novels of La Calprenede, do proclaim it. Lamartine is
capable of writing the “Phedre” of Pradon; I-Iug:f, the
“Wenceslas” of Ruotrou; Sainte-Beuve, rhm.rmgcdxcx of
La Harpe or Marmontel, Musset is‘ablc to invent prov-
erbs, Tragedy is an inveluntary mlstal‘ce, admits strug-
gle, is the first step rowards good, w1l‘l not appear in
this work. It conserves its prestige. Thls is not true of
sophistry—after the mctaphysical.drlv.el of the auto-
parodists of my heroic-burlesque times is over and done
with. ' o
The principle of cults is pride. It is r’ldmjllous to
address Elohim, as did Job, Jeremiah, David, Solomon,
Turquéry. Prayer is a false act. The' best way to please
him is indirect, more in keeping with our strength. It
consists in making our race happy. There‘ are no two
ways of pleasing Elohim. The idca' of virtue is one.
Since virtue in little is also virtue in much, I pcrm}t
mention of the example of maternity. To please his
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mother, a son will not proclaim that he is good, radiant,
that he will behave in a manner deserving of her praises.
He will do otherwise. Instead of saying it himself, he
will make her believe it by his deeds, he casts off
that sadness which swells Newfoundland dogs. We
must not confuse Elohim’s goodness with triviality.
Each is probable. F amiliarity breeds contempt; venera-
tion breeds the contrary. Work destroys the abuse of
feelings.

No reasoner believes contrary to his reason.

Faith is a natural virtue by which we accept the
truths revealed to us by Elohim through conscience.

I know of no greater blessing than to have been born.
An impartial spirit finds it complete,

Good is victory over evil, the negation of evil. If one
sings the good, evil is eliminated by this adequate act.
I do not sing what one must not do. I sing what one
must do. The former does not contain the latter., The
latter does not contain the former.,

Youth pays heed to the counsels of mature age. It
has an unlimited confidence in itself,

I know of no obstacle to oppose the strength of the
human spirit, excepting truth.

Maxims have no need of it for proof. An argument
demands an argument. A maxim is a law which includes
a collectrion of arguments. An argument is perfected
insofar as it approaches the maxim. When it has become
a maxim, its perfection rejects the proofs of the meta-
morphosis.

Doubt is an homage rendered to hope. It is not a
voluntary homage. Hope would not consent to be
nothing but an homage.

Evil arises against good. It could not do less,

[ 326 ]

Lautréamont

It is a proof of friendship to pay no attention to the
growth of that of our friends.

Love is not happiness.

If we had no faults, we should not tz'lke 50 much
pleasure in correcting ourselves, in praising in others
what is lacking in curselves. ' .

Men who have resolved to hate their own kind are
not aware that this must begin by self-hate.

Men who do not duel believe that those who duel to
the death are brave. '

How the degenerates of the novel squat in the shop
windows! For a man losing himself, ss some would_ for
a five-franc piece, it sometimes secems that one might
destroy a book.

Lamartine believed that the fall of an angel would
become the Elevation of a Man. He was wrong to be-
lieve it.

To make evil serve the cause of good, I shall state
that the intentions of the former are bad.

A banal truth contains more genius than the works
of Dickens, Gustave Aymard, Victor Hugo, Landelle.
With these latter, a child, surviving the universe, could
not reconstruct the human soul. With the forrfler, he
could. I suppose he would not sooner or later discover
the definition of sophistry.

The words expressing evil are destined to tak‘e ona
useful significance. Ideas improve. The meaning of
words participates. S

Plagiarism is necessary. Progress unphes: it. It presses
after an author’s phrase, uses his expressions, erases a
false idea, rcplaces it with the correct one.

In order to be well constructed, a maxim does not
require to be corrected. It requires to be developed.
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At the break of dawn, young girls come to gather
roses. A wave of innocence flows through valleys and
capitals, stirs the intelligence of the most enthg’siasrjc
poets, lets fall protection for cradles, crowns for
vouth, belief in immortality for the ageé.

