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MALDOROR 
(LES CHANTS DE MALDOROR) 
,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, 
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MAY it please Heaven that reader, emboldened 
and become of a sudden momentarily ferocious 
like what is reading, may trace in safety his 
pathway through the desolate morass of these 
gloomy and poisonous pages.For unless he is able to 
bring to his reading a. rigorous logic and a spiritual 
te11S1.on equal at least to his distrust, the deadly 
emanations of this book will imbibe his soul as 
sugar absorbs water. 

lt 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 
land'i, set your feet the other Listen well to 
what I tell you: set feet other like 
the of a son his gaze req1neC'.'.ttn 
before the august countenance of his mother; or 
rather, like a wedge of flying, cold-tremblinlS 
cranes which in the winter nme. with much medi
tation, fly powerf uUy through the silence, full sail, 
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to~ds a predetermined point in the horizon from 
which of a sudden springs a strange, strong wind, 
ad!ance-s:wird of the tempest. The oldest crane, 
solitary p~ot, shakes her head like a reasoning per
son ~n seemg thj.s and raises a clatter with her beak 
and is uneasy (as I would be in her place) while 
her old bald neck whose falling f eathe~ hav 
~c:as~ed three generations of cranes undulates ::. 
;Imtation as she gives warning of the approach
~ ~tonn._After haying gazed calmly about her on 
. . sides with her WJSe old eyes, this first crane (for 
it JS she who has the privilege of displaying her tail
feathers befor': her less intelligc:nt companions) 
utters the wanung cry of a sorrowing sentinel and 
to repel the enemy which threatens them all alike 
deftl6: pu~ a.bout t!ie point of the geometric figure 
(~ ~ It JS a tnangle, bot one cannot see the 
third Slde fo~ed in space by these curious birds 
of passage) euher to pore or starboard like a skil
ful! captam; and maneuv~ with wings that 
s~em no la!ger than those of a sparrow, she shapes, 
Slnce sh~ JS not. stupid, another course, safer and 
more philosophical. 

Reader~ it is perchance hatred that you would 
have me invoke at the beginning of this work! 
~ow do you kn~w t~a~ you would not snuH it up, 

pped around Wtth limitless sensations of pleasure, 
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as much as you want of it, snuff it up through your 
wide, thin, prideful nostrils, ~g ~your stom
ach like a shark in the fine dark m as iI you under
stood the importance of the action no less than ~e 
importance of your lesitimate appetite as you m
hale the ruddy emananons? I assure you ~e savor 
will rejoice those two malfo~ed holes m your 
hideous snout, 0 monster, if beforehand you 
breathe in three thousand times ~e ac~d c?n
sciousness of the Eternal! Your nostrils, which 
will be enormously dilated wi~ ineffable con~t, 
with motionless ecstacy, will demand nothing 
better of space, no. sweeter perf ~e, no finer 
incense: for they will be sated ~th a complete 
happiness like unto the angels which peacefully 
and magnificently inhabit the pleasant heavens. 

In a few lines I shall establish how Maldoror was 
virtuous during his first years, virtuous and happr.. 
Later he became aware that he was born evil. 
Strange fatality! He concealed his character as best 
he could for many years; but in the en~, because 
such concentration was unnatural to him, every 
day the blood would mount to his head until the 
strain reached a P?int where he c?uld 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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cMaldoror 
braced a young child with rosy cheeks he longed 
to slice olf those cheeks with a razor and he would 
have done it~ times had he not been restrained 
by the thought of Justice with her long funereal 
procession of punishments. He was no liar, he ac
knowledged the truth and admitted that he was 
Cl'}lel. ~umans, <µd you hear? He dares to repeat it 
with this trembling .e.en! Hence it is a force more 
powerful than the will. A curse! Could a stone re
~ the law of gravity? Impomble. Impos&ble that 
evil should fotm an alliaiice with good. I have 
stated this before. 

There are those who write to gain the applause 
of men by inventing noble sentiments of the heart, 
which indc:ed they ~y even po~l3. As for me I 
use ~y Jentus to depict the deliJlhts of cruelty! No 
passmg 1oys these, nor are they false, but they were 
bo~ with !"an an_d will die with him. May not 
~emus ally 1~1f with craelty in the secret resolu
tions of Providence! Or, because one is ~rue~ may 
one ~ot po~ess gemus? The proof of this you will 
find m my utterances: all you have to do is listen 
to me if you will. 

Excuse me: it seemed to me that ~ was 
standing up on my scalp, but it is no · , for I 
can easily ~o<?th !t down again with my hand. 

He who 1S smgmg now does not claim that his 
songs are new. On die contrary, he is proud in the 
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lmowledge th~t all t~e .lofty and wicked thoughts 
of his hero reside w1thm all men. 

All my life I have seen ~w-shouldered ~' 
without ex~:m, perform mn~erable. stupid 
actions, bru · his fellows and ~150~ mmds by 
every conceivable means. The moovanon of s_uch 
behavior he calls, •Glory.' ~eeing these things 
I have desired to laugh with. the others, but 
this strange imitation was impossible for me. I have 
taken a pocket-knife and severed the flesh at the 
spot where the lips come together. For a moment 
I thought to have accomplished my end. I loo~ed 
into a mirror and inspected the mouth I had delib
erately butchered. It was a mistake! The ~l~od 
falling copiously from the two wo~ds made It IDl
possible to distinguish whether thlS was r~y the 
laughter of other men. But after several llll!1u~es of 
comparison I could see clearly that my smile m no 
way resembled human laughter: in other words, I 
was not laughing. . . 

I have seen men, men of hideous aspect with ter
rible eyes set deep in. t~~ir skulls, transcend the 
hardness of rock, the ng1dity of cast steel,, the cru
elty of sharks, the insolence of youth, the ~ensate 
ra e of criminals, the treachery of hypocntes, the 
m~st outlandish clowns, the fo~ce of character of 
priests, the most introverted bemgs, and creatures 
colder than earth or heaven. 
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The moralist wearies of seekinJ their hearts and 
of bringin~ down upon them the unplacable wrath 
from on high. 

I have ~n them all together, now with a power
ful fist r.used towards heaven like that of a child 
already defying its mother, probably ins.eired by 
some sprite from hell, their eyes filled with a re
mone at ~nee burning and hateful, in glacial si
lenc~, ~ not to umeash the mighty and evil 
meditanons that they harbor in their breasts so 
preflallt are they with injustice and horror ~d
aenmg with compassion the God of mercy. ' 

And I ~ave seen them at every moment of the 
day from infancy to .old ag~ while scattering about 
them the most unbelievable insensate curses against 
eve~ . breathing, ~gainst themselves and 
against Providence, prostttute women and children 
and dishonor those parts of the body consecrated 
to modesty. 
. Then.the oceans rise up and drag down the ships 
mto th~ ~epths; hurricanes ~d earthquakes de
stroy buildings; plagues and divers sicknesses deci
mate the praying families. But men are not aware 
of. all this.I have sec:n 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; hypoc?tical sea, im
age of my heart; mysterious-bosomed earth; dwell
ers upo~ other pl~ets; vast universe; God, who 
created 1t all mlignificently, it is you whom I in
voke: show me a good man! But let your grace 
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increase tenfold my natural strength, for at the 
sight of such a monster I might die of astonishment. 
One dies for less. 

One should let one's fingernails grow fo~ fifteen 
days. O, how sweet it is to snatch some ~hild bru
tally from his bed, a child who has nothing as yet 
upon his upper lip, and, \vide-eyed, to m~e a pre
tence of passing your hand smoothly over his brow, 
brushing back his beautiful hair! Then, suddenly, 
when he is least expecting it, to plunge your long 
nails deep into his soft breast in such a manner as 
not to destroy life; for should he die you ~uld not 
later enjoy his sufferings. Then you drink the 
blood, passing your tongue over the wounds; and 
during this time, which should~ as lo~g as ete~
nity lasts, ~e child weeps. Th.ere 1S nothing so deli
cious as his blood, extracted m the manner I have 
described, and still warm, unless it be his tears, 
bitter as salt. 

Man, have you ever tasted your own blood when 
by accident you have cut your finger? How good 
it is, for it is tastdess! Moreover, do you recoll~ct 
how on a certain day amid your sorrowful m~dita
tions you raised your cupped hand to your Sickly 
tear-wet face, and then how inevitably your mouth 
sucked up the tears from that goblet that trembl~d 
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 lover among women 
but the ~hild:s tears are '!lore pleasant t? the palate: 
The child will not deceive you, knowmg 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 (it is probable that I shall never accept 
them, at least from the human nee). 

Well, then:. since your own blood 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 Jiis sublime 
outcries which resemble the pie~ shrieks tom 
from the throats of the d~W. wounded on a battle
field, rnsh away from him like an avalanche· then 
re~ in haste and pretend to be coming ~o his 
llSSIStance. You will unbind his hands with their 
~ollen nerves and ve~ns, th~n res~ore sight to his 
wild eyes, a!ld 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 overliows with joy that you are 
able to console the innocent whom someone has 
hurt! 

"Child, who have suffered such cruel pain: who 
co~d have perpetrated such a crime upon you, a 
cnme for which I can find no name! Wretched in
fant, how you must have suffered! And if your 
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mother knew of it she would be no nearer to death 
(so greatly dreaded by the guilty) than I am at this 
moment. A.las! What is good and what is evil? Are 
they one and the same ?1ing, by which we savar,ly 
bear wimess to our lDlpotence and our passion 
to attain the infinite, even by the most insensate 
means? Or are they two different things? Yes ••. 
they had better be one and the same, for if they 
are not what will become of me on the Day of 
Judgment? 

Clilld, forgive me! It is be who now contem
plates your noble and sacred countenance who 
broke your bones and tore the ftesh that hangs from 
your body. Was it a delirium of my ailing reason? 
Was it a secret instinct, umelated to judgment, 
like that of an eagle rending its prey, tha.t Iorced 
me to commit this crime? And yet I too suffered as 
much as did my victim! Child, forgive me! Once 
I am rid of this aansitory life I want us to be joined 
torther 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 ~hall rend my flesh unceasin"ly 
with teeth and nails. I shall deck my body with 
scented ~lands for this expiatory holOcaust, 
and we stiall suffer together, you from rending me 
and I from being tom ••• my mouth pressed for
ever upon your mouth. 0 child, 0 golden-haired, 
gentle-eyed child, will you do as l counsel you 
now? In spite of yourself I want you to do it, and 
you will soothe my conscience." 
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Having spoken thus you will at once have done 
inj_ury to ~ ~uman being and be ~oved by that same 
beini: this 11 the greatest happmes the mind can 
conceive. 

Later )'OU can take the child to a h~ital, for 
the cripJ?,le will be unable to earn his livelihood. 
They Will call yon a good man and wreaths of 
Jaurel and medlJs of gold will hide your naked 
f~. 0 you '!h~ nam~ I will not inscribe upon 
this page which JS dedicated to the sanctity of 
crim~ I know that your pardon will be as all-em
bracmg as the universe. But I: I still exist! 

I have made a pact with prostitution in order to 
sow disorder among families. I .remember the night 
that preceded this dangerous alliance. I saw hero.re 
me .a tomb. I heard a glowworm, large as a house, 
•~tome: 

"I Will be your light. Read the inscription. It is 
not from me whence comes this supreme com
mand." 

A vast bloodred radiance at the appearance of 
which my j~ws chattered and my arms fell power
Ies. to my ndes, sp~d out thrciugh the air to the 
horimn. I leaned against a ruined wall for I felt 
myself falling, and I .read: ' 

"Hen: lies a child who died consumptive. You 
know why. Pray not for him." 
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Many men perhaps would not have had my 

courage. Meanwhile a naked and beautiful w~an 
came and lay down at my feet. Sad-faced, I said to 
her: 

1'Y ou may arise." 
I offered her the hand with which a fratricide 

disembowels his sister. The fdowworm said to me: 
"You: take a stone and kin her." 
"Why?" I asked. 
"Beware " he said to me, ')'ou are the weaker 

for I am 1the stronger. This woman is called 
Prostitution." 

Tears rushed to my eyes, rage to my heart, and 
I felt an unknown po...,er born within me. I seized 
a great rock and after a struggle raised it barely to 
tile level of my breast. I ba1.anced it upon.my shoul
der. I climbed to the sunurut of a mountam: thence, 
I crushed the glowworm. Its head was forced into 
the earth to the ~eight o! a man; the stone bo~ded 
into the air as hifh as six churches and fell mto a 
lake the waters o which momentarily sank, whirl
ing, hollowing into an immense inverted cone. 
Then the confusion subsided, the bloody glare was 
no more. 

"Alas, alas!" shrieked the naked and beautiful 
woman, "what have y:ou done?" 

"I prefer you to him," I replied, "because I 
pity the unfonunate. It is not your fault that eter
nal iustice created you." 

"Some day," she said, "men will render me jus
tice. I will say no more. Let me go and conceal my 
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infinite sorrow at the bottom of the sea. Only you, 
and the loathsome monsters that haunt those 
murky depths, do not despise me. You are good. 
Farewell, you who have loved me!" 

Andi: 
"Farewell, again farewell! I shall love you al

ways. From today l abandon virtue!,, 
It is for this reason, 0 peoples of the earth, 

that when you shall hear the Wlllter wind sighing 
over the sea and along its shores, or across the great 
cities which long ago were decked in mourning 
for me, or through the icy polar regions, you shall 
say: 

"That is not the spirit of God passing. It is only 
the bitter sigh of Prostitution min«led with the 
solemn groans of the Montevidean. ' 

Children, it is I who tell you this. And so, full of 
pity, fall upon your knees; and let mankind, 
more numerous than lice, offer up long prayers. 

By moonlight in lonely places near the sea when 
you are plunged in bitter reflections you see that 
everything assumes a yellowish appearance, vague, 
fantaStic. The tree-shadows, now Swift now sfow, 
c~ hither and yon as they flatten themselves 
agamst the earth. Long ag-o when I was borne 
upon the wings of youth this seemed strange to me 
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and made me dream; now I am used to it. The wind 
murmurs its langorous strain throuish the .leaves 
and the owl intones his sad complaint while the 
hair of those who hear stands on ~nd. . 

Then infuriated dogs snap their cha.ms and es
cape from distant farms; they rush throu~h the 
countryside, here, there and everywhere, m t~e 
grip of madness. Suddenly they stop, tum their 
fiery eyes in all directions, savagely ~easy, and, 
as elephants in the desert before dym~ ~ast o°:e 
last glance towards hea"..en, d~sperately liftmg,their 
trunks, their ears hangi~g limp, so ~he dogs ears 
droop and they raise their heads: their necks swell 
horribly and one'by one they commence to howl, 
like a child crying from hunger, or a cat wounded 
in the stomach up on the roof, or a w?m~n ab?ut 
to be delivered of a child, or a plague v1com dying 
in the haspital, or a young girl singing a divine mel-

ody. h 
The dogs howl at the northern stars, at t e 

eastern stars, at the southern stars, _at the ~estern 
stars; at the moon; at the moun~a~ns ~hich at a 
distance resemble ~iant rocks rechrung m the shad
ows; at the keen air they breathe ~ deep lun!fuls, 
burning and reddening their nostrils; at t.he s ~nee 
of the night; at an owl, ~ho~e slan~mg fttg~t 
brushes the dogs' muzzles as. •t :wings sw_if~y on its 
way carrying a rat or a frog m its beak, living food, 
sweet morsel for the fledglings; at the hares th~t 
vanish in the wink of an eye; at the r~bbe~ who IS 
galloping away on his horse after his cnme has 
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bee~ done; at t~e snakes, rustling in the briars, 
~g the dogs ~esh creep and their teeth grit; 
at theu own ~owlings, which scare themselves; at 
the. to~ds which they crush with a single snap of 
theu J&WS (why are these toads so far from the 
marshes?); at the trees whose gently-cradled 
leaves are so many mysteries that the dogs cannot 
unde~d, t!1at they would penetrate with their 
steady, m~gent eyes; at the spiders suspended 
between therr own legs, who cliriib the trees to es
cape; at the crows wlio have found nothing to eat 
all day and return to their nests with weary wings· 
at ~he ~<?cks on the shore; at the lights on the mas~ 
of invisible vessels; at the heavy sound of the sea. 
at the great fish, which as they swim reveal theu; 
black backs before plunging again into the depths· 
and at Man who makes slaves out of dogs ' 

¥ter ~ this t_hey scamper over the co~tryside 
ag:un, leaping with their bleeding feet over ditches 
and pathways! fields, pastures and steep rocks. 
You. would think they were mad with rabies and 
se~king sor;ne vast pond in which to assuage their 
thirst. Theu endless howlinj horrifies nature. Alas 
fo! th~ wayfarer! These fnends of the cemeteries 
will fling .tli~elves ~pon him, tear him to pieces, 
devour him with theu blood-dripping jaws· for 
the.d~ have sharp teeth. Wild animals, not~ 
to invite themselves to share this feast of ftesJf 
~ trembling away. After many hours the 

?f-11 wc:ary of racing hither and yon, almost ex
pmng, their tongues lolling out of their mouths, 
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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 dogs in the fields, hide7ourself beneath your 
blankets, don't make a jest o what they are doing: 
they have the insatiable thirst for the infinite, like 
you, like me, like the rest of us human beings with 
our long, pale faces. I will even permit you to stand 
at the window and see this spectacle, which is 
rather magnificent." 

Since that rime I have respected the dead 
woman's wish. I, even as the dogs, feel a yearning 
for the infinite ••• 1 cannot, I cannot satisfy that 
hunger! 1 am the son of a man and a woman, from 
what they tell me. This astounds me . . . I had 
thou$ht 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 have. been the 
son of a female shark, whose hunger is the friend of 
the tempest; and of a tiger, whose cruelty is ac
knowledged: I would be less evil. 

You who now are gazi_ng upon me: stand back, 
for my breath exhales poison. No one yet has seen 
the ~een furrows in my forehead, nor the pro
uuding bones of my emaciated face, resembling 
the bones of some great fish, or the rocks which 
cover the seashore, or the rugged Alpine moun
tains which I climbed often when my hair was of 

[ 15 ] 



c.Maldoror 

a different color. And when I wander with burn
ing .eyes .and hair whipped by tempestuous winds. 
durmg nights of storm, lonely as a stone in the mid
dle of the mad, around the habitations of men, I 
cover my blighted face with a bit of velvet black as 
the soot that coats the chimney. No eyes may dwell 
upon the ugliness that the creator, with a grin of 
potent hatred, has afflicted upon me. 
Ev~ morning, when the sun rises for others 

spreading joy and wholesome warmth every
where, I crouch in my beloved cave in a state of 
~ that intoxicates me like wine: I stare into 
the shadowy wastes of space and I tear my breast 
to ribbons with my sttong hands. Yet I do not feel 
overcome with rage! And I do not feel that I 
am suffering alone! But I do feel that I am 
breathing! Like a condemned man ~ his 
muscles while re.ftecting upon their destiny bow
ing that he is about to mount the scaffold,' I Stand 
upright on my straw pallet, my eyes closed, and I 
turn my head slowly from right to left; from left 
to right, for whole hours on end. I do not fall stone 
dea~. From time to time, when my neck cannot 
contmue to turn farther in one direction, when it 
stops to return in the opposite direction, I look 
~ly towards the horizon, peering through the 
few spaces leh by the bushes covering the entrance 
to my ca':e· .I see ~othing! No~ •.. unless it be 
fi~ldS. whirling with trees and long files of birds 
wmgmg through the air. All this disturbs my blood 
and my brain. ••. Who is it beating upon my head 
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with a bar of iron like a hammer beating upon an 
anvil? . . 

I propose to proclaim in a loud voice and with-
out emotion the cold and grave chant ~t you ~e 
about to hear. Consider carefully ~hat ~t con~ 
and guard yourself a~ the ~ul imprasaon 
it cannot fail to leave like a blight upon your 
troubled imagininp. Do not believe that I am on 
the point of death for I am not yet a skeleton and 
old age does not rest ueon my b!'°w. Co~uently 
let us reject any idea of companng me with a ~an 
at the moment when its life is about to take~; 
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 I am n~ criminal ...• But enough o! that. 

Not long ago I saw the sea once aP,ID and. trod 
upc>n the bridges of ships; my memones of it are 
as lively as if it had all happened yesterday. If you 
are able, however, be as cilm as I am as yo~ rea~ 
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 ~ul 
is inseparable from mine; you, the most ~unf~ 
creature upon the terrestrial globe; .you, chief tam 
of a seraglio of four hundred sucking-cues; yo~ 
in whom are nobly enthroned as though m th~ 
natural habitat, by a common .a~eement and with 
an indestructible bond, the divme graces and the 
sweet virtue of communication: wliy are you not 
with me, your belly of quicksilver pressed to my 
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breast of aJwninnm the two of . . 
gether upon a rock by th h us sitting here to-
the spectacle I adore' es ore as we contemplate 

Ancient ocean, ~ d 
somewhat those bluish m~'k:v~ ' you resemble 
the battered backs of cabin tx! at one sees upon 
bruise infilcted upon th bod- ysf ; you are a Vast 
comparison At th e . Y 0 earth: I love this 
of sadness that mi ~~sight of you a long breath 
bland ze h g t e the munnur of your own 
lea . .P yffr passes over the deeply moved soul 

vmg me aceable scars, and recall ' 
memories of those who love o y~: to the 
not always aware of it the lrude o~h they are 
when fuSt he d h ' ongms of man 
that has neve~~~e~ a~~:ce of the sor~ow 
ocean! · Ute you, anaent 

• Ancient ocean, your hannonious . . 
mg the grave countenance of sphere, re1.01c
me too much of man's littl geo!Deay, .reIDJnds 
semblin th f e eyes, in paltnness re
b. d . gth os.e o the boar and those of the ninl.t 
tr in e etrcular pen . f -~ .. -

Yet man has thought him e~bn o tif their contour. 
the centuries As fo Ise eau ul throughout 
in his beau · 0Jr fr~ pr~e that he believes 
not really b ty utifuJ m pnde, but that he is 
wh d ea and that he suspects this, for 
felly oes he ~ntemplate the countenance f his 

ow-man with so m h o 
ancient ocean! uc scorn? I salute you, 

Ancient ocean, y h 
always equal to o':s~e t e ~bol of identity: 
change, and if v~r If. Essennally you never 

J waves are somewhere lashed 
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into fmy, elsewhere they arc stilled in the most 
complete peace. You arc not like men, who linger 
in the street to watch two bulldogs tearing at el.ch 
other's throats but who hurry on when a funeral 
~;who in the morning may be reasonable and 
in 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 hungry eyes of the 
natural sciences: you arc modest. Man praises him
self constantly, and for what trifies! r salute you, 
ancient ocevi! 

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. H a piece of land 
is inhabited 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 family of human beings is a Utopia worthy of 
the meanest logic. Furthermore, from the spectacle 
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~ your fruitful breasts the idea of ingratitude 
IS suggested, for we think of those innumerable cnts un~rateful enough to the Creator to aban-

. the lrliit of their wretched unions. I salute you, 
anaent ocean! 

Ancient ocean, )"Our material vasmess may be 
compared only with the active natural force that 
was nec~a.ry to beget your total mass. A crlance is 
not.sufficient ~o encompass you. To envisk.n your 
en~ty the sight must revolve its telescope in a 
connnu_?us ~ovement towards the four points of thi honzon, J~ as a mathematician when he re
so v~ an equation must examine various possible 
soluttons b.e!ore attacking the ~roblem. Man de
vours nutntJ.ve substances and, m order to appear 
fat, makes other e1fom '!orthy of a better cause. 
~the beloved bullfrog inflate itself to its heart's 
desire. Be calm: it will never equal you in size. At 
least I ~ppose not. I salute you, ancient ocean. 

Ancient ocean, your waters are bitter. Th 
hay~ exactly the same flavor as the gall distilled ~ 
cntlcs upon the fine arts, the sciences, upon all If 
th~. should be a man of genius they make him ~ut 
an ~diot. If someone should have a beautiful body 
he IS called a hideous hunchback. Indeed, it must 
be that man f~ls hi~ in_iperfections strongly (three 
quart~i:s ?f which, mc1dentally, are his own fault) 
to cn~cize himself thus! I salute you, ancient 
ocean. 
th ~ncient ocean, men, despite the excellence of 

eir methods and assisted by scientific means of 
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inv.estigation, have not yet succeeded in plumbing 
the dizzy depths of your abyss. ~ ou have pro
fundities that the longest and heaviest soun~ 
have recognized inaccessible. To do so is granted 
to fish, but not to mankind. I have often aslted my
self which is the easier to recognize: the depth of 
the ocean or the depth of the human heart! Often 
as I stand watching the ships, my hand to my brow 
while the moon sw~ askew between the masts, 
I have surprised m~lf, blind to ~er~ing but 
the goal I was pursuing, 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 
cenain degree swing the balance in favor of one 
or the other of these solutions, I should be allowed 
to 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 sixt}': 
and the world never failed to exclaim: "They did 
good on this earth. That is to say, they praCtised 
charity, that is all. They were not wicked. Anyone 
could do as much." Who may understand why two 
lovers who idolized one anOther the night before 
will quarrel over a single misunderstood word and 
ftee 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 delight not onl . h 
tunes of mankind b Y mt e general misfor-
friends, while at the ut ~o those of our dearest 
Here is an irrefutahle time we suffer for them? 
series: man says h e e~ble to terminate the 
no. Thus it is that rewnd~ y, yes; and. thinks, 
so much confidence in o ars of humanity have 
centered J>..... h l neanotherandarenotself-

.,..~;c 0 ogy hasalongw 1 you, ancient ocean 1 ay to go. salute 
Ancient ocean, you ar 

have learned this at th . e so powerful that men 
th h eJ..r own ernP In . 

. ey ave employed all the resou-;.{wnse, . vam 
mus •.. they cannot eosl es of thett ge-
their master. I say that tbve ku. "[hey have found 
stronger than tli 'T'L! ey ve .I.ound something 
This ey. ... ms something h 
. . na!De is: the oceanf Such is th f as a name. 
lllSpll'e m them that the e ear that you 
that you to~ their hea :Y respe~ you. In spite of 
grace! elegance, and e~~ :achines around with 
robancally into the hea make them leap ac
plunge into the very d ve: ~d you make them 
professional tumbler w'? o ~our domains: a 
Happy are th whom uld be Jealous of you. 
in your boilinj' coils, ~odo .not envel~p utterly 
Watery guts without be fi WU1$: them mto your 
how the fishes are doing.ne t :f ~ads to find out 
how they themseJ ' an more lmportant still 
more intelligent thanves thare doing. Man says: "I am 

e ocean " Thi · · even n:iore or le~ true. But the . . s JS.possible, 
~read m him than he in the ocean IDspues more 
JS necessary Th · . ocean. No proof of this 

. at patnarchal observer, contem-
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porary of the first epoch of our suspended globe, 
Smiles pityingly when he contemplates the naval 
battles of nations. Here are a hundred leviathans 
i§ued from the hands of humanity. The sharp 
commands of the officers, the shrieks 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 
cnes 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, 0 greatest of celibates, as you 
wander amid the solemn solitudes of your quiet 
kingdoms you are justly proud of your native mag
nificence and of the justifiable eulogies I am eager 
to off er you. Voluptuously cradled by the gentle 
fiow 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 accompaniment of the melancholy 
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sound of breaking foam, wamintf 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 p~rimage. I wollld that 
human majesty were but tiie reflection of your 
own. I ask much, and this sincere wish is a glory 
f'?r Y?U. Your moral s.rea-?1C3t image of the infi
nite; JS vast as the meditations of a philosopher, as 
the love of a woman, as the heaverily beauty of a 
bird. as the thoughts of a 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 rour livid claws and tear youmelf 
out a pathway m f.?Ur 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 hia:h and ter
rible, surrounded by your tortuous coils as by a 
royal court, magnettc and wild. rolling your waves 
one upon the other full of the consciousness of 
what you are; and when you give utterance from 
the depths of your bosom as if you were suffering 

[ 24] 

~ autreamont 

the pangs of some intense remorse which I have 
been unable to discover, to that perpetual heavy 
roar so greatly feared by men even wh~n, uem: 
bling on the shore, they contemplate you m safety. 
then I can perceive that I do not possess that stg-
nal right to name myself your equal. . . 

Hence in the presence of your supenonty I 
would bestow u~ you.all my l?ve (!'11a none~~ 
know how much love IS contaaned m my aspn 
tions towards beauty) if you would not make me 
reflect sadly upan my fellow men, who firm ~h~ 
most ironical contrast to you, ~e most. c owms 
antithesis that has ever been seen in creanon. 

I cannot love you, I detest you. Why do 1 ~tum 
~ the thousandth tune. to your friendly 

to you, 1or . b th""•P 
which part to caress my bummf row, ..... 

~ contact extin~hing my fever. 1 ~ow not 
o~ secret destiny. All that concerns yo~ mterests 

~e. Tell me whether you are the d":elbng-place 
of the Prince of Darkness. T~ me t~ ocean •.• 

:II me~=°;,!~~~:=!,~~";~ 
b:::ch of Satan treates i~ tempests that~~ y~ 
sal waters up to the clouds. You m~ te me 
be~use I should love to know that hell IS so close to 

°j1desire that this should be the last verse of my 
invocation. So, just once more:, 1 would salu~~~ 
and bid you farewell! ~c1ent ?cean, c .. J .... ~-

d. My eyes fill with copious tears and I 
::: no~ ~e strength to proceed.for I feel that the 
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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 
eanh. I salute you, ancient ocean! 

. Yo~ will not see me at my last hour (I am writ
ing this on my death-bed) surrounded with priests. 
I wish to die cradled upon the waves of the stormy 
sea or standing upon a mountain •.. my eyes di
rected not upwards. I know that my annihilation 
will be complete. Moreover, I 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 
~ I and m?re pleasant to l~ok aeon), be unde
ceived. Let him draw near. It 1S a winter night, the 
elements battle on all sides, and the child contem
pla~es some c~e against one of his playmates, if 
he 1S as I was dunng 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 
eag~ for my death. I shall again gloat secretly ove; 
the mnumerable examples of human wickedness (a 
brother loves to watch unseen the actions of his 
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brothers). The eagle, the crow, t~e immortal peli
can the wild duck, the wandenng crane, ~wak
ened shuddering with cold, will see me pass 1!1.the 
glare of lightning, a horrible and ~PPY appannon. 
They will not understand what 1t means. On the 
ground, the snake, the great eye of the toad, the 
tiger, the elephant; in the sea, the whale, the shark, 
the hammer-fish, the shapeless ray, th~ cusked ~a
lion, all will ask the~elves what is this contradic
tion of the laws of nature? Man, uembling, will 
whim~ and bow his head to the ground. 

"Yes I surpass you all in my il1herent cruelty, 
crueley the suppression of which does not depend 
upan myself. ls it for this reason that Y?u. prostrate 
yourselves bef o~e m~ thus? <?r rather IS it because 
you see me flymg like a fnghtful cornet-novel 
phenomenon-through blood-Streaked ~pace?" 

(A rain of blood is falling from my nughty body 
like the ebon cloud that heralds the hurncane) • 

"Fear naught, my children, .I shall not cu:;ou. 
The evil you have done me IS too great,. too 
great is the harm I have done you, that it should 
have been involuntary. You ~a~e gone your way 
and I have gone minf, both similar a~d bot~ p~~
verse. NeceSsarily we must have met m that siffiili
tude of character. The resultant shock has been 
fatal to both of us." 

Then the people slowly raise their h~ds and,~
~g their cour~g~, stretch. out their necks like 
snails to see who 1t is ad~ressmg th~ th~. Sud
denly their burning, romng faces, displaying the 
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most awful of passions, writhe in such grimaces 
that wolves worild 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 eanh 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, wimess once again of 
the consequences of pas&on. My thanks, 0 Rhi
nolophus with your snout sunnounted 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 a 
pass~ 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? 

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

"Mr, 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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ra ed to have a son in whom we should be 
P Y . d h would be the prop of our old born again an w o 
~~,, d ,1 remember, and Go~ heard us. We ~av:!h 
nothing to complain of m our lot on this . . 
Each day we bless Providence for her be!1efact1~; 
Our Edward possesses all th~ Fees ~f his mot~er. 

"And the masculine qualines of his father. 
"Here are the scissors, mother. I found them at 

l " 
asHe returns to his work. But someone has ~-
eared at the door and for a few momei;its e 
~er watches the picture_l~g before~ eyes. 

"What does this scene signity? There exist many 
ersons less bappy than these are. ~at ~gument 

~o the give themselves to explain therr. love of 
life? lake yourself off,_ Maldoror,,!rom this peace
ful hearth! Your place is not here. 

He has gone! 
"I don't know why it should be, but ~ fe~ human 

faculties at war in my~~ My ~ul 15 distressed, 
I know not why. The air 1S heavy· 

"Wife, I feel the same mysdf. 1 f~ar.that so~e 
ill-fortune will overtake us. Have faith m God, m 

h " Him lies the supreme ope. . 
"Mother, I can hardly breathe. My head pains 
,, 

m~;You too spn! I will moisten your brow and 
' . . " your temples with vinegar. 

"No, mother dear." . 
See how he leans back in his chair' exhausted. 
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"Something is going on inside me that I cannot 
explain. Now the slightest~ upsets me." 

"How pale you are! This everung will not end 
before some baneful event plunges the three of us 
into the lake of d~air!., 

I h~ in the distance prolonged shrieks of the 
most poignant agony. 

"My son!,. 
"Oh, mother, I am frightened!,, 
"Tell me quickly if you are in pain." 
"Mother, I am not m pain, I am not telling the 

truth." 

The 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 
i~ is possible t? hear them three leagues away ear
ned by the wmd from one city to another. I have 
often heard of this phenomenon but I have never 
before had the opportunity of judging its truth for 
myseH. Wife, you were speaking of misfortune. 
If .a mo.re: rea! ~o~e existed within the long 
sp1C3l of rune it 1S the IlllSfortune of whoever is now 
disturbing the sl~ of his fellowmen." 

I h~ in the diStance prolonged shrieks of the 
most poignant agony. 

0 H.eaven grant that his birth be not a calamity 
for his country, which has thrust him from its 
bosom. He wanders from land to land, hated by all. 
8?me say that he h:is been .a victim of some special 
kind of madness smce childhood. Others believe 
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that he is of an extreme and instinctive c~elty, of 
which he himself is ashamed, and that his parents 
died of grief because of it. There are thos~ who 
maintain that in his youth he was branded with an 
epithet and that he has been ~consolable f?r ~he 
rest of his existence because his wounde~ digruty 
perceives there a flagrant proof of the wt~kedn~ 
of mankind, which manifests itself dur~ !herr 
earliest years and grows continually. This epithet 
was The Vampire! . 

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

"They add that night and day w1~out rest nor 
respite horrible nighrmares cause hlill to b~eed 
through the ears and mouth; and that ghosts Sit at 
the head of his bed and, driven despite themselves 
by an unknown force, Bing in his face, now.sof~y, 
now in tones like the roar of battle, and w1t? 1.01-

placable persistence, that loathsome and p~t 
epithet, which will perish only when th~ umve~e 
perishes. Some say that love broug~t him to this 
state; or that his cries are t~e expr~<non of r~morse 
for some crime, shrouded m the mght 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 shrieks of the 
most poignant agony. 

"My son, these are very exceptional confidences. 
I am sorry that you sho~d have ~e~d them at yo~ 
age, and I hope you w\11 never mutate 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 stay.ed up very late." 
"I have not yet finished the chapter I began. Let 

us take advantage of the last moments of die 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 columns, 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 surrounaed with an atmosphere com~sed 
of the perfumed essences of the sweetest-smClling 
Bowers." 

~autreamont 

"It is time to repose the body and the mind. 
Arise mother of my family, on your strong legs. 
It is j~ that your stiffening fingers should releas~ 
the needle of overwork. Exuemes ~e not ,good. 

"Ob, how smooth will be your eXJSt.ence. 1. shall 
"ve you a magic ring. When you~ the.Jewel 
~ou Will become invisible like the pnnces m the 
fairy tales." . . 

"Put your daily tools away ~ t~~ protectlve 
closet, while I clear away my t~m~. . . . 

"When you twist it back to its or1gmal posinon 
you will reappear as nature fashioned you, 0 
young magician. This is,~ecause I love you and 
hope to make you happy. . 

"Go away, whoever you are. Do not seize me by 
the shoulders." 

"My son do not fall asleep, cradled by the 
dreams of cbildhood. The evening prayer has not 
yet begun and your clothes are not yet carefully 
folded upon a chair. On our knees! E~e~al Creator 
of the Universe, Thou showest Thh~ne 1~exhaust
ible goodness even in the smallest t mgs. 

"Then you do not love th~ l.impid streams whe~e 
thousands of tiny fish are glidmg, red, blue an_d sil
ver fish? you shall catch them _with so ~e~u~1ful a 
net that it will attract them of itself unt1l 1t is full. 
From the surface you shall see brilliant pebbles 
more highly polished than m~ble." . 

"Mother, see those claws. I dist~t hi~. But ~h 
conscience is clear for I have nothing with wh1c 
to reproach myself." 
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."Thou seest us prostrate at Thy feet, overcome 
with the sense o! 1}1y g~mess,. If some prideful 
t!iought sh~uld. lilSlllUate 1~elf into. our imagina
nons, we reJect 1t at once with the spittle of disdain 
and make unto Thee the irremissible sacri1ice." 

"You will b~the t~ere with young girls who will 
embra~e you m their arms .. Then they will deck 
you with roses and carnanons. They will have 
~nspare~t butterfiy wings and long waving 
hair ftoanng around the sweetness of their 
brows.'' 

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

"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 
o! your ple~re .. If you desire the ever-restless 
birds, they Wiii bnng them to you. If you desire a 
~ach of snow to carry you to the sun in the twin
kling of an ~ye, they will bri~g it to you. What will 
they not bnng you! They will even bring you the 
stag-beetle, as tall as a 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-

d . 1" 
self ••• heed my~ vice. . 

"Do as you wish. I shall not interrupt my P.ray-
ers to call for help. Even thou~h your body evapo
rates when I try to thrust it aside, know that I have 
no fear of you.'' . 

"Before Thee nothing is great unless it be the 
flame of a pure heart." . 

"Think over what I have told you or you will 

fe2tet it, II 
· "t'Heavenly Father, desuoythe sorrows that may 
descend upcn our family." . . . 11 

"Then you will not go away, evilspmt? 
"Preserve my beloved wife who has been the 

consolation of my despondency." 
"Since you refuse me, I shall m~e you scr~ 

and grind your teeth like a man who IS banged. . 
"And this beloved son of mine, whose chaste lips 

have scarcely opened to the kisses of life's mom-
. " 
~;Mother he is choking me! Father, save me! I 

' I Y bl . 1" can no longer breathe. our essmg. . 
A mighty cry of irony rises. up into the air. See 

how the eagles fall from the highest cl~uds stnpe-
6.ed, literally blasted by the column of~· . 

"His heart beats no more. And my wife has died 
at the same moment as the frui~ of her wo~b -
fruit that I can no longer reco8Il!Ze so greatly 1S ~e 
disfi~ed. My wife! My son! I remem~~r a dis-
tant time when 1 was husband and father. . 

He told himself, before the scene that offered 1t-
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~.to his eyes, that he would not support this in
Justlce. If the power accorded him by the inf emal 
dCID:ons, or ra~er the power he draws out of him
self, be. effecnve, then before the night has passed 
that child should be no more. 

al He who knows ~ot how .to weep (for he has 
ways repressed his suffering within himself) 

happened to find himself in Norway. In the Faroe 
l~ands he took Pat;~ a search for the nests of sea
birds among preC1p1toos crevasses, and he was 
amazed th~t tbe rope, three hundred metres in 
length, which suppons the explorer over the ab 
was chosen for such great strength He · thi~' strikin · saw m s 
a g ~l~ of human goodness, and he 
could not believe his eyes. Had it been he who had 
prep9.!ed the rope ~e would have nicked it in vari
othus hplaces ~o that it would break and precipitate 

e unter into the sea! 
One evening he visited a cemetery and the 

youths who find their pleasure in vioiatin the 
~orpses of beautiful women recently dead !c,uld, 
if theY. would, have overheard the followin con
v~rsa~on that t~ok place together with thegscene 
0 .~ction th~t will unfold at the same time. 

. Grave-digger, would you not like to converse 
fth me? A sperm-whale raises itself gradually out 
o the sea's depths and shows its head above the 
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water in order to see the vessel that passes by this 
solitary place. Curiosity was born with the uni-

verse." 
''Friend, it is impossible for me to exchange ~d_eas 

with you. The soft moonbeams have been shining 
down upon these marble tombs for a long time 
now. It lS the silent hour when more than one hu
man bein~ dreams he sees the apparition of women 
loaded with chains, trailing their shrouds, covered 
with spots of blood as an ebony sky is with stars. 
The sleeper cries out like one condemned to die, 
until he awakens and discovers that reality is three 
times worse than dream. I ought to finish digging 
this ~rave with my tireless spade tha~ it may be in 
readiness for tomorrow. To accomplish an nnr,or
tant task one should not do two things at once. ' 

"He thinks that digging a grave is an important 
task! Do you believe that digging a grave is an im-

portant task?" 
"When the wild pelican resolves to off er his 

breast to his children to devour, having for wimess 
only him who was able to create so great a love that 
men were put to shame, although the sacrifice be 
great the action is understandable. When a youth 
sees a woman whom he adored in the arms of his 
friend, he smokes a cigar. He stays in his house and 
forms an insoluble friendship with sorrow. This 
action is understandable. When a pupil in a board
ing-school is dominated for years which seem cen
turies, from morning till night and from night till 
morning, by an outcast of civilization whose eyes 
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are constantly upon him he feels 
of an inveterate hatred ~h to histumb .ullik~ous floods 
fog til his h ram ea heavy 

un ead seems about to burst F h 
moment when he was .. L_ • • • rom t e 

Lll('OWD mto bnson until th mo~ent yet to come when h ill · .e 
face JS yello ed b . e w e liberated his 
his brow an: holl~,: ~tense fever~hich furrows 
because h will his eyes. At rught he .. 1.: .. 1_ 

e not sleep By d his th ~ 
over the walls of this h~ {': . .oughts leap 
that moment wh h h me 0 srupidity to meet 
pel him Jik J en fe s all ~cape or they shall ex
This . e a eper rom this ever1astin l . 

action is understand bl D' . g c OJSter. 
quently transcends the £ e. ig~ a grave fre-. 
would you mnn... orces 0 nature. How 
which firs ' -:f-~ .J..: er, that the pick tear up this soil, 

t eeus us and then pro 'd . 
commodious bed sheltered f hvt ~us WI~ a 
that blow with such ~ . rhm t. e wmter Winds 
he 'Yho grasps the ick in~ ~C:b1o/ lands, when 
~ying lingered :idday Ion the ch~ hands after 
liymg who enter into his ~ d ks ~f the non
nmg written in letters of fl.~~m, sees ~ the eve
cross the statement of th rrif ?n eac wooden 
humanity h e re ymg problem that 

~1· as not yet solved: the mortality . 
mo.1. uu1ty of the soul I ha a1 or nn-
love for the Creator. of thee 'Yays prese~ed my 
death we no longer P.vi~ h ~erse; but. if after 
I see each -.., t e~ wuy most mghrs do 

th~1~aden ~~~ ~:b~:J:h~n~~~r~::~ise softly 
ease your labors E .: xha 

strength Tc ' mouon e usts your 
would b~ fo~lli:;ly0~ ~e°ti as w1eak as a reed. It 

on nue. am strong. I am 
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going to take your place. You, stand aside. You 
Shall instruct me if I 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 like flowers in a meadow 
(a comparison lacking m truth) are worthy to be 
measured with the serene compasses of the philoso
pher. During the daytime dangerous hallucinations 
may appear; but they come chiefly at night. Con
sequently do not be astonished by any fantastic vi
sions your eyes appear to see. During the daytimei 
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 limitless 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 God 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 tongue 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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re~ates ~he hope of the 8¥ed. Who is this man 
who m sublime speech has said things that the fust 
ber-by wou}d not have ottered? What musical 
eauty lD the mcomparable melody of his voice' 

1. would rather hear him speak than hear othe~ 
smg. Yet the more I observe him the less frank his 
face appears to be. Thr!:neral expression of his 
fea~es contrasts sin arly with these words 
~c~ the love of Go alone could have inspired 
~ ligh~y-furrowed brow is branded with an in~ 
delible s~8'!118· Is this stigma, which has aged him 
be~ore hlS tune, honorable or infamous? Should his 
wrinkles be regarded with veneration? I know not 
and I dread ~owing. ~ven though he says what 
he. does not t~ I believe he had his reasons for 
d~ as .he did, mspired by the rag~ remnants 
of a chano/ tha~ h~ been destroyed m him. He is 
absorbed In ~edi~nons that are strange to me, and 
~e throws ~elf into arduous labor that he is not 
m. the habit of undertaking. Sweat moistens his 
skin, he. do~ no~ notice it. He is unhappier than 
the f eelmgs lllSpired by the sight of a child in its 
cradle. 0, how gloomy he is! Whence come you? 
S~nger, let me touch you and let my hands 
which ~ seldom those of the living, pass ove; 
the nobility of your body. No matter what hap
pens I shalf know ~ow to restrain myself. This hair 
lS th~ most beautiful that I have ever touched in 
my bfe. Who would be audacious enough to deny 
I ~nderstand the quality of hair?,. 

'\\That do you want of me, while I am digging 
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a grave? The lion loves not to be interrupted at his 
repast. If you are ignorant of this I shall teach you. 
Come now, hurry! Finish whatever it is you 
want." 

"This that shudders beneath my touch and 
makes me shudder myself is undoubtedly flesh and 
blood. It is true ••. I am not dreaming! Who are 
you, crouching there and digging a grave, while I 
like an idle dog that eats die breaa of others do 
nothing? This JS the hour of rest, or the hour t~ 
sacrifice sleep to science. In any case, no one JS 

abroad at thiS hour, and every man is at home be
hind doors tightly closed against thieves. They 
lock themselves up in their rooms as bc:st they can, 
while the embers m the old fireplace still warm the 
chamber with the last flicker of their heat. You do 
not behave like others. Your habits suggest a native 
of some distant counay." 

"Although I am not weary it is useless to dig the 
F.ve any deeper. Now undress me and place me in 
lt.,, 

"The conversation between us two for the last 
few moments 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
tention to what I said." 

He collapsed and the grave-digger hastened for
ward to support him! 

"What is wrong with you?" 
"Yes, yes, it is true, I lied to you. I was weary 

when I laid down the pick. It was the fim time I 
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ha~ ever done such work. Pay no att~ntion to what 
I said." 

':My opinion grows more and more consistent. 
This man suffers the most appalling sorrows. May 
Heaven preyent me fr~m ques~oning him. I would 
~ther remain uncenam, such IS the pity he inspires 
m me. Moreover he would not reply that is sure 
We suffer twofold when we open up 'our hearts i~ 
su~~ an abnonnal frame of mind." 
. Let me d~part from this cemetery. I shall con

nnue on my JOumey ." 
"Your legs would not carry you. You would 

lose your way as you trudged along. My duty is to 
offer Y?U a rude bed-I have no other. Have confi
d~nce. m me, for hospitality will not demand the 
v1olanon of your secrets." 

cco venerable louse with y«?ur body denuded of 
~~e, once yo~ reproached me bitterly for not 

. cie~dy adoring your sublime intelligence, 
'!hich IS not an open book. Perhaps you were 
nght, for I do not even feel gratitude towards this 
man. Beacon of Maldoror, where do you gw' de his 
footsteps?" 

"To my house. Whether you be a criminal who 
has not taken the precaution of wasbin his • h 
~nd after .commi~ting his crime and ea!Jy re~~ 
mzable by mspecnng that hand; or whether you be 
a brother wh~ has lost his sister; or some dethroned 
ll'!onarch, fieeln:g from his kingdom, my truly mag
mficent p~ace is ~onhy to receive you. It was not 
constructed of diamonds and precious stones be-
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cause it is only a fOOr ~dly-built hu~ but that 
famous hut has an historical. ~ast that is ~ewed 
by the present and persists without end. If 1t could 
speak it would astound you -you, who appear to 
be astounded by nothing. How often, even as that 
hut, I have seen funeru biers defile before me, 
hearses containing bones soon to be more worm
eaten than the beams of my door a~ainst whi~h 1 
was leaning. My innumerable sub1ec~s multiply 
daily. I do not have to take a periodical census. 
Here it is as with the living: each one pays 
a tax: pro~rtionate to the luxury of the spot 
chosen; and if some miser refuses to ~3:11d over 
bis quota 1 have orders to act as a bailiff does: 
there are plenty of jackals and vulmres eager 
for a good meal. I have seen laid out beneath 
cerements those who had been handsome; those 
who after death had lost no beauty;, men. 
women, beggars and kings' sons; th! ill0S1ons of 
you~ the skeletons of the ~ed; genius and mad
ness; laziness and its oppaSite; tnose who were 
false, those who were aue; the J.?lask of the pro~d, 
the modesty of the humble; vice crowned with 
flowers and innocence betrayed." . 