I have seen men weary moralists to discover thejr
hcar{s and bring down upon them the blessing from
on P?Jgh, They emitted the most extensive meditations
possible, making rejoice the Author of our happiness
T'hey respected vouth, age, all thar breathes and dt)cs
not brea'thc, paid homage to womankind, consecrated
to chastity those parts which the body reserves the
right to name. The firmament, whose beauty | admir
the earth, image of my heart, were invoked by me m
ofrdet to discover a man who did not helicwyhimmlf
vn'.tut.)us. The spectacle of this monster hanT he ma-
tenathz::id, vlvloullc(i not have caused me to d’ie of astonish-
ment: death ta i is i
ment; de es more than this, All this is beyond

Reason and sentiment counsel and beseech one an-
other, Who does not know that one of the two, in
renouncing the other, deprives itself of 4] the hel éhat
h;xf; been granted to us for qur guidance, Vnuvmfg‘ uey
said: “a part of the help.” ¢
” Whatever his phrase, mine is based upun personifica-
tions of the soul in sentiment, reason, the one which |
chose at random, would be no better than the other if
I had made them. One can not be rejected by me. Vau-
venargues was able to accept the other, o

When g pljcdcmﬁwr uses in connection with good a
word belonging to evil, it is dangerons that his phrase
should exist beside the other, It is better to leave }to the
word the meaning of evil. To use in connection with
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good a word belonging to evil, one must have the right.
He who uses for evil, words belonging to good does
not possess it. He is not believed. No one would wish
to wear Gérard de Nerval’s tie.

The soul being one, sensibility, intelligence, will,
reason, imagination, may be introduced into the dis-
cussion.

I have spent much time in the study of the abstract
sciences. The few persons with whom I communicated
were not of the stuff to disgust me with them. When I
began to study man, I saw that these sciences belong to
him alone, that I was less well off in penetrating them
than others in their ignorance of them. I forgave them
for not engaging in the study! I did not expect to find
many companions in my study of mankind. That
belongs to him alone. I was strong. There are more
who study him than who study genmetry.

We lose our lives joyfully, providing we do not
speak of it.

Passions dwindle with age. Love, which should not
be classed among the passions, dwindles too. What it
loses on the ane hand it regains on the other. It is no
longer severe with the object of its vows, duing itself
justice: the expansion is accepted. The senses no longer

have their spur to excite fleshly desires. Love of
humanity begins. In the days when a man feels that
he has bhecome an altar decked with his virtues,
makes an accounting of every sorrow, his soul in a
fold of the heart wherein all seems to have birth, he
feels seynething which flutters no more. I have named
memory.

The writer, without separating one from the other,
can indicate the law which regulates each of his poems.
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Some Phjlosophers are more intelligent than some
poets. Spinoza, Malebranche, Aristotle, are not Hégé
stppe Moreau, Malfilatre, Gilbert, And’ré Chénier )

Faus't, Manfred, Conrad are types. They are. not
reasomng types. They are types of agitators,

l?escnptlons are a meadow, three rhinoceri and half
a bier. ‘They can be memory and prophecy. ,The are
not the Pparagraph that I am about to finish, 4

The governor of the soul is not the governor of a
soul. The governor of a soul is the governor of the soul
when these two kinds of sou] are sufficiently confused
to agim} that a governor is a governess JMy in the
imagination of a jesting fool,

Phenomenon passes. T seek laws,
m:‘hec;e are men who are not types. Types are not
b rtll.le ;::ec jlg:::afm permit one’s self to be dominated
_ Judgments on poetry have more value than poet
They are the philmmphy of poetry. Philoso hv- tlfl:fs
understaod, comprises poetry. Poetry cannorpdé ‘with-
out pb};lmqphy. Philosophy can do withent poetry
_ Racine is not capable of condensing his tmg'e;iics
Into precepts, A tragedy is not a precepr. To a similar
éﬁg::-l ; Precept is a more intelligent action than a
Place a goose quill in the hands of a moralist who i
a first-class writer. He will be superior to Ppoets. °

Love of justice is wi
s with most men th
. .4 ec
suffer Injustice. ourage to

War—hide yourself!

Sentiments express happi i e
) ) ppiness, bring smiles. Th
analysis of sentiment expresses happim:ss,g all personalit;
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apart; and brings smiles. The former uplift the soul,
independently of space and duration, up to the con-
ception of humanity considered as itself, in their illus-
trious arms! The latter uplifts the soul, independently
of duration and space, up to the conceprion of human-
ity considered in its highest expression, the will! The
former is concerned with vice and virtue., The latrer
is concerned with virrue alone. Feelings know not the
order of their going. The analysis of feeling teaches
how to know this, increases the vigor of the feelings.
With the former, all is uncertainty. They are ex-
pressions of happiness, of unhappiness, two extremes.
With the latter, all is certainty. It is the expression of
that happiness which results at a given moment from
knowing restraint in the midst of good and evil passions.
It uses its calm to dissolve the description of those
passions in a principle which circulates throughour the
pages: the non-existence of evil. Feelings weep when
they must, as when they must not. Analysis of feeling
does not weep. It possesses a latent sensibility which
takes hold without warning, bears up bevond misery,
teaches to dispense with a gnide, provides a weapon
for combat. Feelings, sign of weakness, are not fecling!
The analysis of feeling, sign of strength, breeds the
most magnificent feelings 1 know. The writer who
permits himself to be taken in by feelings should not
be considered in the same category as the writer who is
taken in neither by feelings nor himself. Youth treats
itself to sentimental lucubrations. Maturity begins to
reason without difficulty. It was necessary anly ro feel,
he thinks. He let his sensations drift: here he gives them
a pilot. If I were to consider humanity as a woman, I
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should not maintain that its youth were in its decline,
that its maturity were approaching. Its spiric changes
for the better. The ideal of its poetry will change.
Tragedies, poers, elegies, will no longer prevail, The
coldness of the maxim will prevail! In Quinault’s time
they could have understond what I have just said.
Thanks to a few sparse glimmerings during the last
few years in magazines and folios, 1 can myself. The
style which I undertake is as different from the style of
the moralists, who merely confirm evil without sug-
gesting a remedy, as this last is not different from
melodramas, funeral orations, odes, and religious
science. There is no feeling of struggle.

Elohim is made in the image of Man.

Many certain things are contradicted. Many false
things are uncontradicted. Contradiction is the sign of
falsity. Uncontradiction is the sign of truth.

A philosophy of science exists. It does not exist for
poetry. I know of no moralist who is a first-rate poet.
This is strange, someone will say.

It is a horrible thing to feel what one possesses slip-
ping away. One becomes attached only with the idea
of finding out if there is not something permanent.

Man is a subject emipty of errors. Everything shows
him the truth! Nothing abuses him. The two principles
of truth, reason and sense, provided they do not lack

sincerity, enlighten one anather. The senses enlighten
reason by real appearances, The same service they
render it, they receive from it Each takes its revenge,
The phenomena of the soul pacify the senses, make
impressions upon them which I will guarantee not to be
vexatious. They do not lie. They do not make the mis-
take of vying with one another,
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Poetry should be made by all. ’I\‘Iotlz) by (é)(e];ngicl)l(z
Hugo! Poor Racine! Poor CopPee.‘ 00T
Poor Boileau! Poor Scarron! All nc%cs. The first
The sciences have twohends \ghachh{‘rilgzgs.f e
i onorance in which man Hnds & If .
l’i"}?eleseleg:nd is that attained by great minds, [fl’w?l; ?;:Ze
been through everything men may krt(fwfl u:;c thc?;
know all, and meet in that same ignorance ;ﬂ: 1t e
departed. It is a learned igmu‘an_cte. which dno&vom thé
Those among them whe, Lt @ etain the orher,
1 ance, have not D€ .
ﬁ;itelgn;irght t’ouch of th_at sufficient sa;nce am;j1 I:;:l—l
tend to wisdom. These will not :goubl:hz eog‘céis , il
1 everything worse than th .
gzgp%‘el,dgi expe?;s, setg the pace of a nation. The others,
who respect it, are no less respected. < decail. As

To know things, one must not know the .
it is finished, our understandings are sound.