''No surely 1 shall not refuse your lodpg. 
which~ worthy of me, until dawn which is not far 
off. I thank you for your kindness. G~ve-di~er, 
it is wonderful to contemplate the l'Ulns of c1nes; 
but it is more wonderful yet to contemplate the 

ruins of men!" W 
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The leech's brother wandered slowly through 
th~ forest. Often he would stoe and open his mouth 
as if to speak. But each time his throat would con
tract a~d the abo~ve utterance would be choked 
back. Finally he cried out: 

"Man, wh~never. you find a dog collapsed in 
death, thrust mextncably against a flood-gate do 
not as others do take up mto your hand the wo'rms 
that ~wl 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 probmg? Neither I nor the four 
webbed feet of the sea-bear of the northern ocean 
have bee~ abl~ to s~lve the mystery of life. Have 
1• care: ~t 18 falling and you have been there 
smce ~o~g. What Will your family, what will 
your little SJ.Ster, say when they see you return 
home so late? Wash your hands and take the path· 
w~~ that ~eads to "':here you will sleep .••• 

Who JS that being yonder at the horizon, that 
~rearure ~ho dares to approach me fearlessly, lea -
mg. labonously along its crooked way? And wi!t 
ma Jesty, r.et what serene gentleness! Its eyes, 
t~ough ~ are profound. Their enonnous u
~ move WI~ the breeze and seem to be aliv~. I 

ow not this creature. As I 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 IOnd of glowing 
halo around this being. When he gave utterance 
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all nature was stilled, trembling. Since it pleases 
you to come to me as if dra~ by~ magn~t, I shall 
not hinder you. How beautiful he is! It pains me to 
say this.You should be suong for you have a super
human countenance, sad as the universe, beautiful 
as suicide. I loathe you to the fullest extent of my 
power and would rather see a serpent coiled about 
my neck from the dawn of time than I would see 

your eyes. 
"What! It is you, toad! Fat toad! Unhappy 

toad! Forgive me ••• forgive me! What are you 
doing here on this earth where the accursed dwell? 
But what have you done with your fetid, viscous 
puscules that you should have so fair a look? When 
you came down from above, sent by a ~gher .co~
mand on a mission to comfort the vanous exisung 
races of men, you swept down upon the earth with 
the speed of a kite, your wings unwearied by that 
long, majestic ffight •.. I saw Y?u! ~oor toad! 
How you made me think on the infinite, no less 
than on my own weakness! 

"'One more being,' I told myself, 'w~o .is su~-
rior to those on eartli; and that through divine Will. 
But why not I too? Of what use is injustice in the 
supreme decrees? Is the Creator mad? He is, never
theless the strongest and his wrath is terrible! 
Since you ap~d to me, prince of the ponds and 
marshes, covered with a glory that could derive 
only from God, you have m a measure comforted 
me. But my reeling reason totters before such 
greatness! Who are you? Stay, 0 stay longer on 
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this .eanh! Fold your white wings and cast not your 
aDXlous eyes upward! If you depart, let us go to
gether!' 
. "!he toad sat himself down on his rum (so 

similar to that of man!) and, while the wood-lice, 
the.slugs and the snails fled in terror at the sight of 
th~ mortal enm;ny, gave utterance in these terms: 

M!l1doror, listen t~ me. No~ce my face, calm 
as a nurror; and I believe my mtelligence to he 
equal ~o yo~. Once lou named me the prop of 
your life. Since then have not belied the con.fi
~ence you placed in me. It is true that I am onl a 
SlDlple dwe~er among the reeds; but thanks to ~ 
contact with . yourself, taking from you only 
what was fine m you, my mind has developed an~ 
I may speak to you. I came to drag you hack from 
the abyss. Those ~ho call themselves your friends 
gaze upon you with consternation whenever th 
enco~nter y~ur eaie and stooping figure at the th?
atre, m public places, at church, or crushing be
tween your two. muscular thighs that horse who 
gallops only at mght as he bears his ghostl master 
enveloped in. a long black cloak. Aband~n these 
thoughts which em.Pty ~: heart like a desert· 
t!1ey are more burnmg t fire. Your mind is ~ 
51ck that you are not aware of it and you imagine 
you are normal whenever you give utterance to 
:;rds full of insanity, although redolent of infer-
. grandeur! Unhappy one! What have rou said 

smce ~e da~ of your birth? 0 sad relic of an im
mortal mtelligence, created with so much love by 
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God! You have begotten naught but maledictions 
more frightful than the aspect of a famine-stricken 
panther! As for me, I woUld rather have my eye
lids glued together, my tronk armlea and legless; 
I would soon~r have murdered a man than 
be as you! Because I loathe you. Why do y~u have 
this character that amazes me? By what ngbt do 
you come upan this earth to make a mockery of 
those who iiihabit it, rotten derelict that you are, 
badgered by scepticism? If you are unhappy here, 
why don't you return to the sphere from which 
you came? One from the great city should not live 
as an outlander in the village. We know that there 
exist in space worlds more roomy than ours, where 
there are beings of an intelligence greater than we 
are able to conceive. V cry well, then • . • go to 
them! Leave this m.nsito~ earth! Display at last 
your godlike substance, hitherto conc:Caled. And 
without further delay direct your upward flight 
towards your own world, for which we have no 
use whatsoever, prideful thing that you are! I have 
not yet succeeded in identifying you as a man or a 
supemi_an! Farewell then! Hope not ap to dis
cover the toad on your journey. You have been the 
cause of my death. As for me., I am leaving for 
eternity that I may implore your forgiveness!' " 

If it be ever logical to consider the appearance 
of phenomena, then this first canto comes to an end 
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here. Do not be hard on one who has but tried out 
his lyze. It gives forth so s~ a sound! Still, if 
you will be impanial you will already have felt a 
s~ng impression in the midst of all the imperfec
tions. As for me, I shall go back to work to bring 
forth a second canto without loss of too much time. 
The end of the nineteenth century will see its poet 
(~ough at .first he should not begin with a master
piece but should follow the laws of nature). 

He was bom on the South American shores at 
the mouth ?f the Plate River, where two peoples, 
once enenues, now struggle to outdo one an
other in material and moralprogress. Buenos Aires, 
queen of the south, and Montevideo, the 1lirt, offer 
one another the hand of friendship a~ the sil
vered waters of the great es~. lint everl~ 
strife has imposed his destructive empire upon the 
land and joyfully harvests his numberless victims. 

Farewell, aged one, and if you have read me, 
think of me. You, youngster, do not despair, for in 
the vampire you llave a friend d~te your opin
ion to tile contrary. Counting also the mite that 
produces the mange, you will have two friends. 

MALDOROR 
(LES CHANTS DE MALDOBOB) 

. rm rin"r•,,mm"t·n:t:tttt , m 

since his mouth, filled with the leaves of :liht
shade, pve utterance to it in a momen~ of m ita
tion and released it throughout the kintitdoms of 
wrath? What has become of that lay? We do.not 
know recisel • Neither the trees nor the wmds 
have ~t. And Morality, who ~pJ>CDed to 
be passing by ignorant of the fact tha~ m its glow
ing pages she would find an energetic. defender, 
saw Jt wending its way with a firm and direct tread 
towards the obscure fastnCSS-:S and the secret fibres 
of human consciousness. Sci.en~ at le~ !'as. ac
quired something from it: since its. mate~aon, 
toad-faced man no. lon~r re~ himselff ~ 
is continually lashing himself mto fits o . 
rage. It is not his fauft. From the dawn o! time he 
had modestly believed that h~ was filled ~th goo~
ness mingled with only a IDlDut~ q'.1anaty of ~· 
B dragging out his heart and his life-thread mto ttfe light of day I taught him the rude lesson that, 
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on the co~ttary, he is ~de up of evil mingled with 
only a nunute quantity of good which the Iaw
make.:1'5 have been hard put to it to conserve. I hope 
my. bitter truths may not overcome him with ever
last10g shame, for nothing I teach him is new. But 
th~ realization of that hope would not confonn 
with the laws of nature. What I have done in the 
final analysis, is to snatch the mask from his foul 
~nd treache~ous f~ce and hurl down one by one, 
like balls of ivory mto 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, by 
~ttackmg a humanuy that had considered itself 
m~lnerabl~, in ridiculous philanthropic tirades 
w~ch are piled one upon another in his books like 
grams of sand, and of which sometimes when 
reason aband~>ns me I almost appreciate the farci
cal but wearJSome comedy. He had foreseen it. 
It does not suffice to engrave the ~e of vinue 
at the head of parchments in libraries. 

0, human soul! There you stand now, naked as 
a worm, ~efore mr, diamond sword! Give up your 
way of life, the rune for false pride has passed: 
prostrate, I send you my prayer. There is one who 
observes the smallest stirrings of your guiltf ul 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 is still watching you. 
It is hard to imagine that, insofar as cunning and 
evil are concerned, your stem resolve should be 
able to outdo the child of my imagination. His 
slightest blow goes home. It is pomble, by 
taking precautions, to teach those who are un
aware of the fact, that wolves and brigands do not 
devour one another: perha~ it is not their custom. 
Consequently you may sif ely place in his hands 
the burden of your existence: he will conduct it in 
a manner known to himself. Put no trust in his 
intention, which he makes shine in the sunlight, 
of reforming you, for his interest in you is 
mediocre to say the least; and furthermore I shall 
not verge upon the whole truth in the benevolent 
measure of my verification. But the fact is that he 
loves to injure you, legitimately convinced that you 
will become as evil as he and that you will accom
pany him, when~ hour shall come, into th~yawn
ing gulf of hell. His place there was long smce re
served: a spot where you will find an iron gallows 
hung with chains and gyves. When he is home 
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. 
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I grasp the quill with which I shall execute the 
second canto •.. a plume torn from the ~ of 
some ruddy sea-eagle. But ... what ails my lingers? 
Their joints are paralysed from the moment I com
mence my labors. Yet l desire to write. It is impos
sible! But l repeat: l desire to write down my 
thoughts. l have the same right as another to submtt 
myself to that law of nature. But no, no .•. the pen 
is motionless! Wait: see across the countryside 
where the lightning flashes afar. The tempest 
sweeps through space. It is raining. , . always it 
rains .•. how it rains! The thunder crashes ... it 
has struck at me through my open window and 
beaten me to the floor with a blow on my brow. 
Poor youth! Your face was already pitted enough 
by premature furrows and birth-disfigurement 
without the need of this great sulphurous scar! (I 
am supposing the wound is healed, which could 
not have happened so soon). 

What is the meaning of this storm, and what 
signifies this paralysis of my hands? Is it a warning 
from on high to prevent me from writing and to 
reconsider to what I am exposing myself in distill
ing the saliva from my square mouth? Yet the 
storm has not filled me with fear. What care I for a 
legion of storms! These hea\l'eruy policemen carry 
on their painful duties zealously if l may judge by 
my wounded brow. l have no reason to thank the 
Omnipotent for his remarkable dexterity. He 
aimed his lightning in such a manner that it divided 
my face precisely in two, striking at my forehead 
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where the wound was most dangerous. Let some
one else congratulate him! But the stor_ms attacked 
someone stronger than they. And so, hideous Eter
nal God with your serpent's snout, not ~ontcnt 
with having placed my ~ul b~~ecn the fr_mges of 
madness and of frenzied tmagmmgs ~at ~l slow
ly you decided after mature cons1dcnmon that 

' ma· demanded that you extract from my 
h~~ a J:t of blood! But, after all, who may thell 

ou anything? you know chat I love you not, t. a~ 
~n the contrary I hate you. Why do yo~ persist. 
When will your conduct cease to m_amfest such 
outlandishness? Tell me f ran~yas a fnend: do you 
not suspect, in the final analysis, th~t yo~ are dem
onstrating nai:f eagerness in your disgus.ung persef 
cution, to the utter ridiculousness of which no~e o 
your seraphim would dare draw your atce!"uon? 
What madness possesses. y~u? Know that if you 
were to permit me to eXISt m the shadow of your 
activities my gratirude would be yours. 

Come now, Sultan, 11ap up tJ:tis blood chat befo~ls 
m floor! The bandage is fimsh~~: the wound m 
m; brow is stanched an~ bathe? m salt water an~ 
I have bound it with stnps of h!len. The result is 
not infinite: four shirts, soaked m blood, and two 
handkerchiefs. One would not at first ha_ve ~hought 
that Maldoror contained so much blood m lus arter
ies for his countenance gives forth only a c~rpse
lik~ radiance. But what would you? Tha~ is the 
way of it. Perhaps this was all the blood his body 

-·uon pet name in France for a dog. (Tr.) 
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contained and it is probable that little remains .... 
Enoush, enough, ravenous hound! Leave the 

~oor as it i_s, your belly is full. You must not con
tinue to dnnk or soon you will vomit. You are well 
fed, go ~o Y?ur ken!lel and sleep. Figure that you 
are bathing m happiness, for you will not think of 
hunger for three ~ong days th~nks to the globules 
you swallowed with a sat1Sfactton 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 
woun~ already forgotten by me in the night of the 
past tune. Go to the well and fetch two pails of 
wate!. When you have washed the floor put these 
ra~ m th~ other room. If the waiiherwoman comes 
t!Us e~erung, as she should, give them to her. But 
smc~ it has be~n raining heavily for an hour and 
contmues to ram 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 
not~mg. 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 
Cr~ator _gamed by tormenting me, as if I were a 
~hild, ~t~h.a thunderstorm? My intention to write 
1s undim1rushed. These bandages bother me, and 
my room reeks of blood .... 

J:.autreamont 
Let that day never dawn when Lohengrin and I 

should pass side by side and elbow to.elbow down 
the sueet, eyes averted, like two burned suangers. 
0, let me repel that thought to the ends of the 

earth! · · H The Eternal created the world such as it 15. • e 
would show much wisdom if, d~g the oi;ne 
strictly necessary to smash a wom~n ~ head wit~ 
hammer blows, he would forge~ h1~ 51dere~ maJ
esty and reveal to us the mr.stenes m the midst of 
which our existences stifle like fish at the bo~om of 
a boat. But he is great and noble; ~e prevails over 
us with the power of his concepnons; were he to 
parley with man, all man's shame would be flung 
back in his face. But, wretch that yon are! Why do 
you not blush? It is not sufficient that the army of 
physical and moral agonies sho~d have been bo~: 
the secret of our tattered destiny has not been di
vulged to us. I know him, the Omnipotent, and he 
showd know me, too. If by c~~e ~e should .be 
following the same pathway his piercing .g~ sm· 
gles me out from afar: he t'clkes the ~ppoSlte direc
tion to avoid the triple dart of platinum that Na-
ture gave me for a ton~e! 

It would please me, 0 Cr~tor? if you ~o~d let 
me pour out my feelings. Wielding terrible irony 
with a cold steady hand, I warn you that my ~eart 
holds enough to pit myself agamst you until the 
end of my existence. I shall stnke your hollow car
case with such violence that I guarantee to beat out 
the fragments of an intelligence that you would 
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not bestow upon man beca 
been jealous of makin h. useJiou would have 
that you have impur:fentl;. ~~u t ::f J:iours_eif, and 
guts, cunning scoundrel jf p den m your 
that some day I should l as .You ha~ not kriown 
open eye, filch it fro erret it out with my ever
rny fellowmen All h'mf you, and share It with 
f, · t IS have done and e:i-r you no more; they deal . h • now men 
With another. wu you as one power 

Grant me death to f'. 
bare my breast and awai~tone or my audacity: I 
temptible shades of ever~umbJ>:"· Come, con
pompous fiutterings of ove g pdums~ent! . . • 
has shown h' · . rrate attributes' He 
my blood w JShimhcapacuy to halt the circulati~n of 

' c flouts him Ne -L 1 proof that he does not h · ' Ve.1 '"f1C ~ f have 
Hower of life the breat~1t~te ;& extmgursh in the 
~hey ~ave scarcely tasted ~f die ~r huma~. when 
IS, qwte simply, atrocious, b Jrys of Ji~ng. ft 
the feebleness of my . . ~t on Y according to 

Iha opimon. 
ve seen the CZ.eat . 

cruelty, settin reat fur, s,parrmB' on his senseless 
?I~ people pe~h~d! Itis ~s 1~ '"ithich children and 
lt 1s he who forces me to 0~ ~ o ?pen the attack; 
steel-lashed whip ls 't sp1nhimse~im like a top with a 

. h . I not he If wh f . h 
me WJ~ accusations against hlln:i o urnIS. es 
z~ will never be assuaged! It fe~dsMy apJ?llling 
rughtmares that torture my s1 l upon insane 

It was because of Loh ,eep essness. 
w~s written; let us return TJ that a~ the above 
might eventually become as hm. Feanng that he 

ot er men I resolved 
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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 bought. It 
was a slender stiletto, for I love grace and elegance 
even in the appurtenances of death; but it was long 
and sharp. A single thrust in the neck carefully 
piercing 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 please, 
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 !if e 
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 contemptuous 
disgust of my bitter sympathy! 

It is midnight. There is not a single omnibus to 
be seen from the Bastille to the Madeleine. But I am 
mistaken: there is one suddenly approaching as if 
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it had arisen from the bowels of the earth. A hand
ful of belated wayfarers examines it attentively, for 
it seems to resemble no other omnibus. Men are 
seated on the o_pper deck, men with the motionless 
eyes of dead fiSh. They are leaning together and 
seem to be lifeless, but the omnibus contains no 
more than the regulation number of paaengers. 
When the coachman whips up his horses you 
would say that it was the whip that activated his 
ann rather than his ann the whip. What is this car
load of weird and mute beings? Are they dwellers 
on the moon? From time to rime one is tempted to 
believe so; but rather they resemble corpses. 

The omnibus, anxious to reach its last stop, de
vours space and the pavement groans beneath it. 
It is vanishing! But a formlea sliape is pursuing it 
desperately amid the dust. 

''Stop! I implore you, stop! My legs are swollen 
from walking all day .•• I have not eaten since yes
terday ••. my parenrs have abandoned me ..• I 
don't know what to do •.• I am determined to re
turn home and I should soon be there if you would 
make room for me ... I am a little child eight years 
old and I trust you •.• " 

The omnibus rushes on ..• on .•• but a·fonnJess 
shape is pursuing it desperately amid the dusr. 

One of the cold-eyed men on the bus jogs his 
neighbor's elbow and seems to be complaining of 
the metallic whimpering that reaches their ears. 
The other acknowledges what he hears with a 
slight inclination of his head and relapses again into 
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. bility like a tortoise into its 
bis self-cen~ ~~features of the other travel
shell. Everything in timents as the first two. 
ers indicates th~ same b heard for two or three 
The cries contmoe to e · · g Windows are 
minutes, more an! m.:~=d a terrified fig
Bung open along e . cast a hasty glance down 
ure, lamp in han~kl havcl' the shutters again and the roadway, qwc Y oses 

does not reaP.pear. h on but a formless 
Th mnibus .rus es on .. • · · · ~ o . it d tely amid the dust. 

shape JS p0IS01ng ~ep in reverie, alone ~ong 
One young man, e to feel any pity for 

these persons of stone seem~ his voice m favor 
misf He dares not ruse · h ortone. ertake the coach wit 
of the child whol hop~ ~h; other men regard him 
his small, weary egs, or ri and be knows that he 
with contempt ~d au~ tyall of them. Elbow on 
can achieve not~ a~asks himself, stupefi.ed, 
knee and head m 1b: th call Humn Charity. 
if this ~ really w m!t ite~ but a vain word no 
He realizes t!:d even in the lexicon of eoetry, 
longer to be f admits his error. He says to himself: 
and he frankly h uld I concern myself over a "After all, why s 0 ,. 

little child? Let him. ~~0=iJs down the cheek 
However, a b~ b · ust blasphemed. He 

of this roong man ril :v: i1 brow as if t~ brus~ 
passes his hand wea y . obscures his mtelli
away a cloud whose densu:y cil himself with 

H rives hard to recon e h 
gence. e st. hi h bis lot bas been cast; e the century into w c 
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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 l~a~e t~e omni~us to spare himself the pain of 
parocipating 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 rushes on ... on ... but a formless 
shape is pursuing it d~rately amid the dust. 
Th~ outcry is sudde~y ~enced. for the child 

has .tr~pped c;>ver a proJectmg stone, and falling, 
~as mJur~d his head. The omriibus has disappeared 
mto the distance and nothing remains but the silent 
street. 

It ~sh~s on ... on ... but no formless shape is 
pursuing it desperately amid the dust. 

See that passing ~g-picker crouching over his 
wan lantern: there ts 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 des~rt it as its parents have done. 
. The omnibus rushes on ... on ... but the pierc
ing gaze of the rag-picker follows it relentlessly 
amid the dust! 

Stupid and idi?tic human race! You will regret 
such condu<;=t. It ts I who tell you this. You will re
gret, you will regret! My poetry will consist only 

[ 60] 

J:._autreamont 

in the attack by all means in my power upon Man, 
that wild beast, and the Creator, who sho~d never 
have created such vermin. Volumes shall ~e upon 
volumes until the end of my life, but only that one 
idea will be found ther~n . . . ~at one thought 
ever present in my consciousness. 

~ 

Taking my daily walk I used to pass through a 
narrow street. And each day a slender t~-year
old girl would follow me at a reseectful distan~e 
along that street, watching me with sympathetld 
and curious eyes. She was tall for her. age an 
slim. Thick black hair, parted in the middle, fell 
looselr over her marble shoulders. One day she 
was following me~~ when a ~uscular ?1011?-an 
of the p_eo~le seized her by the h~ as a wbirlwm: 
seizes a leaf struck her brutally twice on her pron 
silent face ~nd dra. her, bewildered crean1re, 
back into the house. In vain I prete':'ded u~cort
cem: she persisted in pursuing me w1~b her mop
Portone presence. When I would mm mto another 
street to continue on m1- way she wou~d ~top and 
a violent struggle would take place within hc:r at 
the end of that narrow street as she stood motto~
less as a statue of silence. gazing after me unttl 
1 disap~ed from her sight. 

Once this girl walked ahead of me on the street, 
blocking the way before me. If I would hasten my 
stride to overtake her she would almost run to keep 
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~n equal dis~ance between us; but if I slowed down 
m order to ~ncrease the distance, she, with all the 
grace of childhood, slowed down too, At the end 
of the street s?e turned slowly around, in such a 
m~ner as to JJDpede my further progress. I had 
n~ tune to evade her and found myself face to face 
Wl~ her. ~er eyes were red and swollen. I could 
~y perceive that she wanted to speak to me but 
did not know how to begin. Suddenly turning pale 
as death she enquired: 

.. "Would you be so kind as to tell me what time 
lt JS?" 

I .told her I carried no watch and hurried away. 
. Sm~e ~t ~y, child of the uneasy and preco

cious mtagmanon, you have seen no more m that 
narrow street the mysterious youth whose heavy 
shoes tramped wearily over the stones of the tonu
ous cross-roads. The vision of that flaming comet 
a sorry subject for fanatic curiosity, will shine n~ 
more upon the fa~ade of your deluded observation 
And you wiJ! think often, too often, perchan~ 
~orever? of !rim who seemed to concern himself 
little with either the good or the evil of this life 
and wandered .aiml.ess!y with his horribly dead 
count~ce, his b~tlfug hair, his totte~ gait, 
and his arms reaching out blindly into the ironic 
waters of the ether as if seeking there the bloody 
prey of hope, everlastingly tossed through the vast 
regi~ns of s~ace by the implacable snow-plow of 
fate. You will see me no more, I shall see vou no 
more! " 

at:_ autreamont 

Who knows? Perchance that young girl was not 
what she appeared to be. Beneath her inno~ent ex
terior perhaF. she concealed a deep cnnnm,, ~e 
weight of eighteen years, and ~he charm o ~ce. 
We have seen peddlers of love Joyfully expatriat
ing themselves from England ~d crossmg. the 
Channel. They spread their wmgs. ~d SWirled 
about the glittering lights of Pans m golden 
swarms and when you looked at them you would 
say· "But these are still children. They are not 
mo;e than ten or twelve years old." Act\lally they 
were twenty years old. . . 

Oh, in the light of that supposttton, accursed be 
the devious ways of that gl~my street! What 
happens there is horrible, hornble! I beli~ve the 
mother struck her because she was not plymg her 
trade skilfully enough. It is possible tha~ s~e was 
onl-r a child, and if so the mo~her w~ guilne~ yet. 
As for me I prefer not to believe this suppositton, 
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! . . b 

Already blood and hate flood my bram m tor u-
lent waves I a being sufficiently generous to love 
his fellow ~~n! No, no! This I have sworn to do 
from the ~i of my birth! They do not love me! 
Worlds s crash m ruins, gramte rocks shall float 
like cormorants upon the surlace of the waves, be-
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fore I shall touch the infamous hand of a human 
being! Away, away with that hand! Young girl, 
you are oo ang~ you will beoome at last as other 
wo~etJ. No, no, ~ .implore you! Never appear 
a~ before my gn.m and squinting eyes. In 11 Jlds. 
gwded moment. r might seize your arms and twist 
them as one wnngs water from washed lin~ or 
crack thCIJl like two dry branches and force you to 
devour them afterwards. Taking your head be
t~een my hands, gen:.Iy and caassingly, I could 
sink my ~r fing~rs Ulto the Jobes of your inno
cent bf'llll and, .wuh .a smile on my lips, .~ 
thence an t:ffica71ous omtment with which to bathe 
my ey~ ~.from the everlasting sleepl~
ness ,of life. I eowd, by sewing up your eyeii~ 
depnv~ r,ou of. the spectacle of die univetoe and 
mike Jt Jmposmble for yo~ to find yonr way; I 
should. no.t act as Yi:1Ur gmde. 1 could, lifting up 
YOlU: Y.argtn body ':'11th an ann of iron,_ grasp you 
by the legs and swmg you around me like a cara
puir, ~oncentrate. my. stre~gth in the last whirl. 
and Bing you '1gaJnst a: wall. Each drop of blood 
would splash upon a human breast to appall men 
and set before them the example of my wicked
ness! They would without respite rear fl'om them
.selves shreds and strips of fie.sh but rhe drop of 
blood woul~ be .indelible. glittering like a diamond. 
Let your mind be at rest: l would order a half
dozen servants ro watch _over the holy J:"e.lia of 
your. body and preserve it from the voraciry- ef 
scarvmg dogs. Doubtless rhe body would remain 
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lasteted on the wall like a ripe pear and ~oul~ 
?:ot fall to the ground; but dogs can leap h1gh if 
we don•t w:atcb out. 

How sweet is that child sitting on a bench in 
the Tuileries Gardens! His bold eyes pursue some 
distant invisible object in space. He could not be 
more than eight years old, yet he does not am~c 
himself as he should. Ar least he sh~uld be laug~ 
and W2lking with some playmate instead of being 
alone. Bur thl$ is: not his c:h~ct~r. . 

How sweet is that child simng on a bench m 
the Tuileries Gardens! A man, moved by a secret 
design, sits down besi~e him o~ the same bench 
with a questionabl~ au". Vi~ IS .he? I n.eed no~ 
teU you, for you will recog~nze him by his ~ortU 
ons conversation. Let us listen and not disturb 

them. hild'" '"What are you thinking aboutt my c · 
~·1 was thinking of heaven." 
~iI tis not necessary to think.about heaven. There 

is already enough co think about here on earth. 
Are you tired of life, you who were so recently 
bomll" 

'•No but everybody prefers heaven to ~nh." 
nw ~II, notl. For .since God made hea~en as well 

a earth you mar be sure thnt yon will find up 
there the same e.v1ls as down here. Afte~ your death 
you will not be rewarded according to your 
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~ for if th~ do you injustice here on this 
earth .Cas you will find out by experience Jater) 
there JS .n~ rc:ason why they should not do you 
further lDJusttcc up there. It would be much 
better for you to '1ve. up t~ of God and to 
create your own 1usace, smce it is refused you 
If one of your plar.mates banned you would yo~ 
not be happy to kill him?" 

"But that JS forbidden.,, 
"It is no.t as forbidden as you think. All that is 

necCSqry JS to avoid b~ caught. The justice 
offered by law is worthless. It is the legal know! 
edge of tlie injured pany that counts. If you hated 
one of your playmates wouldn't yon be unhappy 
at t~e refiect1on that you would have the thought 
of him constantlr, before your mind?" 

"That is true. ' 

"That playmate of yours would make you nn
hap~y all your. life. For seeing that your hatred 
of rum was .eassi.ve he ~ould continue to hann and 
Bout you with .1D1puruty. There is only one way 
to put a stop to the situation: to get rid of the 
~nemy. ThiS is the point I wanted to establish 
m ~rder to make you understand upon what foun
daaons ,eresent ~ocic:o/ is based. Each man should 
crea~ his own JUStlce, and if he does not he is 
n?thing more ~an an imbecile. He who gains the 
victory over hJS fellow man is the most ~ 
and the strongest. Would you not love to dominate 
your fellow men some day?" 

"Yes, yes." 
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"Then be the strongest and the most cunning. 
you are still too young to be the ~rongest. But 
from today on you can employ cunning, the great
est weapon of men of geruus. When the shepherd 
David struck the giant Goliath in the forehead 
with a stone from a catapult, is it ~ot wonderf!11 
to observe that it was solely by ~rung that David 
overcame his adversary, and if on the contrary 
the had wrestled together the giant would ~ave 
cru~hed him like a By? For you it is the 5:1me thing. 
In open warfare you could never d~munate m~n, 
over whom you are desirous of imposmg your ~I; 
but with cunning rou can battle alone agamst 
everyone. You desue wealth, fine palaces, and 
glory? Or did you deceive me .wh~ you assured 
me ~ou had such noble pretentions? 

" 0 no I dido 't deceiveJ;ou. But I would rather ' ' ,, obtain what I desire hr. o er m~ns. 
"In that case you will get nothing at all. Good 

and virtuous methods lead nowhere. You must 
em loy more powerful levers and more subtle 
weC. Before you have become famous by your 
virtue and have reached your goal, a hundred 
others will have had rime to scamper over your 
back and arrive at the height of their careers before 

ou, so that there will be no room for your na~ow 
kteas. you must know how to embrace the honzon 
of the ~resent time more largely. Have yo_u never 
heard for examele, of the great glory gamed by 
victories? yet victories do not make themselv.es. 
Blood must be spilled, much blood, to accomplish 
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them and lay them at th f f 
Without the bodies and Jie ~t k th~ conquerors. 
may see in the field wh thro en limbs that you 

'bl ere e earn d sens1 y, there would be ag~ rage so 
there would be n . n? war, and without war o victories y h 
one wants to become f . ou see t at when 
self gracefully into ri::0~; ~f e ~f plunge one's 
fodder. The end 1'ustifie th oo ed by cannon
in becoming· f . s e means. The first thing 
h amous 1S to have s· 

ave none you must co . money. mce you 
as you are not stton e:m1t mur~er to get it. But, 
a thief while · · g 00$h to wield a dagger be wamn until . ' develop~. And in !rder .;our limbs shall have 
more rapidly I advise at thCf. shall develop 
one hour in the morni~gou to her~ twice daily, 
In this manner ou ma ' one our 1;I1 the evening. 
chance of sucress a y attempt crune with some 
instead of waitin unrll soon as you are fifteen, 
of glory excuses gall you are twenty. The love 
you are master of y' and f~f rhaps later on when 
them almost our ow men you will do 
harm m' the bas !11u~h good then as you did them 

egmnmg!" 
Maldoror perceived tha th in the head of hi t e blood was boiling 

Bared wide and : >:aung com~on. His nostrils 
abo~t his lips. He f~: ~~ewb~te, froth appeared 
rapidly. His tender bod w . Y; p~se: it beat 
Maldoror feared the c! as mt e grip of fever. 
He hastened awa nsequences of his words. 
that he had not {e~nwretched creature, annoyed 
length with that chil/~;o ~onversc .at ~reater en m matunty lt is so 
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difficult to master the passions, balanced between 
good and evil, how is i1; with an inexperienced 
mind? And what relative amount of extra strength 
must we~? The child, after three da~in bed, 
will be restored to health. Heaven grant that ma
ternal care will bring peace to that sensitive flower, 

fragile envelope of a beautiful soul! 

Yonder in a ~rove surrounded with flowers a 
hermaphrodite is sleeping, slwnbering deeply on 
the greensward, drowne<i in his own tears. The 
disc of the moon has escaped from the heaped 
clouds and with her pale beams caresses the sweet 
young face. Manly pawer shines from his features, 
yet too they betray the tenderness of a heavenly 
virgin. Nothing in him seems natural, not even 
the muscles of his body which ripple about the 
harmonious contours of a feminine shape. One arm 
is bent across his forehead, the other hand is pressed 
against bis breast as if to restrain the pulsing of a 
heart closed to all confidence and charged with the 
heavy burden of an eternal secret. Weary of life 
and ashamed to walk among those who resemble 
him not, despair has taken possession of his soul 
and he travels alone like a beggar in the valley. 
How does he exist? Compassionate souls watch 
over him without his knowledge and never aban
don him: he is so good! He is so resigned! 
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Sometimes he is glad t . pers~ns, without touc~ c~~:;~e with sensitive 

mg himself at a distance ing th f ands :md ~old
danger. If the ask him e ear of an 1magmary 
for a companfun he nm:h~he has chosen solitude 
and repre~ painfull eyes towards heaven 
Providence· but he d y a tear of reproach against 
dent questi~n that bn:es not reply t<;> that impru
~lush of a morning ro~ t;t~w-white eY:elids the 
nnues he ~rows restl . his e conversation con
borizon as if seelcin ~' eyes shift over the 
presence of an inVlSl'~bal oophole of escape from the 
. e enem~ He r . his ha 
m. an abrupt gesture of farew~ll aises nd 
wings of his aroused mod ' g~ off on the 
the forest. esty, and disappears into 

People generally take him f 
day four masked men . or a madman. One 
themselves upon ~ a:~g under or~ers, threw 
so that he could bound hlm firmlh hi not move a r b w· 
wl ps ~hey raised great welts h'lffib. it 
to d hlm to set out t on IS ack and 
to Bicetre i He b a once along the road 
dd . egan to smile und th I 

a ressed these men with ~r e ash and 
gence concernin the much feelin_g and intelli-
studied display!g m~ny human sciences he had 
still ' an llllmense erudi . . 

so young· and he k tlon 1D one 
of the huma'n race spo e. ~o them of the destiny 
poetic nobility of his ' onulve~g before them the 
fi d so ' until his att k h 

e at what they had d . ac ers, orri-
battered limbs from the ;::d!o f hrm, rele~ed his 
• An asylum for the insa ' ell on the1.r knees 

ne. 
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before him and implored his forgiveness, which he 
granted them, and took themselves off, their coun
tenances expressing a veneration not ordinarilY 
bestowed upan men. After that occurrence, which 
was much ai,scussed, everyone gue§ed his secret 
but pretended to be ~rant of it in order not to 
multiply bis distreSS; and the government granted 
him an honorable pension to make him forget that 
once they had wanted to shut him up forcibly, 
without verification, in a madhouse. Half this 
money he spends on himself, the rest he gives 

away.to the ~r. Whenever he sees a man and a woman strolling 
down some ~rove of plane-trees he feels bis body 
split in twain from head to foot and each new 
part yearns to embrace one or another of the 
strangers. But this is only an hallucination and 
reason is not slow in repossessin~ her empire. For 
this reason he mingles neither with men nor with 
women, for bis excessive modesty, which has de
rived from bis feeling that he is no~ but a 
monster, prevents him from bestowing bis warm 
sympathy upan anyone. He would feel that he 
was profaning_ bimSelf and others. His pride re
peats to him this axiom~ '"Let each one be Sufficient 
unto himself." His pride, I say, for be fears that in 
joining bis life with that of a man or a woman be 
would be rept?l!Ched sooner or later, as with a 
great crime, with the conformation of bis body. 
So he enuencbes himself behind his .rride, off endCd 
by this.impious supposition that exists only within 
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himself, and he persists in remaining alone and 
inconsolable with his torments. 

Yonder in a grove surrounded with flowers a 
hermaphrodite is sleeping, slumbering deeply on 
the greensward, drowne<l in his own tears. The 
awakened birds-gaze with delight through the 
branches of the trees upon that melancholy coun
tenance, and the nightingale is reluctant to unloose 
the crystal torrent of her song. The forest has 
become austere as a tomb from the nocrumal 
presence of the unhappy hennaphrodite. 

0 wandering traveler, by the adventurous spirit 
that inspired you in your tender youth to abandon 
father and mother; by the tortnre of the thirst 
you suffered in the desert; by the homeland per
chance you are seeking after wandering, an exile, in 
strange lands; by your horse, your faithful friend, 
who has borne with you the exile and the intem
perance of climates into which your wandering 
~irit led yo~; by the ~ty a ma~ g~ through 
his wandenngs over clistant terntones and un
charted seas, amid polar glaciers or beneath the 
torrid suns of the tropics: touch not with your 
hand as with the trembling of the zephyr's breath 
these locks of hair spread out on the ground to 
mingle with the green grass. Step back to a distance 
and you will do better. Those tresses are sacred; 
it is the hermaphrodite who wished it. He does 
not desire that human lips shall reverently caress 
his hair, scented by the breath from the mountain, 
nor his brow, which is resplendent now like 
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fi ent But it would be easr 

the stars of the rmai:_n ii 1 ad descended out of 
to beli~ve t~at a star !~e s ~ce, to rest upon that 
its orbit while travetSl g p d it with diamond 
ma'estic brow and to surroun 

bniuance a~ a ~a!o· dness adorns herself in all 
Night, disnussmg sa ~0 the slumber of this 

her cha~s tofay ~omag~his perfect image of 
incarnanon o mo esty, unnuri of insects 
angelic innocence; the m bow t~ir burdened 
is suppressed. i;he tre:tect him from the dew 
branches ~ver ~m to ~ounding its tuneful harp, 
and the night ~e~, us harmonies through the 
sends towa~ds him l0 Y0 ds those dosed eyelids 
universal silence, tolwar rt motionless, in the 
which seem to ta te pa , rlds 
cadenced concerto hf ~us\:npdp;~ ~~t hi.s bodily 

He dreams that e lS least' that he is being 
nature has changed; or i:tc\oud to another spher_e 
borne away upo~ a PUEe himself. Alas! May his 
~~ere dwell bemJ5 he awakening of da~! He 
vwon endure un t dance around him m great 
dreams that B.o:ehl him in their sweet breath, 
crazy wreaths, ~t ng brace of a human bein~ 
while he, locked m th~ em lm of love. But it L~ 
of enchanted beauty. smgsa ~h ·n his arms and 

· mist he crus es 1 
only the evening e will be empty. 
when he a~kens t~dite awaken not, I implore 

Slee* on1 ~~Pu not b~lieve me? Sleep • · • 
you. hy W1 y yo breast may rise and fall as y~u 
sleep forever .h ourl h pe of happiness, that I Will 
pursue the et eret. o 
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allow you. But do not open your eyes' A L d 
not open your eyes' I le . .cua, o 
not wish to witness' yo:.ant t:ic eaye you thus, I do 
of these days u on the aw~ erung. Perhaps one 
~hty tome I & U passionate pages of some 
b h s a recount your hiSt U 
'Y w at it brings fonh H' h 1 ory, appa ed 

able, for each time I ha~e 1~ ~rto . have not been 
fallen upon the paper a d tne copious tears have 
bled, but not because 0 £° 1:f1Y .tini?ers .have trem-
1 yearn forth 0 .age. But m the end 
have no e courage. I am mcensed that I should 

111ore nerve than 
should swoon like . a woman, and that I 
thedepthofyouruJs~ ;henever I contemplate 
But do not open your ey~! eep · · · sleep forever. 

Farewell, hermaphrod' 1 1 pray to Heaven fi Jte. shall not forget to 
m~elf I should no~~~oyu ;~~)dl (were it for 
Within your breast! a . . et peace dwell 

,. 
Whenever the sopran · f 

out its vibrant and me1~Jo1ce o a woman gives 
I listen to this human ~us tones, my eyes as 
latent flame and throw fotth o~~ stilled wi~ a 
my ears seem to resound withpthe parks, while 
liie. Whence could com . crash of cannon 
for all that appenains to e.n: ~;e£ r~~a~ce 
s~ould .Bow from the strin • · f . e uacmomes 
!is.ten voluptuously to these~ 0 Jan mstrument I 
wmg their cadenced way':::;hn~~~ ~ 
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waves of the air. My hearing receives only the 
impression of a sweemess enough to dissolve nerves 
and mind; an ineffable lethargy envelopes the 
active potency of my senses and the vital strength 
of my unagination with its magic opium like a veil 
subduing the light of day. 

They say 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 eyes the bright glance of an angel. 
But I knew that the ~ay roses of youth could not 
blossom perpetually m capricious garlands on my 
modest and noble brow - brow tliat 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, 
staggenng 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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vened bowl of the .6nnam 
and penetrate, ent, and dared to try 
heaven Not lin r,ounghas I was, the mysteries of 

. . ding w at I was seekin Ira' ed 
sta.rmg eyes higher • . • hiJ!ner g rats . . my 
last I perceived a throne built c f {et . . . until at 
and gold upon which t 0 uman excrement 
pride and robed in a sh:as denth~onfd with idiot 
aered hospital sheets th(l~u ma he .rom u~aun-
the Creator! ' one w o calls himself 

In his hand he held h d · 
and he lifted it succe~si:el~cfmg ~unk of a ma_n 
nose and from his nose t . rom is eyes to hIS 
may guess what he did o ~1~ °!'outh~ where one 
bathed in a Vast m wit Jt. HIS feet were 
surface of which th~~~1d b~iling bl~ to the 
worms in the contents of eh ybarose like tape-
thre ,.., . a c am er-pot, - 0 . e '""'unous heads whi h disa • '""'' or 
With the speed f c ppea.red lnStantly 
the nose was th: ::n~ for an accurate kick on 
revolt ara::!· th 1 own reward for such a 
h . e aw, caused bv a need t b th 

t e :ur, or men are not, after afJ. ti h' o Ra e 
Like amphibians th ' s · 

in that unclean 'uice•1 swam between two waters 
no~ing left in Lis h~n~~:!:':iithe ~reator had 
~unmer by the neck with h d SCJZe another 
his foot as in a pincers and ~ e ~o 1irst claws of 
rud~y slime ( cfelicious sau:::} This~ o.ut of that 
receive the same treaan h cnm would 
First he would del'our th~t has ~ e fureJceding ones. 
arms and 1inaIJ the ea~ t e egs, and the 
morsel left, for 1e cru:h!. untilhthbere was not a 

up t e ones. And 50 
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on throughout thf: rest of his everlasting life. From 
time to time he would cry out: "I created ·you. 
Hence I have the right to do 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. 

0, reader, doe:s 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 emouon; three rimes 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 t?'Pelled 
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 pam engendered by 
pity for a great injustice. When anyone spoke to 
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me I remembered wha I the visible spheres and t saw that day beyond 
my smothered f~ ·recalled the expression of 
of which was idenncalm ~:dd~n s7ek, the tone 
creatures! I could not re t at o my fellow
fticted upon the wealmcs ~Z' for. the tortures in
purple sea passed b f man m that loathsome 
Bayed elephants an~ b ~fnies, bellowing like 
with their fiery · rus my scorched hair 

La wmgs. 
ter when I was b humanity this feelin of .etter acquainted with 

an intense fury 8 !'$ st ptty w:as ac~ompanied by 
whose callous otf ~ that b~ s stepmother 
~d to do evil. A~da~c!:0li n~~g but to curse 
with th~ ~vil is the exce ti=! ey assen that 

Now tt ts long since C d 
to no one for a long time O . e : I have spoken 
when you are near 1· ,you, whoever you are 
no sound. let you me e.t nlyour vocal chords utte; 
. ' r motto css 1 ......... .. 

nval the nightingale· and ...... r ......... tty not to 
me ":it~ your soul b m=~venrure to~t 
a religious silence futerru ed lb18'°ag~. Preserve 
your hands hum.bl pt y nothing. Cross 
down vour eyes Iybaupon yidour breast and cast 

· · " • ve told you tha · 
vts1on that made known t th t smce the 
enough nightmares have o a~~ e supreme truth, 
throat day and night that I sh!ut;1c~dh at my 
courage to renew even in s ave the 
ings I underwent in that infm~~ughts the suffer-
of which pursues me relenJessl our, the memory 

0, when you shall hear an av~~nche crash down 

[ 78] 

aC_autreamont 

from the icy mountains; or the lioness in the midst 
of the waterless desert mourning for her young; or 
the tempest accomplishing its destiny; or the con
demned man moaning in his prison on the ~ht 
before his execution; or the savage octopus riding 
the waves and singin~ of his victories over swim
mers and the drowning: admit that any of these 
majesdc voices is more beautiful than man's deri-

sion! 

There is an insect nourished by men at their own 
exp~nse. They owe it nothing but they fear it. 
This insect, that loves not wine but prefers blood, 
would be capable by the exercise of occult ~wers, 
if its legithnate cravings were not satiSfied, of 
swelling to the size of an elephant and crushing 
men like pin. It is worth ollserving how they 
respect it, bow they surround it with canine 
veneration, bow they esteem it above all other 
animals in creation. They accord it their head for 
a throne and it fastens its claws into the roots of 
the hair with dignity. Later on when it bas 
become plump and very old they kill it, aping the 
custom of a certain ancient people, in or<ler that 
it may not feel the blows of old age. They give 
it a magnificent funeral as if it were a hero, and the 
hearse that conveys it straight to the tomb is car
ried on the shoulders of the leading citizens. Over 
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the moist soil turned u b th 
his skilful spade the p Y e grave-digger with 
concerning th . y put .together colorful phrases 
ingness of life ~~ort~ty of the soul, the noth
and the marbI Imexp cable will of Providence· 

. e c oses down forever u tha' 
entity now merely a corpse Th J>?n t 
a~d soon night covers the ~allse c;ohwd disperses 
with her shadows. 0 t e cemetery 

But be consoled humans f h. 
comes his innum;rabl f~r t JS sad ~oss. Here 
you. This is a ~enero:S 1 y advancmg upon 
that your despair should ~1acyb~e has left you, 
ened by the b ess ltter and sweet-
bo . agreea le presence of these sn .r:-

a rtJons soon to grow into mann:~ . aruog 
dowed with remarkabl b 6~cent lice en
appearance of sages Heb eau~y d monsters with the 
cherished eggs w£th e roo e alove~ many dozen 
h . dr' ' a matem Wing air ied out by the relend . ' in your 
fearful interlo en Th . ess sucnon of these 
eggs will hatch o~t. N~:e/oonrhomes ~hen the 
slow in their wth h ear, ey will not be 
into this eph~eral 'Jftees~outhf~ philosophers, 
extent that they will ~ak ey will gro~ to an 
claws and suckers. e you feel with their 

You do not understand wb th 
the very bones of your skull Y h e>Ji do not devour 
themselves with extracti rat er t ~n contenting 
Your blood Wai't ng the qnmtessence of 

· a moment· 1 shall 11 
JS because they lack the str • h B te you. 1 t 
if their jaws nf, engt · e very sure that 
infinite d~o onned .to the measure of their 

your brain, your eyeballs, your 
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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 
beggar from the streets: you will be astonished. 
Unfortunately they are small, these highwaymen 
of the long hair. It would be useless 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 a~ainst 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 hairy; 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 
had been put to the torture. The Resh would dis
appear by a strange magic. Lice are incapable of 
committing the amount of evil their imaginations 
prompt them to. H you find a louse in your way 
hurry by and do not lick the papillae 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, 0 hwnan 
race! I only wish it could be more. 