Love is not confused with poetry.

is at my feet! _

}in)or;:sreribe thz heavens, the sky, it is not r;ecesésat;};
to carry earthly materials up there. We must erzivorder
earth and its materials there where they ;u:e 11 1 order
to embellish life with its ideal. To speak familarly o
Elohim is an unsuitable buffoonery. .The best \:};}; o
acknowledge him is not to trumpet In }(1115 e;:ln'ts that he
is powerful, that he created the world, tha

; i -eatness. He knows this
maggots compared to his grea

better than we. Men may refrain from_ inf.ormmg hulr;
of it. The best way to ackno.wledge hlrln ;’s tohco}rll:rc:d
humanity, to attribute all to it, to take 1t by the ,
to treat it as a brother. This is truer.
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To* study order, do not study disorder. Scientific
e:f:perlixxcnts, like tragedies, stanzas to my si;%mr thn
gibberish of the afflicred, have no place here b;:l v :

Not all laws are good to state, o

To smdy‘evil in order to produce good is not to
study good itself, A good phenomenon being giv
shall seek out its cause, & gven. 1
. thherto, unhappiness has been described in order to
mspire terror and pity. I shall describe happiness j
order to inspire their contraries, ppiness n

{& logic exists for poetry. It is not the same as that for
phllosophy. Philosophers are not as much as poets
PoFts have the right to consider themselves Pb '
phllosophers. ove

I do not need to occupy myself with what I shall do
later, 1 must do as I do, [ need nor discover what thin
I shall.d1§cw\*¢r later. In the new science, each thing ,
comes in Its turn, such i its excellence. o g
phg;el’f‘hl: the‘ Fstuﬁf of poets in moralists and philoso-

. poet comprises the thinker, Fach caste sus-
pects the mi.wr, dr:w:laps its qualities to the derriment
of those which approach it from the other caste, Th
jealousy of the former will not admit thae oe;s a .
stronger than they. The pride of the latterpdwh o
1{5&{1#‘ incompetent to render justice to more %en*x"t'r%
brains. Whatever be the mtelligence of 1 man ;h .
cedure of thought must be the same for aH’ spe

The ammfxcc of ricks having been Qs;mhfish;ad let no
one be surp?wed to see the same words mmwrinw more
;):Itler; than in their furn: in Lamarrine, the tea%s that
rom the nostrils of his horse, the color of his

mother’s hair. In Hugo, shadow iSO,
of the builig. £0, shadow and disorder form part
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The science undertaken by me is a distinct science
of poetry, I do not sing this latter. I strive to discover
its origin. By the rudder that steers all poetic thought,
billiard-teachers will distinguish the development of
sentimental theses.

The theorem is a mocker by nature. It is not in-
decent. The theorem does not ask to serve as applica-
tion. The application made of it degrades the theorem,
makes it indecent. Call application the struggle against
matter, against the ravages of the mind.

To strive against evil is to do it too much honor. If
I permit men to scorn it, let them not fail to add that
this is all I can do for them.

Man is certain to make no mistakes.

We are not content with the life we have within us.
We wish to live in the ideas of others, in an imaginary
life. We force ourselves to appear as we are. We labor
to preserve this imaginary being, which is none other
than the real. If we have generosity, fidelity, we are
eager not to make it known, in order to attach their
virtues to this being, We do not detach them from our-
selves to bring about this coupling. We are valiant in
order to acquire the reputation of not being poltroons.
Sign of the capacity of our being, to be dissatisfied
with the one without the other, to renounce neither
to one nor the other. The man who did live to preserve
his virtue would be infamous,

Despite the aspect of our greatness, which seizes us
by the throat, we have an instinct which corrects us,
which we cannot repress, which elevates us!

Nature has perfections to show that she is the image
of Elohim, and defects to show that she is not less than

the image.
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It is good to obey laws. The people understand what
makes them just. One does not abandon them. When
their justice is made to depend upon something else, it
is easy to make it doubtful. The people are not sub-
jects for revolt.

Those who are in disorder tell those who are in
order that it is they who depart from nature. They
believe they themselves follow it. There must be an
established point for judgment. Where shall we not
find that point in morality?

Nothing is less strange than the contradictions to be
found in man. He is created to know truth. He seeks
it, When he tries to seize it he is dazzled, confused in
such a manner that there is no arguing with him the
possession of it. Some seek to deprive Man of the
knowledge of truth; others seek to assure him of it
Each is activated by motives so different that they
destroy man’s perplexity. There is no other light than
that to be found in his nature.

We are born just. Each turns to himself. This is the
reverse of order. One should incline toward generality.
The inclination toward self is the end of all disorder, in
war, in economics.