When Will you abandon this wonneaten wor
ship of a deity who is insensible of the prayers and 
generous sacnnces you offer up to him 10 expiatory 
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h~l~ust? Look you: he is not in the least appre
ctatlve of all those great goblets of blood and brains 
you spread o~t on your piously Bower-bedecked 
altars before him. He does not appreciate them for 
e.anhquakes and tempesrs have continued to rage 
SJnce the dawn of time. And yet (s_eectacle worthy 
of n?te!). the m?re indifferent he 1s the more you 
a~nure ~· It IS apparent that you mistrust his 
hidden attributes; and you argue that only a deity 
of extreme power could demonstrate such con
te~P,t to~ards th~ faithful who submit to his 
n:ligio~ It IS for this reason that in different coun
tties CXlSt diff eren~ gods: here a crocodile, there a 
whore; but when tt comes to the louse, that sacred 
name, all peoples kneel down together in the 
square ~efore t~e throne ?f. that shapele,s., and 
bloody tdo~ universally kissing their chains of 
slavery. That people refusing to obey its instinct 
to grove~ ancf showing any tendency to revolt, 
~ould disappear sooner or later from the earth 
like an ~utumn leaf, annihilated by the vengeance 
of that inexorable god. 
. 0 louse with your shriveled eyes, as Jon as 

nvers empty themselves into the depths of !as· 
as long as the stars remain within their orbits· ~ 
Jong a~ empty _void is without limit; as Ion ' as 
humarury t~~ 1ts~lf ~o shreds in deadly wa:1are; 
as long as divme JUSbce casts down its vengeful 
th.nnders upon this selfish globe; as long as man 
~ISUnderstands and Bouts (not without reason) 
his Creator and treats him with contempt, your 
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reign in the universe will be assured and yo~r 
dynasty will persist from ce~fll9' to century., ~s
ing sun, I salute you, celestial lihera~or, ~ans m
visible enemy. Command filth ~o u~te 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 t~e a 
kiss upon the robes of that famous. lecheress,.Filth, 
in memory of the importa~t services she will ~ot 
fail to render you. If she did not seduce man with 
her lascivious paps, it is probable that. you could 
not exist - you, tbe product of that rattonal 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 'Yould ~ee 
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 ~hich their ~ender fruit would be sub~ 
mined - f rwt so tran9uil and so sweet, yet already 
cold and ferocious. Filth, great empress, preserve 
before the eyes of my hatred the ~ad~ multipli
cation of the muscles of your famme-stncken 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 disturbing 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 glory9 I shall relate that I 
have caused to be constructed a pit four leagues 
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~quare and c?rr~pondin.g~y deep. Therein lies in 
its unclean vrrguuty. a livmg mme of lice. It fills 
the bottom of ~e pit and t~enc~ snakes out in great 
dense streams m every drrecnon. Here is how I 
built this artificial mine. I snatched a female louse 
from the hair of humanity. I was seen to lie with 
~er on t~e successive nights and then I flung her 
mto the pit. The human f ecundarion, which would 
have been ineffective in other similar cases was 
accepted this time by fate and at the end of ~veral 
days thousands of monsters, sw~ in a com
pact knot of matter, were born to the light of day. 
The loathsome mass becmne in time more and 
'!'or~ immense;:, in the meantime acquiring the 
liqw~ pr~pel'tl~ of ~ercury, and poured itself 
out m divers tnbutanes which now feed upon 
themselves (the birth rate is higher than the death 
rate). except when I fling them a new-bom bastard 
whose mother desired its death· or an ann that I 
hack off during the night from' some young girl 
after chloroforming her. Every fifteen years th~ 
gen.erations of lice that feed upon men decrease 
!1<>tt~eably, and ~emselves predict infallibly the 
un~ence.of theirco~plete destruction. For man, 
mor~ mt~ent than ~ enemy, succeeds in over
commg him. Then, with an infernal shovel that 
!ncre~es my strength, I dig out of that inexhaust
ible -!Dme whole chunks of lice, big as mountains. 
~ split them ue with an axe and I transport them 
!D the depths .of the night to the city streets. There, 
m contact with human temperature, they dissolve 
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into individuals as in the first days of their forma
tion in the torruous galleries o~ the underground 
mine, dig themselves a bed m the gra~el ~d 
spread out in streams through h?man habitations 
like noxious spirits. The gnu,dian of the .house 
barks dully, for it seems to him that a legion of 
unknown beings is piercing the pores of the walls, 
bringing terror to the beds of the sleepe~s. Per
chance you may have heard at least once m your 
life this kind of sad, drawn-out howl. They try to 
pierce the darkness of the night with impotent eye~, 
for their dog's brains cannot understand what is 
going on. This singing in their ears irritates them 
and they feel themselves betrayed. Mi~!ons. of 
enemies fling themselves thus upon cmes like 
clouds of locusts. There is enou.gh fo! 6.ft~n y~~· 
They will attack man, wounding him with bstmg 
wounds. After that lapse of time I shall send others. 
When I crush up the chunks of animated. matter 
it sometimes happens that one fragment 1S more 
densely packed than another. Its atoI?S struggle 
furiously to tear away from rhe mass m order to 
go forth and torment humanity; but the en.durance 
of cohesion resists. By a supreme convulsion they 
generate such an effort that the rock, unable to 
scatter its living contents, flings itself into the 
upper aonosphere as if blown up by gunpowder, 
ana then falls to earth burying itself aeeply in the 
soil. Sometimes the thoughtful peasant observ:es 
an aerolith cut vertically through space and dis
appear into a field of com. He does not know 
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whence comes this stone. You now have a clear 
and succinct explanation of the phenomenon. 

H the earth were covered with lice like grains 
of ~~d on ~e sea shore the human race would be 
annihilated 10 the midst of terrible su1fe~. What 
a ~cle! And I, with the wings of an angel, 
mononJess 10 the air, contemplating it! 

0 ~ustere mathematics! I have not forgotten 
~ou smc~ r.:our learned teachings, sweeter than 
oney, .distilled themselves through my heart like 

ref~hing waves. Instinctively, since the day of 
my birth,. I have aspired to dririk from your spring 
more anaent than the sun and I still continue to 
frequent the ~unyard of your solemn temple: 
I, die most faithfuf of your initiates. 

.There used to be a vacuum in m)' soul, a some
thing, I .~ow not what, dense as smoke; but wisely 
and religiously I mounted the steps that lead to 
your al~, and you dispelled that gloomy shroud 
as the wind blows a butterfly. In its place you set 
an ~treme coldn~ a consummate prudence and 
~ nnp~cable l<>gic. With the aid of your invigor
atmg ~ my intelligence developed rapidly and 
assumed unmense proportions in the midst of 
the .ravishing illumination that you bestow rodi
gally upon those who love you with a sC.cere love. 
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Arithmetic! Algebra! Geometry! Imposing 
trinity! Luminous triangle! He w~o has never 
known you is without sense! ~e J?lc:r'ts the ordeal 
of the most cruel tortnres for 10 his ignorant care
lessness there is a blind contempt.. But he ~ho 
knows you and ap~reciates you demes .nothing 
more of this world1 s goods, IS content with :your 
maJical joys and, home upon your 50!D~ ~ 
desires nothing better than to ascc:nd, lightlj' fl~g 
and describing an ascendant spiral, towardS t_he 
curved vault of the heavens. Earth o1fe~ him 
no~ but illusion and moral P,hantasmaJJ?na. 

But you, O concise: mathema~ by the ngorous 
fetters of your tenaoous proposiaons and the con
stancy of your iron-bouna laws you dazzle the eyes 
with a _pow~~ refte_ctlo~ of that supreme trut!t 
whose unpnnt IS manifest 10 the order of the um
verse. But the order surrounding you, represented 
chiefly by the perfect .regulaiity of a square, 
Pythagoras' friend,. is even gre~ter; f?r the Om
rupotent revealed hunself and his attributc:s co~
pletely in that memorable effort that coDSJSted 10 

extracting from the entrails of chaos your ueasures 
of theorems and your magnificent splendors. In 
ancient and in modem times more thin one great 
human ~tion saw his genius aepalled by the 
contemplatton of y<>ur symbolic ~ ~ced 
upon burning paper like so many mystenous SlgDS 
living with a latent breath. incomprehC11S11>le to 
the Vulgar and profane, which ~ere merel>: 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 quesrion
mark, he demands how it can be that mathematics 
contains so much imposing g:randeur and so 
much incontestable truth, while man is filled 
with nothing but pride and deceit. Then this 
superior being, saddened and feeling even more 
strongfy through his familiarity with your coun
sels, the pettiness and incomparable folly of 
humanity, rests his blanched head upon his emaci
ated. ha!1d and remains a~sorbed 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 childhood you appeared before me 
one moonlit night in May, in a verdant meadow by 
the side of a lirilpid sueam, all three equal in grace 
and modesty, all three full of the majesty of 
queens. You took several steps towards me, your 
long robes Boating about you like a cloud, and 
you lured me towards your proud breasts like a 
beloved son. I rushed upon you and clenched my 
hands upon your white bosom. Gratefully I fed 
myself upon your life-giving manna and I felt 
humanity grow and improve within me. 

Since that time, 0 rival goddesses, I have never 
abandoned you. Since that time what pompous 
projects, what 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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as the dawn effaces the shadow~ of nig~t! SiI?-ce 
that time I have seen death, with. the ~ntenoon 
visible to the naked eye of jopulaong his tombs, 
ravaging battlefields steepe in human blood and 
lancing morning Bowers ~ver funereal skelet~>ns. 

~ince that time I have asslSted at the rev?lutio~s 
of our globe• earthq.uakes and volcanoes with th~ir 
Barning lava, the SlffiOOID of th~ desert and ship
wrecks of the storm have an. witnessed. my pres
ence as impassive spectator. Smee tha~ tllDe l_ha~e 
seen manr a generati.on of huma~ beings ralSC m 
the rnommg their wmgs and their eyes. to sp~ce 
with the inexperienced joy of the chrysabs saluung 
his last metamorphosis; and l h~ve seen them 
die in the evening before sunset, their heads ~OC?P
ing. like wilted ~owers swayed by the plaintive 
whisper of the wind. 

But you are unchanging. No change, no env~n-
omed wind, touches the steep rocks and wi.de 
valleys of your identity. Your mo~est pyramuls 
will endure longer than the p~~ds of Egypt, 
those ant-hills erected by srop1dity and. slavery. 
The end of all centuries will yet.se~, s~nding upan 
the ruins of time, your cabahsnc c1ph~rs, your 
terse equations, and you.r sculpturaf lines, e~
throned at the vengeful. n~ht h~nd of the Omm-

tent, while in despm like Jets of water the 
~rs will sink into the eternity of. a h~rrible .and 
universal night; and whil~ man, gnn:iacmg, thinks 
of settling hlS accounts with the last 1udgn:ient. 

I thank you for the numberless services you 
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have:, ~ende~d me: I thank you for the unfamiliar 
q~littes wit~ which you have enriched my i. 
telbgence. ~ithout you I migh~ perhaps have been 
overcome m my struggle agamst man. Without 
you he would have rolled me in the dust and made 
me kiss his feet. Without you he would have 
ploughed my Besh and bones with a treacherous 
claw. But I watched out for myself like an expert 
athlete. You ~ve me the. coldness that exhales 
from y~ur su~lirne ~n~epnons, free from pmion. 
I used It to re1ecr disdainfully the ephemeralJ' oys 
of my brief journey and to thrust from my oor 
the sympathetic but dece~tive overtures of my 
fello~ ~en. You gave me the ~ubbom prudence 
that JS disclosed at every step in your admirable 
meth~ of analysis, synthesas and of deduction. 
I used it to confound the pernicious cunning of my 
monal enemy, skilfully to attack him in my turn 
and to plunge into man's viscera a sharp dagger 
~t will remain foreve~ buried in his carcass; for 
it lS a wound from which he will never recover. 

You ~av~ me lo~c, whi~h ~ the very soul of 
your .wise mslr?ctton. With its syllogisms, the 
labyrinths of which are made more understandable 
by their very complication, I felt my intelligence 
redouble its daring stre~. With the aid of that 
terrible ally I discOvered m humanity as I plunged 
into its depths, beside the reefs of hatred, black and 
loathsome evil crouching amid deleterious mias
~as, co~templating its ~vel. I ~as the first to 
discover m the shadOw of hJS entrails that disastrous 
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vice of wickedness, more powerlul in him than 

~· 
With the envenomed wea~n you lent me I 

forced to descend from his pedest8.l, built by the 
cowardice of men, the Creator himself! He ground 
his teeth and submitted to this ignominious insult, 
for his adve~ was suonger than he! But I 
toaed him aside like a bundle of string that I 
might descend from my Bight. The thinlCer Des
cartes once uttered the reflection that nothing solid 
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 at once. 
Indeed, what could be more solid than your three 
principal q~tles ~dy mentioned which aris.e 
mterlaced like a umque crown from the smmmt 
of your colossal architecture? You are a monument 
that grows unceasingly with daily discoveries from 
your mines of jewels and from scientific explora
tions through your superb domains. 

0 sacred mathematics, could you not through 
your perpetual activity console the remainder of 
my days for the wickedness of man and the 
inJustice of the Most High! 

''0 lamp of silver, my eyes discern you in the 
air, com~on of the cathedral dome, and I seek 
the reason for your suspension there. Th~ say 
that your beams illumine the darkness of night 
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for the crowds who come to worship the Omni~ 
tent and that you show the repentant the path to 
the altar. Listen, this is quite poSsible; but need you 
render such services to those to whom you owe 
nothing? Leave the columns of the basilica plun~ed 
in ~loom; and when a gust from the tempest anudst 
~hich w~ls the devil penetra~es with him, spread
mg terror, mto the holy place, mstead of strugglinJr 
bravely against the envenomed blast extinguish 
yoursdf suddenly beneath its feverish breath in 
order that, unseen, he may select his victims among 
the kneeling believers. H you will do that l 
shall owe you all my happiness. When you shine 
thus, shedding your Bickering 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 y~u could understand me, why, whenever my 
feet 10 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 er.e 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
miesyou dwindle again toyourpreviousmodestand 
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 attennon to my 
pernicious presence and to point out to the wor
shippers the spot where the enemy of man has 
appeared? I incline towards this opinion, for I too 
begin to understand you; and I know who y~u .~' 
ancient sorceress, who keep so watchful a vigil m 
the sacred mosques where your peculiar master 
struts like a rooster. 

"Vigilant wardress, you have taken upon y~ur
self a foolish mission. I warn you: the first nme 
you point me out to the discretion of my fellows 
by the amplification of your phosphorescent 
beams, since I do not fancy this optica1 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 
nothin_g to you, you wittingly behave in a manner 
annoymg to me. In the Seine I will peanit you to 
shine as long 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 cathedral 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 

[ .93 ] 



c.Maldoror 
him to the. highest de~ by its untimely presence. 
H~ ~ himSeJf ~t. if there is any soul concealed 
within that ~p 1t JS cowardly not to reply sin
cc:reJy ~a .straightforward attack. He beats the air 
with his Sllle'!Y arms and wishes that the lamp 
could be transformed into a man; he promises hini
self that he would put him through a bad quaner
hour. But the means by which a laiDp chans-es into a 
man are unnatural. He does not ~ himself to 
this but goes seeking on the .floor of that wretched 
?,goda a .Bat stone with~ edges. This he Sings 
violently throUJ.h the air ••• the cha.in is cut 
through the miCldle like grass before the scythe 
and the r~ous instrument falls to the B'round 
~reading its oil upon the .flagstones. He seizes the 
~p to ~.it outside but it resists and begins 
to mcrease m SJZe. He seems to see~ sprouting 
ftom its sides and its upper part takes on the form 
of an angel's bust. It tries to take Bight but he re
strains it with a firm hand. One does not often see 
a lamp .and an ~el united in the same body. He 
recogruzes the stiape of the Jamp; he r~ 
the f~rm. of !he ~el; b~t he cannot distiiiguish 
them m his mmd. lnCleed, m reaJ!ty they are joined 
together and fonn together one free and independ
ent body. But he feeJs that some cloud has veiled 
his eyes and caused him to lose sliirhdy the excel
l':Dce of his eyesight. Nevertheless he prepares 
himself bravely for the struggle., for his adversary 
has no fear. 

There are naive persons who assert that the 
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sacred door closed of its own accord, swinging f!D 
its battered hinges, in order th~t .n~ne showd ~t
ness that impious struggle the VlClSSltudes of which 
were about to develop within the precincts of that 
violated san~. 

The cloaked man, while undergoing cruel pun
ishment from an invisible sword, strove to dmw 
the angel's face to his mouth. He thought only 
of that and all his struggles were to that end. T~e 
lamp-angel weakens and seems to feel a ~n
ment of its destiny. Its struggles b~ome feebler 
and the moment is imminent when its adv~ 
will be able to embrace it at his ease, if that is what 
he intends to do. 

Now the moment is come. Exe~ his muscles 
he compte§CS the throat of the ange~ wh<? can no 
longer breathe and crushes her agamst his loath
some breast. F~r a moment he feels eity for the 
fate awaiting th!s heavenly be~, 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: somethiilg horrible is about t? ent~r th~ cage 
of time! He bends down and apP,lies ~ saliva!ed 
tongue to that angelic cheek despite the unplonng 
glances of his victim. For several moments he 
passes his tongue over that cheek. Ob! Look! Look 
there! The pink and white c~eek has turned b~ck, 
black as coaH It exhales a nuasma of putrefacaon. 
This is ganjrene, no funher room for doubt. The 
gnawing dJSease extends over the whole face and 
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from there continues its ravages until soon the 
whole body.is reduced to a great loathsome wound. 
~aldoror himself appalled (for he did not realize 
his tongue containea so virnlent a poison) snatches 
~P the lamp and flees from the church. Once out
Slde h~ perceives in the air a blackish shape that 
bears 1~lf wearily on singed wi_ngs up towards 
the regions of heaven. They look upon one an
ot~er while .the angel ascends towards the serene 
heights o~ vutue and ~ldoror, on the con~, 
descends mto the venigmous abyss of evil. What 
a look p~es. between t~em! All that humanity has 
th!>ug~t m SIXty centunes and much more that it 
~ill 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 int~ence; in the first place because 
of the persons involved and then because of the 
Circumstances. That look binds them together in 
an eternal friendshi{>. 

. ~aldo~or is ~tonished that the Creator can have 
ffilSs10I?-aries ~Ith such noble souls. For an instant 
he believes himself mistaken and asks himself 
whether he should have followed the ways of evil 
as ~e has d!>ne: But the shadow passes and he re
mams firm m hJS resolution. And it would be glori
ous, acc?rding to him, sooner or later to conquer 
the. All-~-All and to reign in his place over the 
e.nttre umverse and over legions of angels as beau
tiful as that one. 
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The ascendin~ 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 little .like a v'!lture 
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 mto the river. 
For a 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 Boating 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 
l' 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. /ts beams white as electric light 
eclipse the gas lamps that border the two banks 
of the river, between which the lamp advances like 
a queen, alone, impenetrable, with an inextin
guishable smile, and its oil does not 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 be1:teath the waters and re
appearing at a distance. Now when the super-
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s~ti_ou.s boatmen se~ it they. row in the opposite 
direcnon and they silence their chanties. 

When you are crosmng a bridge at night be ve 
careful: you are sure to see that lamp shining he% 
or there. But they say it does not show itself to 
everyone. ':\'hen. someone with a guilty conscience 
crosses a bndge, it suddenly extinguishes its beams 
and .the ~asser by, appalled, seelCs it desperately 
and m v~m on the surface of the river. He knows 
what this means. He would believe that he had 
se~n !he heavenly radiance, but he tells himself that 
t~1s light came fr~m some ship or from the reflec-
tion of the gas-lights and he is right. H 
knows that he is the ~ause of the disappe~nC: 
of that lamp, ~nd plunged in sorrowful meditations 
he hastens hJS step homewards. Then the silver 
lamp ~ppe~ ~pon the surface and continues its 
course m capnc1ous and elegant arabesques. 

Hear the thoughts of my childhood when I 
would awaken, humans of the red rod· 

"I have just awake!led, but my mind is still be
numbed. Each morrung I feel a heaviness in my 
head. Rarely ~o I find rest at night for I am tor
me?ted by fnghtf ul dreams when l succeed in 
falJ!ng asleep. By day my mind wearies itself with 
weird meditations while my eyes wander at ran
dom through space. And at night I cannot sleep. 
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When, then, should I sleep? For Nature must 
claim her rights. Inasmuch as I scorn her she makes 
my face pale and my eyes bum with the bit:ter 
flame of fever. As for myself I should ask nothing 
more than surcease from the continual draining of 
my mind in meditation. But even when .I strug~le 
a~t it my dism~yed se':15es constrain me m
vmcibly 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 f~. to 
offer you this morning the incense of my chil~sh 
prayers. Sometimes I forget it and I have noticed 
that on such days I have felt hap.Pier than usual. 
My breast swells free of all constramt and I breat~e 
more easily the spiced air of the fields. While 
when I perform the wea~isome dutr. co~~mded 
by myfarents of addressm~ you daily ~1th a can
ticle o praises accompanied by the mseparable 
boredom that the task of inventing them causes 
me then I am sad and irritable the rest of the day 
~use it seems to me illogical and unnatu~ to 
say what I do not think and I seek to retre~t mto 
the vast solitudes. If I ask them to explain the 
reason for this strange condition of my soul, they 
make no reply. 

"I want to love you and worship you but you are 
too powerful and there is fear in my praises. ~£ you 
can destroy or create worlds by a mere manif esta
tion of thought, my feeble prayers could serve you 
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no useful P~· If when it pleases you, you 
can se~d c~olera to ravage cities, or death to bear 
away 1~ his tS;lons without distinction the four 
ages of 1!1e, I WJSh to form no alliance with a friend 
so fonn1dable. 

"Not that hatred directs the thread of my argu
ment; but . on the contrary I fear your known 
hatred which, by a capncious command, may 
e~erge from your heart and become vast as the 
wmgs of the Andean condor. Your questionable 
amusements are not within my scope and I should 
F.obably be their first victim. You are the Om
mpotent. I .do not contes.t that title since you alone 
h~ve the. nght to bear 1t, ~nd since your desires 
with thel.I' consequences disastrous or auspicious 
have. no limit except with yourself. And this is 
pre~ely w.hY it would be painful to me to walk 
beside you m your cruel garment of sapphire not 
as. your slave, but liable to become so from' one 
mmute to another. 

''It is true ~twheneveryou search within your
self to ~~un~ your ropl conduct, if a phantom 
of a p~ IDJUstlce committed against that unhappy 
humamo/ that .has always o6eyed you as your 
most faithful fnend erects before you the motion
less vertebrae of a vengeful spine, your haggard 
eyes let fall an appalled tear of belated remorse 
and as Yc;>ur hair rises up .on your scalp you utter 
a ~esoluaon, that you bClieve to be sincere, to lay 
3Sld~ foreve~ among the brambles of nothingness 
the mconce1vable sport of your tiger's imagina-
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tion, which would be laughable if it were not 
lamentable. But I know too that constancy has 
not planted the harpoon of .its eternal perma~e~ce 
in our bones like a tenacious marrow' an t at 
o~ fall again often enough, you and your 

fboughts both covered with the black leprosy of 
error into the funereal lake of gloomy curses. l 
would like to believe that these latter are uncon
scious (though even so they wo~d b.e no. less 
envenomed) and that good and evil, united, issue 
forth impetUously from your royal and gangrethn
ous bosom like a waterfall from a .rock by e 
secret Sf>ell of a blind force. But nothing offers me 

proof of this. th 
"1 have seen too often your filthy tee snap 

with rage and your august co~tenance, ~overed 
with the fungus of time, b~ush ~~e a flaming coal 
because of some microscopic fuality that man h~d 

_rn;tted to be able to pause longer before the co.......... t h . 
signpost of that silly hypot esJS. 

"Daily with joined bands l send up to you the 
accents of my bumble prayer, because I must. But 
1 implore you that your Providence pay no ~tte~
tion to me; ca.st me aside like a grub groveling m 
the soil. Know that l shoul~ pref er to nu~re 
myself greedily upon the marm~ growths of ~thind 
unknown islands, borne by tropical waves WI 

their foamy bosoms, than to. know. that you are 
observing me and that you msert into !DY con
sciousness your grinning scalpel. It has JUSt now 
revealed to you ill my thoughts and I hope that 
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your liver. I would rather have you listeil to wt1rds 
of reveri.t 'L'ld ~·weer.ness. • 

'•'f,~ it is you w:i:c crrot:ed th~ w:.rld ~d al! ~ 
i<;:. Y c.U Me £et'~l:!~:I.. Y C•U l>l•~:C ~l•> V;Jtoif:. '?" 00 '1('~ 
rn<?S': poweiful. e'\'eryt'ne kn?vrr. !:..et ':he. entire 
um~crse mtonc hourly y.o.tJ nerta.swg nymn.! 
The bird~ bless you ~5' tl.,t;)l -wi-1g thr:i.r W1') 

through the count..ry. T~! rt'.L"'B belon~ to ycc. 
So be it!,, 

A.f ter l;)1•:;1 begi:iu1ings <lnrh..; ii: smpri.o;e ymt to 
:find me what I am? 

I rovghr a ')<)'J~ tl-l!'t might restroble_ rrint- and 
I could not fu"ld :t. I rumma2el m al! the corm~rs 
of the eard1: m~ persevei"ance was 11.,,.eless. Yet I 
could T'JQt rt>mam ~Jone. Thert- must be 50meone 
~1!1~ appro,·cd o! :ny cha..':2-cter~ t.'leic :mu:it be 
someone who had the san1c 1deas as myself. 

It was mo ming. The sun rose in 'Pis m.'lgntficence 
~t the homon a.-d beho!d~ a voang m:ia. ~ 
~t,>Pi!'·tt'.i:!~l,...~t ·""·}tuat; pr~'U<!<! O.ow~r~ :.pran.g up i!'l 
1~ p1.th :::".e 1ppt*Y.lr.'bec m.r 1n-i helo out his hana: 
"'1 ru:i~c ccm~ tc ye\: because 7:>:i sought o:. Let 
os :>lt:M •Jds h>lpp}' _how.'' llv.t { replied: ~~Go! I 
ci':i ~'Jt cell ~m'l I ~'lY"! no need ot your fnend-

ship." ft ·w~ t!Vl!ning. 'N~kltt: ~a." begh1oing t:<• spl:'t!a~t 
the blackness of hr..r veil over namre. A beautiful 
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woman whom I was barely able to ~rceive also 
exerted over me her bewitching iriBuence and 
gazed u~n me with compamon, not daring to 
speak. I said: "Come closer that I may distinguish 
!!1early the outlines of your face, for the starlight 
JS 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 consecrated 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 another with friendly 
eyes." 

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

I sat down upon a rock by tlie sea. A ship had 
just set out from the shore at 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-
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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 bein~ swept on 
to the rocky coast. The wind blew f unously from 
every eoint of the compass, tearing the ship's sails 
into ribbons. Thunder crashed and lightning 
glared but could not muffle the sound of lamenta
tions arising from the foundationless house, now a 
floating sepulchre. The surging masses of water 
had not succeeded in brea~ the anchor chains, 
but they had opened a way mto the sides of the 
vessel. It 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. 

Whoever has not witnessed the foundering of 
a ship in the midst of a hurricane while the bril
liance of lightning 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 ~ing itself up has inspired that 
cry. Each man eruolds himself in the gannent of 
resignation and commits his soul into the bands of 
God. They huddle t~ther like a flock of sheep. 

The distressed shiJ> fires off her alarm guns but 
slowly and with maJesty she founders. 
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All day they have toiled at the pumps. Useless 
effort. The dense implacable night haS fallen to 
put the finis~ touch to this gracious spectacle. 
Each 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 h!5 memory, he does 
not recollect any fish among his ancestors. But he 
urges himself to hold his breath as long as possi'ble 
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 shie as she sinks 
<:auses a powerful circomvolution of billows; that 
muddy ooze mingles with the troubled waten, 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 
provision of self-conuol that he musters before
hand, the man about to be drowned, after more 
mature consideration, should be happy if he pro
long his life amid the whirlj><>Ols of the watery 
gulf byu much as half an ordinary breath, in order 
to give gc:>od measure. It would be impossible for 
him to achieve bis supreme desire and Hout death. 

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

Ari error. She fires off no more alarm guns, she 
is not foundering. The cockleshell has been com
pletely swallowed ue. 0 heaven! How may I live 
after having reveled m such voluptuoumess! It has 
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been given to me to witness the death-agonies of 
sever8l of my fellow men! Minute by i;ninute I fo!
lowed the vicissitudes of their angwsh. No!' it 
would be the bellowing of some old woman driven 
mad by fear· now the solitary whimpering of a 
suckling inf~t would drown out the voice of the 
ship's command. The ship was too far off for me 
to ~ clearly the cries home UPC?.n the 
gale, but I drew nearer by an effort of Will and 
the optical illusion was co~plete. Every fifteen 
minutes, when a gust of wm~ suonger. than the 
others raised its sad moan anudst the en~ of the 
terrified petrels, split the vessel lengthWISe and 
increased the outcries of those about to be ofered 
in a holocaust to death, I 1abbed a pointed iron into 

hinkinl "Th /% I ,, my cheek, secretly t . g: ey ~uer more. 
At least I had thus a baSIS for companson. 

From the shore I apostrophized them and flung 
curses and threats at them. It seemed to me that 
they must have heard me! ~t seemed.to me ~t my 
hate and my words, covenng the distan~ v10~t
ing the laws of acoustics, must have arnved dis
tinctly to their ears already deafened by the roar 
of the enraged sea! It seemed to me that they must 
have thought 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 earm; and seeing that 
no o~e suspected a ship was foundering a few 
miles from the shore with a crown of birds of p~ 
and a pedestal of aquatic giants with empty bellies, 
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I took courage and ho~ returned to me. I was cer
tain that the ship wowd be lost! They could not 
escape! In an excess of precaution I had gone to ob
tain my double-barreled pistol in order that with 
OD£ bullet in the shoulder to break his arm I could 
prevent any dro~ man from climbing up the 
rocb and saving hiriiself from imminent death. 

At the most furious moment of the tempest I 
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 sulface. But soon he 
reappc:ared, hair streanllnf, and fixinsr his eye upon 
the Shore seemed to dety death. Ais calm was 
admirable. A iaping, bloOdy wound, caused by a 
shup projection from some hidden reef, gashed 
his intrepid and noble countenance. He cowd 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 only 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 reluctantly 
before him. l had made up my mind in advance. 
I owed it to myself to keep my promise: the last 
hour had sounded for all, none sbould escape. That 
was my resolution, nothing should change it. A 
sharp detonation was heard and the head disap
peared forever. 
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I did not relish this murder as much as one might 
think. And it was precisely because I was s~t~ 
with perpetual ~ that t~encefo~ard ~ did it 
simply from a habit impossible to relinqwsh ~ut 
yielding only the slightest pleasure. The feeling 
was blunted, hardened. What pleasur~ could 1 
feel at the death of that one human bemg when 
there were more than a hundred about to offer me 
the spectacle of their last stroggles ~g~t the 
waves once the ship had sunk? W 1th this one 
death i had not even the thrill of danger, for human 
justice, cradled by the hurricane of that frightful 
night. slumbered m houses a few steps away. 

Today when the yeus weigh heavily upon me 
I make this statement sincerely, as a supreme and 
solemn uuth: I was not as cruel as men afterwards 
related; but sometimes their own wickedness 
wreaks its ravap for years on end. So I rec:og
nized no further limits to my fury. I was .seizCd 
with an access of cruelty and I became temble to 
any being who fell within range of my ~ard 
eyes, as long as he belonge_d to my own. race. ere 
it a horse or a dog I let 1t go free: di.d you hear 
what I just said? Unhappily, on the rugbt of that 
storm I was in the grip of one of those rages and 
my reason had ft.own (for ordinarily I was just 
as cruel but more cautious}; and everything that 
fell at that time into my hands, perished. I make 
no pretence of excusing mrse:lf lor my misdeeds. 
The fault lies not entirely with my fellow men. 
I simply state the facts as I await the last judgment, 
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scratching the nape of my neck in anticipation. 
What care I for the last judgmentf My reason 
never deserts me, as I said a moment ago to conf 
you. ~d when I commit a crime r know wf: 
I am do~. I would not act in any other manner! 

Standing upon the rock while the hurricane 
lashed my hair and my cloak, I watched with 
ecstacy the power of the storm .furiously attacking 
the ship beneath a starless skv. I followed ttiomph
antly all the vicissitudes of the drama, from the 
moment when the vc:sseJ dropped her anchors until 
the moment when lt was swallowed up in that 
!a~ fll:l'DleDt that dragged those who were clothed 
m It as ma cloak down into the entrails of the sea. 
But the m<?ment was approaching when I myself 
"!85 to be mvolved as an actor in these scenes of 
disrupted nature. 

When the spot where the vessel had striven 
showed clearly that she had gone to spend the rest 
of her days at the bottom of the sea, many of those 
who had been swept overboard began to reappear 
on the surface. Tliey clutched at one another in 
two's and ~'s, not saving their lives by this 
move for they impeded one another's movements 
and sank :fike ~eakjr pitchers. 
~t JS this anny of marine monsters cutting 

swif~y through t!ie waves? There are six of them. 
Thm .fins are VJ_gorous and open up a passa 
~ugh the. hea~ seas. Of alI these human ~ 
mgs .who sar their four limbs in that ~ 
conanent 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 ~les 
with the waters and the waters mingle with blood. 
Their nvage 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 nothing, 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 sti.ll 
and she is forced to twist in every direction to 
outwit their maneuver5. 

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, b~ his gun to his 
shoulder, and, with his Usual skill, lodges his second 
bullet in the gill of one of the sharb as it shows 
it.self 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
~ances up.on h~ weary adversary, and, taking his 
tune! bunes his sharp blade into its belly. The 
movmg f~rttess disposes easily of the last enemy . 

. The swunmer and the female shark rescued by 
hun find themselves together. For a while they 
!ook at one another eye to eye; and each is aston
IShed to find so ~uch fero~ity. in the aspect of the 
~ther. They swim around m Cll'cles, neither losing 
~g~t of the other, and e~ch murmurs to himself: 
Hitherto I have been mmaken: here is someone 

more eyil than I." Then with common consent 
th~y ~lide toward one another, with a mutual ad
nuratton, the female sh.ark parting the ~aters with 
her fins, Maldoror beatmg the waves with his arms· 
and they hold their breaths, each desirous of con: 
templattng for the first time his living portrait 
Arriving within three yards of each other, effon~ 
lessly, sudden!y ~ey ~o~e together like two 
magnets and kiss with dignity and gratitude in an 
embrace as t~nder as that of a brother or a sister. 
~mal ~esire soon . follows this demonstration 

of fnendshi:e. Two ~ewy thighs clasp tightly 
about the VISCOUS skin of the monster like two 
leeches; and arms and .fins interlace about the 
body of the adored object which they surround 
~th love, while their throats and breasts soon fuse 
mto one glaucous mass exhaling the odors of sea
wrack. 

In the midst of the tempest that continues to 
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rage, illumined by its lightnings and having for a 
nuptial couch the foamy waves, b?rne upon an 
unaenow as in a cradle, and rolling u~n one 
another towards the depths of the ocean s .abyss. 
they join together in a long, chaste and hideous 

coupling! l d 1 At last I had found someone who resemb e me. 
Henceforth I should not be alone in ~e! She ha~ 
the same ideas as I! I was face to face with my firs 

love! 

The Seine is bearing away a human body. In 
these circumstances she takes on a solemn 2;5P~· 
The swollen corpse fl.oats on th.e waters; it dis
appears beneath the arch of a bndge; but fa!"her 
on it aepears again, turning slowly u~~ itself 
like a nilllwheel and sinking at intervals. With the 
aid of a pole a boatman drags it to t~e shore. B~fore 
taking it to the morgue they l~av~ it for a wll;ile on 
the bank in an attempt to bnng it back to life. A 
crowd assembles around the body. Those who can
not see because they are behind jostle as much as 
they can those who are in front. Each one says: 
"I should not have drowned. m~lf." They pity 
the young suicide, they admire .him, but they do 
not imitate him. Yet he found it very_ natural. to 
give himself to death, having decid~~ that no!hing 
on earth could please him and aspmng to higher 
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things .. His face is distinguished, his clothes are 
CXJ>C:DSIVe, Is he seventeen years old? That is young 
to die! 

The paralysed crowd continues to cast their 
m~d ey~ upon him. Night is falling. Everyone 
rettres silentlY:. No one dares to tum over the 
drowned f!!an m order to empty him of the water 
t~at fills his belly. They fear to appear too sensi
!IVe,, and. no one moves, each with his head buried 
lil his shin collar. One goes off, shrilly whistling 
~~ ab~d Tyrolean tune; another cracks his finger-
1omts 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 Pul!s up his horse and descends from the saddle. 
He r~ up the young man without disgust and 
makes him thro~ 1;1P a quantity of water. At the 
though~ that this mert corpse might revive be
n~th his hands, he feels his heart beat faster and 
his ~ourage. r~doubles. Vain effort! Vain effort, 
I said, a~d It JS true. The cadaver remains inert 
and lets itself be turned 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 
beanng. The drowned man is alive! 

At that SUP.reme moment one could have noticed 
that several lurrows disappeared from the horse-
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man's brow, removing ten years from his age. But 
alas! the furrows will return, pei:haps tomorrow, 
~haps as soon as he has departed from the banks 
of the Seine. 

Meanwhile the drowned man opens lustreless 
eyes and thanks his rescuer with a wan smile. But 
he is still weak and can make no movement. . 

What a fine thing it is to save someone's life! 
And how that act atones for sins! 

The man with the li{>s of bronze, until then en
~ in snatching him back from death, looks 
at the youth more narrowly, and the featureS aP": 
:eear to be not unknown to him. He tells himself 
that betWeen this asphyxiated man with the fair 
hair, and Holzer, there JS very little difference: See 
how they embrace effusively! But it matters lil!1e· 
The man with the jasper eyes adh~res to k~pmg 
up his appearance of seventy. Saymg nothing he 
lifts up his friend, sets him behind on the saddle, 
and the courser gallops off. 

O Holzer, rou who believed yourself to be so 
reasonable and so strong, have you not seen by 
your own example how hard it is ~uring at?- access 
of despair to preserv<: the sang-fro~d of which you 
brag? I hope you will never agam cause ~e an
other such sorrow; and I for my part promise you 
never to attempt my life. 

There are cenain hours in the life of lousy
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haired man when he fixes his staring eyes upon 
the green membranes of space· for he seems to 
hear before him the ironic mock~ of a phanto 
~e stage-ers and bends his head: what he he: 
JS the voice of his conscience. Then he rushes from 
the house with the speed of a madman and tears 
through the rugged plains of the countryside. But 
the yello'! p~tom does not lose sight of him and 
pursues ~ with an equal speed. 

.Sometunes ?~ a sto~y mght while legions of 
~ed octopi, ID the diStance resembling cro~ 
h~yer above the clouds and By stiffly towards the 
Clb~ of men on a mission to warn them to alter 
th~ conduct, the gloomy-eyed pebble sees two 
bcinszs !;'ass by beneath the fiaslies of lightning 
one liehlnd the ~ther; an~ wiping away a furti~ 
tear o_f com~n llowmg from his frozen eye 
he ci:1CS .out;, ~y Ile deserves this; it is 
only }DSace .. Havmg spoken thus he resumes his 
ferocious attitude and continues to watch the 
man-hunt,. tremblin,r nervously, and the wide lips 
of the vagina of darlmca whence Bow unceasing
ly like a river immense shad~ spcnnatozoa 
whi~h talc~ Bight into the lugubnous ether con
cc:aJing, with the vast manipulation of their bat's 
~ ~e whole of ~turc and the solitary legions 
of octopi, gr.:own ~eJcctcd at the aspect of these 
obscure and in~xplicable ful2urations. 

But meanwhile the stcepfechase continues be
tween the two indefatigable runners, and the phan
tom belches forth torrents of .Bame upon the 
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scorched back of the human antelope. If during 
the accomplis~ent of this duty he ~eetsPity try
ing to block his path, he accedes with repugnance 
to her pleas and lets the man escape. The phan
tom cliclr.s his tongue as if to .tell bimsc:lf that ~e 
is about to give up the purswt and renres to his 
kennel to await fuither orders. His voice, the voice 
of the damned, reaches to the uttermost limits of 
space; and when his appalling cries penetrate the 
lieart of man, the latter would rather have, they 
say, death for bis mother than remorse for his son. 
He buries his head up to the shoulders in the earthy 
complications of a hole; but conscience dissipates 
this ostrich's trick. The excavation eva~rates like 
a drop of ether; light appears with its ttain of rays 
like a Hock of curlews descending upon lavender 
bushes and the man finds that he is again confront
ing himself with ghastly, staring eyes. 

I have seen. him makiiig for the seashore, climb
ing a ja~ged sea-begirt promontory, and precipi
tating himself like an arrow into the waYCS. Now 
comes the miracle: the cadaver reappears the next 
day floating on the surface of the ocean which 
bears the fragment of fiesh back to the shore. The 
man releases himself from the mould hollowed out 
by his body in the sand, !;queezes the water out of 
his dripping hair, and resumes the jomney 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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~Fin trai!ing man like a fox, especially after 
• • rom her venr.ful eyes, that ignorant 

BC1ence calls mete()f's, livid Banies are d.ilfllled, .re-
volve upon one another, and articulate mysterious 
words. • • • that he understands! Then his bed is 
crushed beneath the tremors of his bod , over
wh~~ by the ":eight of insomnia, and t~ hem 
the SUUSter brea!11mg of vague night noises. The 
~ of sleep himself, mortally wounded in the 
brow by a mysterious stone, abandons his task and 
returns to heaven. 

Very weJJ, thls time I present myself to defend 
Man; I, the scomer of alf the virtues; I, who have 
not been able to forget the.Creator since the glori
ous day when, u~~ the stand upon which 
rested .the annals o~ heaven whereby r know not 
what infamous ch1Ctnery were consigned His 
power and His.eternity, I applied my four hundred 
su~ers to his . armpits, making him cry out 
hom~ly. The cnes ch&nged into serpent! as th 
left hiS mouth and went to lie in ambush in ~ 
b~hwood an~ in ruined walls by day and by 
~ht. .Those cnes now cringe and writhe in count
less coils with small Bat headS and treacherous eyes· 
and they have swom to lie in wait for human inn~ 
cence; and when .innocence goes walking in the 
tangled woodlands or over the hills or among the 
sana dunes,. she. soon ~ her ideas. H, that is, 
there be still tmle; for sometimes man becomes 
a~ of the yoison introduced into the veins of 
his leg through an almost imperceptible bite before 
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he has had time to reuace his steps and take. to his 
heels. It is thus that the Creator, ~ an 
admirable sansrf roid even in the face of the mosc 
attocious Jerings 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 upon !tis bo~r 
with eight enormous arms any one of which so~Cf 
lashes could easily have reached around the Cll'· 
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 
ha · abundantly nourished myself upon the 
gl~es of that holy blood, I detach~ myse!( 
abruptly from his majestic body and hid m)7self 
in a cave, which subsequently became my home. 
Here after a fruitless search, he could not find me. 
This ~as all long a$o; but I think he knows wh~ 
I am now. He avoids my place and we both live 
like two n~hboring 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. Eac~ ~~e 
unconquered has sustained some severe m1anes 
from his adv~~' and we let it go at that. How
ever, I am ready to resume the struggle w~enever 
he so desires. But he had better not await some 
favorable moment for his secret p~ns. I shall 
always be on the look-out and keepmg my er.e 
on him. Let him never again inflict the earth with 
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conscience and its tortures. I have taught mankind 
what weapons they may use to com6at it advan
tageously-. Ther are not as yet familiar with it, 
but you know that as far as I am concerned it .is 
oo more than a straw driven by the wind. That is 
as much as I make of it. If I wished to profit by the 
occasion that presents itself here of elaborating 
these poetic diScussions, I might add that I woula 
attacli more importance to die straw than to con
science; for straw is useful to the cow chewing 
her cud, while conscience knows nothing beyona 
sho~ her steel talons. 

Th• claws sustained a severe setback the day 
they came up against me. AB conscience was sent 
by the Creator I thought it proper not to permit ID)" pa&• to be obstructed by it. If it had approached 
me with the mod~ and humility proper to its 
rank, and from whicll it should never have de
~· I would have listened to it. I did not like 
us pride. I held out my band and crushed the talons 
~een ~y fingers. They !ell into dust beneath 
the mcreasmg presmre of this new kind of mortar. 
I stretched out my other hand and tore off its head. 
Then I chased that female conscience out of my 
house. at the end of a whip and I have not seen 
h~ smce. I kept her head as a souvenir of my 
vtctory •••• 

With a head in my hand, gnawing the skull I 
stood on one foot like a heron at the edge of a 
rrecipice slashed into the Banks of a mountain. 

was seen descending into the valley while the 
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flesh of my bosom was still and calm as the lid of 

a tomb! . h skull 1 
With a head in my hand, gnawing t e • 

swam down to the most dangerous depths of the 
ocean. among deadly reefs,. and plu~ged deeper 
than the currents to assist like a foreigner at the 
battles betWeen marine monsters. I swam from the 
shore farther than my piercing gaze. could see, ~nd 
hideous stingrays with their ~ysmg magnemm 
prowled around my limbs as they cut t~ugh the 
waves with robust movements, not danng to a1:j 
proach me. I was seen to return safe and sou~ 
to the beach, and the ftesh of my bosom was still 
and calm as the lid of a tomb! 

With a head in my hand, gnawing the ~kull, 1 
climbed the steps of a high tower. Weary-limbed, 
I reached the dizzy summit. I gazed upon the 
countryside and the sea; I ~zed upon the sun and 
th firmament· thrusting with my foot at the gran
i~ which re:n.med inuJ?.ovable, I defied aeath 
and divine punishment with a su{>reme h~wl and 
flung myself like a pav~..stone mto the 1aws. of 
space. Men heard the ~ul and reverberating 
crash that resulted from the encounter of the earth 
with the head of conscience, which I. had droeped 
. flight 1 was seen to descend with the leis';'" :£ ~b~ ~me upon an in~ble cloud? and pick 
nn the head in order to force it to be witness of a 
~ le crime that I was to commit that same day, 
w~le the ftesh 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 =ace wbere stand the posts 
that support the · tine. I placed the smooth 
grace of the neckS of three young girls beneath 
the blade . .A3 executioner, I pulled the string with 
the apparent experience of an entire lifetime and 
the tnanpla.r steel, fallinsr slantwise, sliced off 
three heads that regardea me meekly. Next I 
J>laced my own head beneath the hea!Y razor and 
the executioner prepared to accompliSh his duty. 
Three times the blade descende<l between its 
grooves with a new vigor; three times my material 
body, •cially at the base of the neck, was 
shaken to its foundations as when one dreams of 
being crushed by a falling building. The stupefied 
po.Ptilace let me pass as I removed myself from that 
grisly spot. They saw me elbow my way through 
the undulating waves of the crowd, and bestir 
myself, full of life, head held erect, while the flesh 
of my bosom was stDI and calm as the lid of a tomb! 

I did say that I would defend mankind this time. 
But I 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! 

It is time to apply the brakes to mr 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 
im~tuous bou_nd. To accomplish a jo~ey in one 
single breath JS not easy, and the wmgs weary 
much during a high flight without hope a~d with
out remorse. No, let us lead no deeper mto the 
explosive mines of this ~ious lay the h~d 
pack of swots and b~odies! The crocodile will 
not c~e one word of the vomit that issued from 
within his skull! Too bad if some furtive shadow, 
inspired with the praiseworthy ambition of re
venging a humaruty unjustly attacked by me, 
surreptitiously should o~ ~e door of mr__ ro?m, 
brushing a~t the wall like a sea-gulls Wlllg, 
and plunge a dagger int~ the side of th~ plunderer 
of celestial flotsam and Jetsam! aaY. might as well 
dissolve its atoms in that manner as m another. 
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{I.ES CJJIA.NTS DB llALJ>OBOB) 

I I m 
__ , 

iii! I I! Lb MAW! hi i!Jtd! 2 :am:::w::m 22 i!LUMO!!I i2 t 
UT us recall the names of those imaginary angel
like belngs whom my pen durina the second. lay 
bu dnwn from a bmm shining·with a radiance 
derived from those beings themselves. They are 
still-bom on the irorclted paper like spub the 
rapid m:inction of which die eye can hirdly fol .. 
low. Leman~ ... Lohengrin! ... Lombano' ... 
Holzer! , , . For an insmnt you appearet\ o:w
ered with the insignia of youth, within my 
c:nchaated horizon. But I let you fall btck into 
chaos like diving-belk. You will Dever return. It 
is enough thar. l have tuained the memory of y,:m. 
You mu.st make room for other substances. less 
ba.utifuJ ~Pit to which the StOmlY overifow 
of a love that bu resolved never to appcqe hi 
thirst with the human raee will FVe birth. An.ven
om Jo~ that wouid devour itX1f if it did not seek 
its nourishmerit in celestial. fictions: ~ting, ia 
the long l'Wlt a pyramid of seni;>him more nwner
ous tb.att the insea:s dut swarm m a drop of watei; 
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it will interweave them into an ellipse that it will 
cause to revolve around itself. Meanwhile if the 
travele~, pa?sin~ before the appearance of a cata
ract, will nuse his head he will see in the distance a 
human being borne towards the cavern of hell by 
a garland. of ~ving camellias! But . • , silence! 
The fioatmg l.Dlage of the fifth ideal traces itself 
slowly, like the blurred folds of an aurora borealis, 
upon the vaporous surface of my intelligence, 
~d 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 blast struck us full 
m the face, penetrated our cloaks, and swept back 
ou; hair on our twin heads. The sea-gull tried in 
v~n to warn us by his outcries and the agitation of 
bis wings of the possible proximity of the storm, 
and cried out: "Where are they o.ff to at that mad 
gallop?" We said nothing; plunged in meditation 
we let. ourselves be carried away by that furious 
race. The 6shennan, seei_ng us pa$ by swift as an 
albatro~ and realizing that he was seeing before 
him the two mysterious 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 ~htful war threatened 
to plant its harpoon in the breasts of two ~nemy 
countries, or when cholera was prepanng to 
hurl out from its sling putrefaction and death 
through entire cities. The oldest beachcombers 
frowned gravely, affirming that the two phan
toms, whose 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 thell'. maJestr, up 
m the air during great natural revolunons, umted 
by an eternal triend~hip the rarity ~d glory of 
which have given birth to the astomshment of 
unlimited chains of ge~erati?ns· . . 