Men, having been able to recover from death, from
misery, from ignorance, have decided, in order to gain
happiness, not to think about them. This is all they
have been able to discover as consolation for so few
evils. A super-rich consolation! It does niot go as far as
curing evil. It conceals it for a little while. By conceal-

ing evil, it makes us think about remedying it. By a
legitimate reversal of man’s nature, we do not find
boredom, which is the most pronounced of his evils, to
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be his greatest good. More than amyt%amgl eibs%;gt;f:
contribute most to the djsco}*ery of his rehabilit h;;
This is all. Amusement, wlluch h:hligoelisn :ﬁggr:sthm
arest benefit, is the very ieast O -

fxﬁiﬁng else, he employs ir in the aem:ur::hw ‘fo»rwa rfet:’lig};
for lis ills. Fach is a cmmtcmjmprm;f f’f nisery, ?Ma.n :
corruption, with the exception of his gx:mtmmé;;* Vian 5
bared, he seeks a multitud'c of uc:gupa'mn’? : ; has an
idea of happiness won; which, ﬁrfdmg itse L\Iw]t» 1" pim,
he seeks in exterior things. He is happy. Unhapp

@

is neither within us not within other creaturcs It is
/ithin Flohim. _
! .Nacure makes us happy in 'all states: our dcﬁfﬁ
depict for us a state of unhappiness. It cangccts‘ et
the state in which we are the sorrows Of‘t e st ¢
which we are not. When we shall arf’waf at}:ﬁst' e
sorrows, we shall not be unlmg?py hfwaum of t t,
shall have other desires in keeping with 2 pewhsta e. .
The strength of reason appears better in those w
understand it than in those who do not. 4 desie to
We are so little presumptuous that we wou Wmmre °
be known upon the carth even by thc?se Whﬁt miozae
when we arg ng morc We are so lirde vm;‘ e '
respect of five persons, OF say sxx,_amgf;es_us, ong 3
Few things console us, ‘M;my 3hmgg afflier us. i
Modesty is 50 narnral in man’s heart that a wgr king
man is careful not to brag, wanis to have‘hxs g;‘ mtrc;s‘;
Philosophers want thcm.‘ Poets sbove al%. T (;s;a:;n ;
write in favor of glory wish to have the glory o ! g
written well. Those who read it w.xsh 0 hn} € tt:ﬁ % n;g;
of having read it, Those who will read it will boast

similarly.
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Man’s inventions increase. The goodness, the malice,
of people in general does not remain the same.

The spirit of the greatest man is not so dependent
that it should be troubled by the least murmur of the
uproar that goes on about it. The silence of a cannon
is not necessary to impede his thoughts. The sounds of
a weather-cock, of a pulley, are not necessary. The fly
does not reason well at present. A man buzzes at its
ears. This is sufficient to make it incapable of good
counsel. If I desire that it should discover truth, 1
should chase away that animal which holds its reason
in check—disturbs that intelligence which governs
kingdoms,

The object of these people who play tennis with
such concentration of mind, such bodily activity, is to
boast before their friends that they have played better
than someone else. Some sweat in their studies to show
the crudite that they have resolved an algebraic equa-
tion hitherto unsolvable. Others expose themselves to
dangers in order to brag of a place that they would
have taken less spiritually, to my mind. These latter
destroy themselves to observe these things. It is not in
order to become less wise through them. It is above all
to show that they understand the solidity of them.
These are the least stupid of the bunch; and they are
conscious of it. One may think of others who would
not be, lacking this consciousness.

The example of the chastity of Alexander has not
created more centinent peoples than that of his
drunkenness has created temperate people. One is not
ashamed of having been less virtuous than he. One be-
lieves one’s self to be not quite among the virtues of
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the common man when one se€s one's self ammgg t‘l;:
virtues of these great men. We hold on to thcrr: yh? ¢
end where they hang on o the pwplc. Hmfvgw. :}: 1§St
they may be, they are united 5tmww“he'm with € *
of mankind. They are not su&pendﬁd in the air, sep "
rated from our society. If they are greater than v:lel, 1t
is because their feet are as high as ours. They are t?is
che same level, rest upon the same c?rth. By lit .
extremity they are as high as we, as children, 2 b
the beasts.
m?Ir':\:l:Ja:st way to petﬁuade is not to persuade,
ir is the least of our errofs. _

{)Ve;zi a thought offers itself to us like a truthmmxt\;
ning through the streets, x_vhen we take the trouble
develop it, we find t%xat itisa covery.

One may be just, if one is not lxxt'mfxn,

The storms of youth precede brilliant days. .

The unconsciousness, dishonor, }c:wdpm., I;a}:r;;: .
contempt of men is xlvon:h money. Liberality multiplies

! £ riches. )
ﬂl?rmznzgz :re honest in their plczxs‘mrm are sincerc
in their business. It is a sign of a mild nature when

ke us human. .
ij';"Shuer er:nrzldemtiorn of great men limits only their
th??: 'dyﬂemive to humans o o.ﬁer chﬁem pr:xisizs which
enlarge only the hounds of their mf:m‘t:«, M nns ?erso:;s
are modest enough to suffer appreciation wit m:;‘ ?a .
Everything should be expected, nothing feared, from

i en.

tmll? :rllle(:'iinand glory do not make men unhappgr, ;hs.lt

which is called unhappiness is not worthy of their
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sorrow. A soul deigns to accept fortune and repose if
the vigor of its feelings and the mainspring of its genius
are to be superimposed.

We value great plans when we feel ourselves capable
of great successes.

Reserve is the apprenticeship of the mind.

We say sound things when we are not trying to say
extraordinary ones.

Nothing true is false; nothing false is true. All is the
contrary of dream, of falschood.

We must not believe that what Nature has made
friendly should be vicious. There has not been a cen-
tury or a people that has not established imaginary
virtues and vices.

We can judge of the beauty of life only by that of
death.

A dramatist can give to the word passion a meaning
of usefulness. He is no longer a dramatist. A moralist
gives any word a meaning of usefulness. He is still a
moralist!

Whoever considers the life of a2 man finds therein
the history of the species. Nothing has been able to
make it evil.

Must I write in verse to separate myself from the rest
of mankind? Charity forbid!

The pretext of those who work for the happiness of
others is that they desire their own good.

Generosity rejoices in the happiness of others as if
she herself were responsible for it,

Order prevails in the human species. Reason and
virtue are not the strongest.
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There are few ingrates among princes. They give all
they can. .

We can love with all our hearts those in whom we
recognize great faults. It would be in.lpertinent to be-
lieve that imperfection alone has the right to please us.
Our weaknesses draw us together as much as that
which is not virtue may do.

If our friends do us a service, we think that as friends
they owe it to us. We do not at all think that they owe
us their enmity.

He who is born to command will command as far
as the throne.

When duties have exhausted us, we think we have
exhausted duties. We say that all may fill the heart of
man. o

Everything lives by action. Thence, communication
among beings, harmony of the universe. This law, so
fertile in MNature, we find to be a vice in man. He is
forced to obey it. Since he cannot exist in repose, we
conclude that he is in his place.

We know what the sun and the heavens are. We
know the secret of their movements. In the hand of
Elohim, blind instrument, unfeeling spring, the world
attracts our worship. The revolutions of empires, the
aspect of the times, the nations, the conquerors of
science, all thar springs from a random atom, Iast§ only
for a day, destroys the speetacle of the universe
throughout the ages. N

There is more truth than error, more good qualities
than bad ones, more pleasures than pains. We like to
control character. We raise ourselves above our kind.
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We enrich ourselves with the consideration with which
we load it. We do not believe we can separate our in-
terest from that of humanity, that we can disparage the
species without compromising ourselves. This ridicu-
lous vanity has filled books with hymns in favor of
Nature. With those who think, mankind is in disgrace.
He is for whomever charges him with the least vice.
When was he not on the verge of uplifting himself, of
reinstating himself in virtue?

Nothing is said. It is too soon since more than seven
thousand years that there have been men. As for
customs, as for all the rest, the least good is set on high.
We have the advantage of working after the ancients,
the wise men among the moderns.

We are susceptible of friendship, justice, compassion,
reason. O, my friends! What, then, is this absence of
virtue?

Inasmuch as my friends do not die, I shall not speak
of death.

To witness our relapses, to observe that our sorrows
have been able to correct our faults, fills us with con-
sternation.

We can judge the beauty of death only by the
beauty of life.

The three final points make me shrug my shoulders
in pity. Is that necessary in order to prove that one is
an intelligent man, in other words an imbecile? As if
light were not as good as shadow, speaking of points!
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