It was said that, fiymg side by ~ide like rn:o 
Andean condors, they loved to soar m concentnc 
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 o_f 
their vertical flight towards the dismayed orbit 
where the human globe turns deliriously, inhab
ited by cruel spirits who massacre one another on 
battlefields (when they are not killing one another 
secretly in their cities with the da~er of hatred _or 
ambition) and who feed upon bemgs as full of life 
as themselves and placed a few degrees lower in 
the scale of existence. 

Or a~ when the pair firmly resolved, in order 
to exctte men to repentance by the verses of 
prophecy, to swim in great strokes towards the 
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sidereal Rgions wh~ the planet, stirs in the midst 
of the dense ~ttons ol avance, pride. curses 
and mockery, given off like pestilential vapars 
from the loathsome surface, seeming no Jar,rer than 
a ball a_nd alm~ invisible because of the distance, 
they did n?t fail to fin~ occasions on which they 
.repented bitterly of the11' benevolence, misunder
stood and spumed, 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 die bastards 
of humanity. 

When mght fell with her propitious gloom they 
rushed from the porphyrf-cr:e.tted craters and 
from the subaqueous currents, and left well behind 
them the craggy chamber-pot where the consti
pated anus o_f the human cockatoo wriggles: left 
1t so far behind that they could no longer distin
IUWh the suspended silhouette of the filthy planet. 
Then, aggrieved by their fruitless attempt, the 
angel of· the land and the angel of the sea Kissed, 
weeping, amid the compaaionate stars and under 
the eye of God! ••• 

Mario and he who galloped at his side were 
not unaware of the vague and ~erstitious 
~ors that were recounted during theu- evening 
yigils by ~ fishermen whispering around the 
hearth behind closed doors and windows, while 
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the nifbt-wind, desirous of wanning itself' making 
its plaint beard 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 
say to each other? Nothing. But our eyes exp~~ 
all. 1 warn him to wrap himself more closely m hJS 
cloak, and he ~ints out to me that my l_lorse g~ 
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 I perce~ve t_hat 
his countenance bears the weig~t ?f terrible 1m
pr5ions engraved there bymeditanon, constantly 
inclined towards the sphynxes that. lead astray, 
with oblique glances, the great 11~ of i 0T 
iotellipce. Seeing that his .attemp_t IS ~ e9 .~ 
mrns aside his gaze. gnaws hi:' earthly c~ns wt 
the saliva of rage anC:I stareS mto the honzon that 
flees at our apP!09ch. · ld In m tum I try to remind him of bJS go en ___.--
youth !hich asks nothing better than to paradr.-

like a queen through the: Jp~a~lace::"f~ .. =·~-----------ii! 
he notices that mv ,_.._.j _ 

en mouth with di 
own sprinpe h. 
implacable dream 
and beds of satin ' 
slumbers paid with 
pleasures of disenci 
rows of age, the terr 



. c./"vla/doror 
mdereaJ reaions h 
of th ~ o· w ere ther: · . e uense ........ _'-_. et stirs .tn the midst 
and .r~ -muanons o avaric · 
fro mocaery, given off Jike ~ pn.de, curses 
a baUm thedloalmathsOmesurface ~en~ vapo.rs 

an ost in . "bl ' ~~no .lill:cthan 
they did not £·-:1 VJSJ.6n e because of the · 

• ilU to d occasi ce, 
repented bitterly of their b ons on which they 
stood and spurned, d ~evolence, misunder-
depths of vol an hid themselves · 
fire that bo:•~oes to converse with th 111. the 

.us .tn the vats f th e tenaaous 
at the bottOJIJ of th o e central vanl-
cycs . th e sea to rest th . . . ..., or 

JD e contem la · eir disillusioned 
monsrezs of the d p tto~ of the most ferocj 
models of geode eep, which to them apflll<> .. dous 
of hn .... - . ness compared with .. a;: ,--.... e as """-ruty. u1e bastards 

When rught fell wi h h .. 
fhed from the po~h er propmous gloom they 
rom the subaqueous yry-crested craters and 

them the craggy c~nts, and left well behind 
pated anus of die h r-pot where the co . 
it ~ far behind that°:han cockatoo Wriggles: kh 
guish the SUmlended ..:1L cy could no longer distin-
Then, :r lUUIOUette of th filth 
angel o:'~~eved by their fruidesse att y planer. 

weeping, ami~~e~ the ~1 of the=~ 
the ey~ of God! . . . mpasmonatc stars and under 

Mano and he wh 
not unaware of th~ gallva oped at his side were 
rumo.rs tha gue and su · · 
vi ... aft b t were recounted d . pentiaous h -e;&Q Y the lishennen wh:~ their evening 
earth behind closed d . ...,~~g around the 

oo.rs and wtndo~ while 
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the ~ht-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 
say to each other? Nothing. But our eyes expressed 
all. I warn him to wrap himself more closely in his 
cloak, and he ~ints 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 I 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 ~reat anguish of mortal 
intelligence. Seeing that h1S attempt 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 uy to remind him of his golden 
youth which asks nothing better than to parade 
like a queen through the palace of pleasures. But 
he notices that mr: 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 
and beds of satin where the pale priestess of love 
slumbers ~d 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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:~~ ~~ ~~1my attempt. is useleu, I am not 
The Omni e to make him happy. 

his . potent appears before me armed - h 
UlStruments of tortur . th wu 

ent halo of his h . le, lJl e whole resplend-
. orror, tum awafu 

stare mto the horizon that B _!11Y eyes and 
proach. ees c.rorc our a~ 

BeeC:::: t:~~~: along the coast as if they were 
M . . an eye .•.• 

ano JS younger than I The h 'di 
weather and the salty f~ tha wru1 ty of the 
us bring the t sp ashes up over 
"Bew ' contact of cold to his lips. I tell him. 
the are. • .. Beware! , .. Close your Ii r . 

col~c~~:r~;.you not see t~e sh~ ~o~ :f 
wounds?,, H mg your skin with buminlll' 

e stares at me and replies 'th --:-6 
of his tongue· "Yes I h WI motions 
But I will no~ dist~bs~h: n:m, ~ose ~r~n claws. 
mouth to repel them Look, tu ~Itron of my 
seems to be the will ·f p .J0 see if I lie. Since n 
to it. But its will coul~ ha~~be encbe I ~ confonn 
out: "I admire th en etter. And I cry 

at noble vengeanc '" I 
tear out my hair, but he fi b. ds ll e. . want to 
glance and I obev him .othr 1 me w1th a severe 

I . " WJ r~ecr 
t JS growing late and the ea :le is~ . . 

nest hollowed out in th anf. g . turning to its 
My brother says to me· ,; ra~os1ty of a rock. 
coat to shield £ • am gomg to loan you my 
I reply: •wJou rom t~e cold. I do not need it." 
not wish tha untohyoo if you. do as you say. I do 
'all t anot er suffer 10 my la 

CJ y you." He makes no reply, be~~ ~ 
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right. But then I set out to console him because of 
the too impetuous tone of my words .... 

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

I raise up my head like the prow of a vessel 
thrown up by 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 tl'le 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 caught 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, mdt into the atmosphere in the form of 
clouds; even so has your anxiety on my account in
sensibly increased without reasonable motive, and 
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forms over yo~ imagination the deceptive outline 
of a .desolate nurage. I assure you that there is no 
fire m my eyes, although I do have a fee~ as if 
my head were plunged into a helmet of blazing 
cOals. How do you suppose the flesh of my inno
~ence should be boiling in a vat, since I hear noth
mg but the feeblest and most confused outcries, 
th~t to me are nothing but the wailing of the wind 
as lt P,asse5 over our heads? It is impossible that a 
scoJi~on should have taken up residence and fast
ene its sh~ p~cers into the depths of my jagged 
:r;-socket. think they are rather powerful tongs 

. t ~h the optic nerve. However I am of your 
op101on that the blood filling the vat was extracted 
from .my ,veins by an invisible executioner during 
last mght s sleep. I waited for yon a long time, be
loved son. of the. ocean; and my sleep-lieavy arms 
engage~ m a vam combat with one who entered 
the ':esribnle of my house .•.• yes, I feel that m 
soul JS padlocked in my body and cannot free itsek 
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, ~d I have forbidden suicide to heal the 
rsJt. I "?5h the Creator to contemplate this yawn
mg ~evice every hour of his eternity. This is the 
pumshment I inflict u~n him. Our steeds slow 
down the speed of thell' bronze feet; their bodies 
tremble lik'.e a hunter surprised by a flock of 
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peccaries. They must not .listen t? 'Yhat '!"e are 
saying. By dint of attention thell' mtelligences 
might increase and they would be able to under
stand us. Woe unto them! For they would suffer 
more! Indeed, think only of the '!ild ~oars of hu
manity: does not the degree of mtelhgence ~t 
separates them from other beings of the creation 
seem to have been accorded them only at the ~e.
mediable price of incalculable suffenngs? Imitate 
my example and plunge your silver spurs into the 
Banks of your steed ..•• " 

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

See the madwoman as she passes by dancing and 
vaguely recalling something. Children pursue her 
with stones as if she were a blackbird. She bran
dishes a stick and makes as if to pursue th~ then 
continues on her way. She left a shoe behind and 
does not notice it. Long spider's legs crawl at the 
nape of her neck: these are nothing but her hair. 
Her face resembles no human countenance and 
she bursts into shrieks of laughter like a hyena. She 
lets fall rags of phrases of which, if they were 
knit together, very few would have any clear 
~cance. Her gown, torn in several places, flut-
ters about her bony and filthy legs., sft~ wanders 
on like a poplar leaf home upon a whirlwind of un-
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conscious associa • 
and her forme:o: ~e, her youth, her illusions 
through the mists of r~~ ~embered now 
her pristine grace and b=e~ h Dllnd. ~he ~as lost 
and her breath reeks of hr!d er hearing JS mean 

If men were happy on thi Y· 
cause for asron.ishiii Th s earth, there would be 

h enr. e madwoman mak 
direpro~ch es, she is too proud to complain andeswill~o 

e Wit our having al d h wh . reve e er secret to th 
o mreresr themselves in h b h ose 

forbidden ever to ad~--- erd ut w om she has 
Childr ~QI! a wor: to her 

en pursu h · • 
a blackbird. e er With stones as if she were 

8?::o:~ =~~~; rf!k! f:fner {rm ~er bosom. 
rught, ancf reads the~ . s~ m his room all 

After many sterile uscnpr . t follows: 
daughter. For three~ Providence sent me a 
churches in on . ~ I kneeled down in 
f him ceasing gratitude to the 

? who had at last fulfilled m h great name 
JShed her who was more th 1~ opes. I nonr
milk. I saw her . ~my .we with my own 
9ualities of soul ~wmg rapidly~ endowed with all 
like to have a littl d !>OOY· She said to me: ul should 

d e SJSter to play with Ask God 
sen me one, and to reward him 1 .· . to 
a garland of violets, . will weave him 
All the answer I madcFPP~t and geraniums." 
an~ kiss her lovingly. was to raise her to my breast 

She was already interested . . a1s 
me why the 11 m anim and asked 
abodes of hon!::~~ hlsas ~ontent to ~rush the 

wmgs, 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 fee~; 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-.ftower in 
that atmosphere, I 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 butterllies with t:heir provoking zig-r.ae. 
''What have you been up to, little vagabOnd, while 
supper has been waiting an hour and your spoon 
grows impatient?,, But she would cry out, fliriging 
her arms about my neck, that she would never 
roam again. Next day she would be off again, 
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~ugh the daisies and mi on . 
~ s rays and the whirli""' ~i .. hettes; anud the 
msects· knowing nl ~ -,s t of ephemeral 
life, a~d not yet the ~all· ha pr~tic .goblet of 
than a titmouse· I liin , f&Y m bemg larger 
singing as well~ th:~ h g_ agalt ~ warbl~r ~or not 
her tongue at the r~ytm e, slyly stackintr out 
patemallyv· and crow, who watched her 

eel ' ~cef nl as a young cat. 

time = :;;::a~bk~ :: pr~enche for l?ng. The 
foreseen mann b'd l ens es ould man un
and abandon f~~er iliewell to the magic of life 
dove, the haze! e company of the turtle-
prattle of the tuli1,r~°::thnd the green-finch, the 
the water-~es the k e anc:n?one, the advice of 
freshness of stre~s Theen sp1m off~ and the 
pened, for I was not.b ey told me what had hap
that resulted in the d y d;h~n the event took place 
been there I should ha ea d f ~y daughter. Had I 
price of my own blood e en ed that angel at the 

ccMaldoror was passin • b · :ith . 
saw a youn . I Sleenir g .Y w his bnlldog. He 
tree and at ~he ~~ m the shade of a plane 
!Ilay say which idea rose ~~ forhis~ r~e .••. None 
1t was the a t~ mmd: whether 
in which ~=c~o~at child or the resolution 
a man with a t . e undressed rapidly, like 
threw himself purpose. Naked as a stone he 
lifted up her ~~ the y~ung girl's body' and 
virtue ••• in the fulloligco~ an attack upon her 
rassment for him r Let t of thd e sun! No embar-

. us not well upon this im-
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pure act. His spirit dissatisfied, he hurried back 
mto his clothes, glanced cautiously up and down 
the dusty deserted pathway, and ordered the bull
dog to strangle the bloodstained child with the 
movement ofits 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 wimess the entrance of 
those sharp teeth into the rosy veins. 

"Carryuig out that order appeared to be difficult 
for the bulldog. He thought his master had com
manded him to do what had already been done, 
and chis wolf with the monstrous muizle contented 
himself with violating the virginity of that delicate 
child in his turn. From her lacerated stomach the 
blood ran again down her legs and upon the 
meadow. Her cries mingled with the animal's 
yelps. The child held up the golden cross chat 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 profiting 
by the weakness of her age. But the dog knew well 
that if he disobeyed his master a kDif e thrown 
from beneath a sleeve would abruptly open up his 
entrails without warning. 

"Maldoror (how hateful co 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 wav~. He gave the dog a kick that s lit 
open one of its eyes. The maddened animal ruJed 
off .through the countryside dragging after him for 
a distance, that though short was still too long the 
suspended body of the F.I which was deta~hed 
o~y by grace of the violent movements of the 
flight; but he was afraid to attack his master who 
was not to see him again. ' 

:cMal~oror drew from his pocket an American 
knife with ten or a dozen blades serving various 
P:foses. He opened up the anplar paws of that 
~ee hydra and, armed with this for a scalpel, see
mg that the g~ard had not yet disappeared 
beneath the stam of so much spilled blood he has
t~e~ without ~hanging color to rummage' bravely 
within the vagina of the unhappy child. From that 
enlarged hole. he rc:moved successively the interior 
organs: the mtesnnes, the lungs, the liver, and 
finally the heart were tom from their foundations 
and dragge~ out into the ~ight of day through that 
a~f~ opening. The sacrificer perceived that the 
girl, like a ~awn c:hicken, had been long dead. He 
ceased the mcreasmg perseverance of his ravages 
and left the cadaver to sleep again beneath the 
shade of the plane tree. 

0 The ~e was found thrown away nearby. A 
shepher~ 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 f ronner and he had no further fear of the cer-
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tain revenge that would be his reward if he re
vealed what he had seen. . 

"I pitied the madman who perpetrated this 
heinous crime, unforeseen bY. the la~~akers and 
without precedent. I pitied him, for 1t is p~bable 
that he was not in his ti~ht mind when he wielded 
the multiple--bladed knife ploughing thr~~gh t~e 
wall of the stomach from top to bottom. I pi.ned him 
because if he was not mad his shameful conduct 
should hatch out a ~at hatred against his fe~ows 
for so furiously attacking the flesh and artenes of 
an inoffensive child, who was my daughter. I 
assisted at the burial of those human fragments 
with mute resignation. And daily I go to pray ,, 
over a grave. . . nkn 

At the conclusion of his reading the u OW!' 
finder of the manuscript could no longer keep his 
senses and fainted. When he came to he bume3 th.e 
manuscript. He had forgotten this memory of his 

outh (habit encrusts the memory); and after 
iwenty y_eats' absence he returned to t~at fatal 
counuy. He will not buy a bulldog! H.e will speak 
with no shepherds! He will not sleep 111 the shade 

of the plane trees! ... 
Children pursue her with stones as if she were a 

blackbird. 

Tremdall has shaken for the last time the h~nd 
of him who is leaving voluntarily, forever fleeing, 
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forever pursued by the image of mankind. The 
Wandenng Jew says that if the earth's scepter 
were held by the crocodile he would not flee thus 
Tremdall, st~ding above the valley, has raised 
one hand to. ~ eyes to concentrate the solar rays 
and make his sight more piercing, while his other 
hand palpatc:s the bosom of space, the arm horizon
ta! and ~oaonless. Leaning forward, a statue of 
f nendship, he watches with eyes mysterious as the 
~a the high. boo~s of the traveler climbing up the 
side of the hill, alded by his iron-feruled staff. The 
earth seems to crumble beneath Tremdall's feet 
and. even ~ad he so desired he could not have re.: 
~ed. his tears and his fee~: 

He 1S far away. I see~ silhoue.tte mounting 
a narrow pathway. Where JS he going with that 
heavy step? H~ does not even know himself ..•. 
Yet I am. certain I am not sleeping. What is that 
approaching and lfOing to meet Maldoror? How 
huge the dragon JS ••• 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 cleave the air. His body is that of a tiger with 
a long serpent's tail. I have not been accustomed 
to see such thinSS· What is that upon his brow? 
I see a word wntten there in symbolic language, 
a .wo~d I cannot decipher. With a final sweep of :h wmgs.the dragon comes up to him the tone of 

ose voice I could plainly recogruz' e, and utters 
these words: 

" 'I was expecting you, and you me. The hour 
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has come; here I am. Read upon my brow my 
name written in hieroglyphic symbols.' 

"But Maldoror has scarcely perceived the drag-
on before he has changed hinisClf into an enormous 
eagle and now prepares for battle, clacking his 
curved beak contentedly as if to say that, single
handed, he would devour the ~gon's ~d. e.nd. 
See bow they circle one another m ever-dimmJSh
ing orbits, each ju~g the other's .tactics, before 
they begin to fight. They are doing well. The 
dragon seems to me to be the stronger. I hope he 
gains the victory ove~ the. eagle .. I shall suff ~r 
strong emotions in w1messmg this spectacle m 
which a partion of my being ~ involve?· ~otent 
dragon, I will encourage you with my .cnes if nec
essary, because it is in the eagle's own interest that 

he should be crushed. 
"What are they waiting for? I am in mortal ter-

ror. Come now, dragon, you begin ~he attack. You 
have just given him a sharp blow with your talons: 
that's not so bad. I assure you the eagle mu~ hav.e 
felt it· the beauty of his feathers, blood-stained, 1S carried off by the wind. Ah! The eagle tears out 
one of your eyes with his beak, and you have only 
tom bis flesh. You should have prevented tha~. 
Bravo, get your revenge ar;id break one o.f ~ 
wings! It goes without saymg that your tiger s 
teeth are good. If only you cowd get near enough 
to the eagle while he circles in ~pace ~d sho?ts 
down towards the ground! I nonce this.eagle. in
spires you with caution, even when he is falling. 
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He is on the pound, he cannot rise. The ~ct of 
aU those gapmg wounds intoxicates me. Fly close 
to the pound around him and finish him off if on 
can with blows of your scaly serpenes tail. ~
~e, excellent ~on! B~ your strong talons in 
him and let blood mingle with blood to form a 
waterless stream. This is easy to say bnt noc to do. 
The eagle has concocted a new strategic plan of 
defence, pro.firing by the unforeseen chaiices of 
this memorabl~ battle. He is cautions. He is si.ttinB' 
do~ !irml>: m a!1 unshakable position on Im 
r~ Wlng, his two thighs and his tail that 
hitherto .has served him as a rudder. He is ready to 
defy efforts more extraordinary than those he 
~ met so far •. Now. he will twist and turn as 
swiftly as ~he ?ger Without any sign of fatigue; 
now he will lie down upon his liack with his 
two po~rful cla~ in the air and stare up at his 
enemy.With cool.irony. I must know in the end 
who will be the victor. The battle cannot last for
ever. I am ~ of th~ consequences that will 
resnlt!rom it! The eagle 18 terrible and makes tre
mendous leaps that shake the earth, as if he were 
a.bout to take Bigh.t, but .h~ knows this is impos
SJble. The dragon IS snsp1aous: he thinks that at 
any moment the eagle will attack him on the side 
where he lacks an eye .••• Alas for me! This is what 
~ppens. How did the dragon aUow himself to be 
SCJZe~ by the breast? Useless for him to employ 
~and f?rc;e. I s~e that the eagle, ~to 
him with all his limbs like a leech despite the fresh 
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wounds he is receiving even at the root of. the 
neck is burying his beak deeper and deeper mto 
the chagon's belly. Only his body can be seen. He 
seems to be quite at his ease and does no~ hurry .to 
get out. Doubtless he is seeking something, while 
the tiger-headed dragon utters. howls t!tat a~en 
the forests. Now the eagle is wtthdra"!1Ilg his hea~ 
from that cavern. Eagle, how repulsive you are. 
you are redder than a lake of blood! Although you 
hold in your beak a palpitating heart you are so 
covered with wounds that you can scarcely s~d 
up on your plumed claws, and you stagger, wtt~
out opening your beak, near the dragon who. 1s 

dying in frightful agony. The v!ctory ~as been dif
ficult. No matter - you gain~d 1t: one must, at least 
report the truth .•. , In shedding your eagle s shape 
you act according to the laws of reason, as rou put 
a distance between yourself and the dragon s body. 

So Maldoror you have conquered! So. Mal
doro;, you hav~ 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 f nghten: me,
See ... see in the distance that man m full flight. 
Upon him, O excellent ea~h, curses have put forth 
their bristling foliage .. H~ lS accursed and he curses. 
Whither are you J?O~nng. your sandals? ~here 
are you going, hesttatmg like a. somrnu;11bu1!5t o~ 
a roof? May your perverse desnny achieve itself. 
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Maldoror, farewell! Farewell until eternity: 
where you and I shall not find ourselves together! 

I~ ~ a day in springtime. Birds were uttering 
the!l' ~pmg song and mankind, going about 
the.tl' .various chores,. were bathed in the sanctity of 
we~ess. Everything was working towards its 
destiny: the trees, the plants, the sharks. All - ex
cept the Creator! 
. H.e w:as stretched out by the wayside, his doth
mg m nbbons. His lower lip hung down like a 
sl~y cab~e. His teeth were unbrushed and dust 
mingled with the flaxen waves of his hair. Stunned 
by a heavy drowsiness, crushed against the stones 
bis body was making useless efforts to get up ~ 
strength fail~d ~' and he Jay there feeble ~ an 
eart~worm, nnpassive as the bark of a tree. Streams 
?f ~e fille~ the ruts hollowed out by the nervous 
JeriWlg of. his S~oulders. s:wme-snouted sottishness 
covered him. with protecnve wings and cast lovin 
~es upon ~· His slack-muscled limbs grovel~ 
m th~ ausc like blind masts. Blood flowed from bis 
nostrils: as he fell he had struck his face against a 
post.· .. He was drunk! Horribly drunk! Drunk 
as a. Bea that ~as swallowed three barrels of blood 
dunng the mght! He aroused the echoes with 
words that I will not repeat here. U 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 spmes 1~to his back 
and said: "That for you. The sun lS half way 
through its orbit. Work, sluggard, and eat not the 
bread of others. Wait a while and you'll see w~at 
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: "T~ar for 
you. What are you doing here on earm? D1.d you 
come to off er this lupbrious farce to the arumals? 
I assure you neither the mole nor the cassowary 
nor the flamingo will ~itate,Yo~1." 

A ~g ass gave him a kick m the temple, say-
ing: ''That for you. What did I ever do to you that 
you should have given me 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 I seen you in the state you are in now, I 
would have chastely concealed the beauty of you; 
limbs beneath a shower of buttercups, myosons 
and camellias, in order that none sho!1ld see y~u." 

A passing lion inclined his royal v1uge, saying: 
"As for me I respect him, although his splendor 
appears to be momentarily eclipsed. You others. 
affecting haughtiness when actually Y«?u are ?oth
ing but cowards since you attacked .h1~ while ~e 
was sleeping, would you be happy m his place if 
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yau were sobjected to the insults of pasers-bv -
msults you have not spared him?" ' 

A pming man stopped before the displaced 
Creator 3!1-d, amid the applause of the crab-louse 
and the viper, defecated for three days upon that 
~u~ countenance. Woe unto mankind for that 
msu!t. For he had no respect for an enemy laid 
out m a mess of filth and blood and wine defense-
less and almost inanimate! • • • ' 

EvenmallY. ~e SC?vereign God, awakened at last 
by all these vicious insults, got himself up from the 
rsround as best he could and staggered over to a 
~e stone where he sat down, his arms ndant 
b~e a .conswnptive's testicles. He looked~und 
him with g~assy, lack-lustre eyes upon the whole of 
nature, wlJ!ch belonged to him. 

0 mankind! You are wicked children; but I im
plore you to spare that Great Being who has not 
yhet slept oft' his disgusting liquor, ~d, not having 
t e ~ength to support him.Self erect, has fallen 
~eavily back on to the rock where he was sitting 
like a wayfater. 

N?cice that beggar passing by. He saw that the 
derv~ was holding out a skinny arm, and, without 
~owing upon whom he was bestowing his char
ity, h~ th~ a piece of bread into that hand be
SC7ching_p1ty. The Creator acknowledged the gift 
with an inclination of his head. 

0, you will never know how difficult a thing it 
b~mes, to be h?lding constantly the reins of the 
umverse. Sometmles the blood rushes to the head 
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as one strains to wrest a new comet from nothing
ness, with a new race of beings. The lntel~gence. 
stirred to its very foundations, esca~ like one 
overcome in battle, and may veey well fall for once 
in life into the aberrations of which you have been 
a witness! 

A red lantern, vice's ensign. suspended at the 
end of a rod swung its carcass beneath the whip of 
the four winds above a massive and wonn-eaten 
doorway. A foul corridor, smelling of human 
thighs, pve on to a courtyard where cocks and 
hens, thinner than their own wings, scratched for 
food. In the wall that served as an enclosure for the 
courtyard divers openings had been f mgally exe-
cuted, each covered by a grating. The b~diD;g was 
covered with moss. Doubtless at one nme It had 
been a convent, but now it $CrVCd as an abode for 
all those women who daily would exhibit the inte .. 
rior of their vaginas in exchange for a little money 
to any who wowd enter. 

1 was standing on a bridge with piers that w~ 
plunged in the muddy wate~ of a moat. ~rom its 
height 1 contem~ated the minutest architecmral 
dehils of the interior of th~t age-toppling strnc~e 
on the landscape. From rune to mne the grating 
of one of the openings wo~ld lift with a grinding 
sound as if by the upward 1111~s of a hand that 
violated the nature of the metal. A man's head 
would appear at the opening, then his shoulders 
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upan which w~uld fall fragments of dislodged 
pJaster; then his body covered with cobwebs 
would follow. Laying his hands like a crown on 
the filth of every description with which the 
ground was encumbered while he extracted his 
legs_ from ~e interstices of the gracing, he would 
~bten himself up to his natural posture and go 
to dip his ha~ds in a broken-down tub, the soapy 
water of which had seen entire generations nse 
and fall. Then he would hurry away from those 
~urns as quic!dr, 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 rhe rob. 
Th~n the cocks and the hens would come .running 
up m flocks from various parts of the courtyard, 
attracted by_ the seminal odor, knock her to the 
ground ~~1te her struggles, trampling over her 
bodr, as~ 1t had been a dunghill, and peck at the 
flacetd lips of her swollen vagina until the blood 
came. The hens and the cockS, satiated, would re
turn to scratch in th~ courtyard grass; the woman, 
now cl~ would rJSe trembling to her feet cov
e~d with wounds, as when one awakens after a 
nightmare. She would ler fall the rag she had 
brought with her to wipe her le~ having no fur
th.er need o_f the communal rob, and return to her 
Jaar to a~mt another job. 

':fhe sight of all thiS inspired me, too, with the 
desue to enter that house! I was about to descend 
from the bridge when I saw upon the enrablature 
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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. At .first I could see nothing; but it 
was not long before I 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 
strnck 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 imperoously, 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 IJlaster 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 I had already fallen to the ground. Yet if he 
had gathered me up I would not have found that 
simple act of ju~ce ~any w~y astonishing. He has 
abandoned me m this confimng room after having 
been enfolded within the arms of a 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! 
And I applied my eye to the grating even more en
thusiasncally ! 

"While all of nature was wrapped in chaste 
~lumber he was coupling with a degraded female 
m impure and lascivious embraces. He lowered 
himself so f~ as to permit her withered and sapless 
cheeks, despicable qecause of their habitual shame
lc::ssness, to approach his august countenance. He 
di? not blush, but I blushed for him. It is quite cer
tam that he was happy to pass die night with this 

[ lJO ] 

aC_ autreamont 

fly-by-night bride. The woman, astounded ~y ~he 
majestic aspect of this guest, seemed to be ~JOY~t& 
incomparable sensations and covered him w1 

frenzied kisses." . ld b 1 
And 1 asked myself who his master c?u. e. 

And 1 applied my eye even more enthusiastically 

to the grating! . 
"I, meanwhile, felt envenomed pustules mcreas-

in in numbers owing to the unaccustomed ardor 
olm master for the pleasures of the flesh, ands~
rou~ing my root with their m.ortal gall, absorbmg 
with their suckers the generauve substance of my 
life. The more my master and the woman aban
doned themselves in their mad transports, the more 
I felt my strength decline. At the moment when 
fleshly desires attained the paroxysm ~f fury I b.e
came aware that my root was collapsing upon it-

lf like a soldier wounded by a bullet. The torch 
sf life was extinguished in me and I broke away 
from his illustrious head like a dea~ branch. I fell 
to the ground, without ~ourage, '_Vlthout strenV,h, 
without vitality, but with a f~ling of d~p pity 
for him to whom I belonged, with everlastmg sor-. , ,, 
row for his voluntary aberrauon. 

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

thusiastically! . 
"If at least he had taken to his soul the mnoc~nt 

bosom of a virgin. She would have been worthier 
of him and the degradation woul.d have been less. 
He kissed with his lips that s01led brow, upon 
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wwr.b rP.er lnv-: t-t:~-n!'ll"d wtl- chs-y ~( ;t' r:e in. 
h~lr-i w-tf- r1u:m·-:kss us:ILs .f . .! .!L.a.llt..ic,.u:. cl 
ti- o:--: "'"\\ ? z.~Ji:..: ...r •• 1i-it..! : ~ ...... ..h~ ~ariu of these 
Ct..:n:...r.i.=t n. s.~.11., wiul1;; for dit:ir pan tne nosrriii; 
r~~t.uieJ ~o accept tna.r uuamo11s rPsp~V'll" llt•t: 
ne1tner nt'n: ~nr p~<' t'1)' attr'lro.- t'l ~nr s-lnr-1 
w.irrri"\g'\ ~f •h,. a"'lrpt"'.s ,n :--J -b- &'lLJcy JI.J Ji 
n:'lJ a··e.-sr,n oL -ii: c.o:..::rJs. ~:11.. r .. il.~<l l..!1 ~n..; 
h·gLe~ ~,l~ Le Jui..:d lW :~e k. tde.il' 11oilows. I 
~ J.!. f-.n ... e~. \..> ..>t au aCUln1plice or tnar prof11~
u .. m. l was rotccd to be a specr:aror o+ tJ.it• l''ll"'tf"'Cf'

denrea co.ntnrtton, ro a~ ~t •b"': rn""!1a-u~ a1~.0-r 
f flrmt><l "'f ~r'>S-: r-.v, f-e.:-ir;,, -yf: o~:: Ji. e_.llt. n-tt.r~\ 
~·-en -era-u:-:d b.,r Jl ir .... nc.ewt.:a:,t. 15~1~ .. 
l~J I l:-'k..!c r •• y..el: .v~.o &; ina:>tcr corud oe! 

.A.11,,,._ I aypi£eJ hl)' eve ro R;ratiny even more efl-
tliu:!;Ja:;tl~ruly! 

"\vben h"' w11.:: "'llrta'"":~ ,.,i .. '1 tit-: -iC'>r cL -hn 
V'0"1l"'l '1r "~·artr1 -:o r=-, 1C Le_ uuc.~et c.1t. b I 
o:cl" Pur s!,c.: -~-, .. a_ a .. ~ .>1.•a.! :.e ..lf-Jr..:d h ... .r .o.nJ 
p_e_e_.rd • .o ~nJ1._t .. u..1t..1.1'ug u)'0&1 a n1t:111bt:i- o'r 
o .v .. ~~x. l..c :nun1nuncd from tne neiphnoririrs r.e•l 
a vu~ng man who hao co~e t:o '1f'U."'! •o "'f'":Ir-1 

fo'\\ <:~r:('tfPC rnnlT'ertr Vl".t1'- O"lf' o' t.,C~e -,\r-1n-e1-

an.~ ~'>1'"1:rvd-d h=nr t- :--:nc' t :f JL :Jiu. I :,aJ 
~~c, j yJ,g o-L c;1l g-'- oi_nJ C .>1 a ;o •• g .:i...u ... I Jc,..: l.av
lLg J . .! :_.tt~~rt..1 • .>.:~we .rr.y!.d .. ta~ of.I n1y outninlJ 
rve.. I ~.>Lad nvt sec what thev were doing l\ll I 
kd1.1W u, tne youny man W9-'< liard)y 'N"'tHn a.'"'ll1's 
reach wnen riht>l'\UC·' af fle"h 1lr3:"1 •o 'a'l .'rr-n tl-e 
f"a"' rf .. h .. 1'<!(1 z-i(I c re -:o r1-1t b·si Jc n .. !. T:tt/ 
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\\ '1i p· r- d tc rr- e -:l·nt -:hy hcl \:-"!t"'1 rirppd f mm 
tl.~ /1..u..:1• ~ ":1t.J.UL'S 't>~ · ·uy na--rr-'c c:1a··11i· . .,...r"! 
yuuih, aL tiie e:i.d .>f s1...11..;al l.:.>1-tt d:...r~1g '.~·cf-· h 
bA.d wrestiea witn a µoWti' t.{r\;!ale'L tua.- •• IJ.. o .v:_ •• 
ro"e frnfl' t"e b""d and departed m11j~1c .. l~f. h~ 
y-a- lfreraHy fhyed alivp f~·c"ll h,.art to root· al~m~ 
t:ic. stiJL ! fl . x h-: "'r-gge~ L.ir sHr, .. u!1l"'d tr•ade 
(JJ.\. ~J~ t...>h.: Ur.1si..lf that L:.S ::1nr charac:t''T wns 
full oi goodntss, t .. aL 1 • .e ~o.eJ 1,..J jdiLll'L t:1a~ 1_1s 
feliow men also were ~od; cL;ll f'ur ~h..s .~1..;c.1 •• c 
La~ "q•,if"S("-:ci t'l ~hP rlisriruJuisned s!rangcr':!) 1~
-u '!S"' ,-+·-:r h ·1rs "ll1'1l~"n"'d bv 1\11"1; but that 
.~c.re.; Ly aLy p_1sr~.b~e '!~1r::r bcl tu: ·xre":tiPd t~ 
rJf. t<..ll.Jr.;d b:7 W1 wX".'CJt:.>L!l "B~.}l~~ -n e;·er'\l 
cloned ' ne aud~d ~tt.l "' ·..,a .... S\.. J.. n~a-) h..: :~1:...fL 
Iii"' '1'av ro the f!racing w1~kh, CJll\. Oa pltj, .. '}l.at .lt 
;elf -:kw'l •o the level ot rne p-round bcfort tuaL 
!>vd'; -tnclrd o.' ~Ht-:'l'"iP W•thont thro~;~ 
a.v.;1 :.u. sU1...., ~.-'h;c~· nicb- s~il1 U"': ':sr~t· 1 r.,.~U:1+ 
o:ul)' a:; .i. ~lva\.., .u. a.~tt...IT-r'U.~ t _ _ ::r rr thi: f" lt 
throat vnl!e h"' w-a.. c...it.m.~e ..h.: i..>t..n I ;c1Ll 
n'lt o;eP. whether ne had the :tt:i.:hg..h ~c. r..al.h +.: 
e··it (\ '1ow t:he ro<'k" an'1 tne nens kept tne1r Jb
cn _:e, re~pr·::t. Cl<!spi•e .. h"!ir h11rg,.r, from that 
lung uain of blor_.d upo-i r,r Sl"tl"-:'~":e~ rr<'U"'d' 

And I .. sl...e~ my:ielf 11J~K h~s .:TI-,snr c-1u1d b"':! 
and i app1it:d 1ny t.y\> tl> tuc ~\JW1'~ t. 1u _n._ rt e t-

tlmo;i'lstlc~ llv! . 
"Then '1e v•hn ~l\PWii l"\ave pa!O more. atte1~non 

'~:> h:.; dignity l'"'.lrl his j•'\Sf'\CP. ra1'leii hJ~selr up 
w1..uily <.;n hi:i Jto·-r. } \conr ::Ir-oMy rh~gno;ted 
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.u..J ,1iJevn:1! Re cesomed nis c1orning slowlv 

.Nun~ buried xor cenrones 1n the cati1cPml1s '>f WP. 
convenr, having been .rucfe)v !1.WaJ.rer"'.(i rv tto~ 
sounds ot thar horrtblP. .tiiy'ir tl-'lt rf•.rerb'"r."~e~ h 
a ~ell SJt:ulltf'lf ~~ve t"e a"1f"', •')('\ -arb tLe;- b-1 
t:bP. r'U'.J "DA MI""C •o ~C-iT a 'u1e~cn ! f i.rt- le tl )l.,. I 
ru"tl. 'Xfh:Jr h "'.'017g'1t ti- e ~. nt f :1L (Jr • .:11.:.:.· 
1r'erd~r, w'-U'-: Lie ~ 15'.ce~ Us h:.:.ntls .v:.:h .sWu 
vi ire~ rl e1 t :_1 :it h ir (C_ 1.:a.. L· t~>!t to v..u..1 
tl :11 v it:~ sJi. a :h __ n .1 ~ l ·...ra...h .:h ... n. a~ a~. a, tt.l 
!1- e_J:i:e ~~h; SrCht i.n. .. il.J: ..nu c.;tiu>ti, t:hic: nlllJS 
m~o-..~ p.tL mf1J}'~fa fur Lh~ dic:au, as when some-
01....e ..s le. W\.&C ui.to lhic: 1Zt'a\l'e. ftnd indeed du~ 
fu~11g iI'htl1 .:::ould nor have survivea rne tottnrPc,; 
miltdeJ upon ~ oy a aiVJne band, !l.n'1 1'1S !l.g"mr 
t:ernunated dunn~ the <'lutflttnr o( "lie n•m.. • • -,, 

i remembered dJP. .u1srrir>tfor o., •'1r pHL"'!'.', -ini 
( nncter>tnofi '"h"~ J.a-1. r~fj>f'"'lf~ ·o ·hr f~K<'"$- eM 
~:al"\1rr u,J:.'lS•. f"'lM~"I s-..U.1 rra:te-i hr e-,e~y J~ ,, 
W'c,. t1'e '11 w-:r-: d Li! di-arp:-ar ar .:e • • A:.:.d"I 
u;e.1 m)-e~:-_·rt-_ Lif rr -~ :1 c1_ 111J ~e. Ln~ I ar-
P,f -et rry ~ . o h. b-l'aJriJ v n .n r t.~1t ... tLJ.11..-

11c,~).~ . 
. ~ h::.: ~· at.s _!CJ~ b .. ~l.. tt.. k.: lu!l• f'.a,· 1 h~ nu~ 

JLU!J .lli.l ...ti....'! ~l115hl n~.:c. tl.~ e&tt with tne win~ 
~~ h..d k~p'.. wn .. -edltJ ueue-.tt:h his emerala robe, 
~~"nJ) n.p~"c~d chic:mseives beneath the hds ot the 
i::c..n~s. Re lll!p<lttea for nis cel~2l 11.bodf'! ]Pavtrl'J' 
mt: hc:re. .inat is nor fair l he orl:\er: )'tai...,; "CMa;'ll"~ 
on hJS nead and 1 be 111 rh1c; ~'lf'l~ril"Uf f"OM n "l 

floor covered wirti rlott:Pd J:>l~ :a ;l} sr":'ds "lf ir/ 
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meat. fnis rom11 15 acuu.reJ .,m..:e h" t.Ut~rt:.i :t. 
No one comes in he.re. \'el I am irufiisvn~d. T~ri~.is 
rl\e ef'd thetl' Never agam shall :i-eic: tue .m~euc 
Jt>.gfonc; rvrchin~ 1n rtense phalanxes, nor the hea'V
enhr , -rh':i ... v1'n~er1n!" iTt the gardens of harmony. 
'Tr:,- w~U f~ re ;t. { fli~ ll know how to he:i.r my 
- lf o-v --i"':h wi~ti~u. °B"t 's"1~11 r?t f~il ro 1n
:o:..111.~n1n~.ir; :J,-"f wlntw k "T>l"c' ir ths~e1 \.' sh11 

• • . • . ! " L :_ ..:II' '"'V 1'1 ... " 
e,11• e .hL.tr. pLnun 1o:i o e F"' t 1e , ,,1£"11 ,, 1r •. 
.,,. ,ru-0;.Jt tr~niec.:t, Jr_;t th, J h vr rl- e rxrre;:>lr- o' 

- Lal- ' • .L ' , t' e pr"':~ oL my ~o:e.:. ""s • aJ.V.!.:.K u~ r •. t s_c_, L ,, .. · 
t:nmc, .,.i.r.\!c .n.otim t.JS J.l~.,~~} d=--.n..: L" , ~ e . 

fne n:u.r 1eh Sllci.t.. . Anu 1 as"'eJ ~iy.;e.;. ~ .. h 
n.is master cocid 0t! AnJ .L aµplieJ :ul} e /C .:a cl'.~ 
~ttny even more enthusiastu:al.ly: 

Forthwirl\ ~ neid of thunder c.1xplod~d atu3 a 
ph~phor"..srerit o;low pervaderi inc room. 1 Ol'ev.r 
b.,ck ~~':ll'°'!') "ll'7~e1f, u.~oks to I know not what 
v·ani.,,.g "ir1t:~~-:, '\I1"i .. hnun;h 1 w~ withdra_wn 
f, o: ;l ·hr gratinr; ~ h":a-tl 'W' th er !"Itri:, tlus rime 
fav, :.U:.:ig a 1d snfr frr _frr o,' ~'""'·g. o"erbruti: 

' 3t'j' lup~ : >! f lcnc~! . • S•\enc'"! . . 
.....·h..t ..o.at.' ·n :..ht:alJ ~-e r ,,ro11? I -Y1l rerl.1-:e 
)'O\i au10.ig tl.e .-tl . .! hwr..., l :.t Jiut 'et ti : : uc Slnlr 
below we horic.oh !,j Ju.~ nt~l\l n.J} c v _r I. Jl 
retreat. i uio nut fOig .. t /Oil. But .. orne' ,n~ Ulll;ht 
nave seen vou 1ea11e a11d .L !»LloulJ. l.av.: '..,e_n o.n 
prnnused. 0 ir you only &nic:9' ho\¥ l h .. v~ s.il 
feMCI fl!•uce th11.t moment! When 1 n:;tum..,d tu 
h~v,.n wu !l!ICbClnyds surrounded me w11:h curi
~'Y Tb~y w"uld nC't: ii.c;\c me rhe reason for mv 
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absence. They who had never dared to contem
plat~ me now endeavored to divine the enigma, 
castmg stupefied glances upon my dejected visage, 
although they did not plumb the depths of the 
mystery, and whispered to one another thoughts 
in which was ~icion of some unaccustomed 
change in me. They wept silent tears; they felt 
vaguely that I was no longer the same, that I had 
~ecome 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 pleaswa 
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 latter had gushed from 
the martyr's veins! Hateful stigmata! Unremov
able stains! My archangels found hanging on the 
thickets of space the Barning remnants of my opal 
tunic, floating there over the gap~ peoples of the 
earth. They were not able to repair 1t, and my body 
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 slowfy 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 2Ullet. They suffocate me, those two implac
able <lrops. Hitherto I had believed myself to be 
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the Omnipotent. But no, I must bow my head be
fore Remorse who cries out to me: 'You are noth
ing but a miserable wretch!' 

"Stop leaping so! Silence! .•• Silence! ..• What 
if someone should hear you? I will repla~e you 
among the ~ther hairs, bu! first let the sun sink be
low the honzon so that mght may cover your re-
treat. • • • th 

"I saw Satan, the great enemy, disentangle e 
bony structure of his. body from hi~ larval torpor 
and up on his feet, triumphant, sublime, harangue 
his ~eassembled legions - and, as I well deserve, 
hold me up to derision. He sai~ that he was .much 
astonished that his haughty nval, ca~ght in fla
gr1111te delictu by the success at last atcai.r:ed 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, crushed in the toils of my ~fined 
tormres, might perhaps have b~come a.genms and 
comforted mankind on earth with admirable songs 
of paetry, of courage, against the blows of mis
forrune. He said that the nuns of th~ convent
brothel had not been able to resume thell' sl~ber, 
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 eno~gh to 
forget the cause of this disease in their bra.ms .••• 
(Here they come in their white shrouds; they do 
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not speak ~og~er; ~ey ~old one another by the 
hand. Their hair falls m disorder upon their naked 
sho!-11ders; bunches of black Bowers droop u~n 
therr breasts. ~uns, return to your vaults; rught 
~ not yet qwre desce~ded; It is only the twi
light. • •. 0 hair! You see Jt yourself: I am assailed 
on 3!1 ~des by. the maddened sense of my de
P~vity.) He S:Ud that the creator, who boasts of 
b~g the J.>rov1dence of all that exists, conducted 
himse~ With a uood deal of Wantonn~ not to say 
more, m o1fenng such a spectacle to the starry 
wo~lds; for he ~ed his plan to report to the 
orbicular ~lanets JUSt how I maintain by my own 
exa.m_ele VIrtue and ~oodness in the vastness of 
my. kingdoms. He said that the great esteem in 
Which ~e. h.ad . hel~ so noble an enemy had fled 
from his ";Tiagmaaon and that he would prefer 
~ _place his hand upon the breast of a young 
~l, though that would be· an execrable act of 
~~~~ t~n to spit in my face covered as 
It IS '!Ith a tnple coat of blood and spenn min
gled, m order not to contaminate his slobbering 
spu~. He said he believed himself justly to be 
supeno.r to me, !lot by vice, but by virtue and mod
esty; not by. crune, but by justice. He said that I 
ou_ght to betted to a hurdle because of my countless 
cnmes; that.I ought to be burned over a slow fire in 
a fiery bra~er and thrown into the sea, if the sea 
~ould recewe me. That, since I boasted of b~ 
J~ I, who had condemned him to eve~ 
punishment for a ttiffing revolt that had had no 
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serious consequences, I s~ould ~hen p~actice st?~t 
j~ce upon ":1yself and Judge unpart1ally my m1-
qwtous conscience .• : • . 

"Stop leaping so! Silence! ... Silence! ... What 
if someone heard you! I will replace you among t~e 
other hairs, but first let the sun sink below the ,?on
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. a~ a 
whirlwind sweeps up a school. of whales. D1vme 
bosom, soiled one day by the bitter contact of ~he 
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 ~o~ of absent 
morality, and the monstrous snail of 1d1ocy! 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 trl1?unal: . 

"And mankind: what will they think of me, of 
whom they have so high an opinion, when they 
learn about the vagaries of my conduc:t, the 
hesitation of my footsteps, among th~ <fi;t-en
crusted labyrinths of matter and the direcnon of 
my gloomy path through the stagnan~ waters ~nd 
clammy rushes of the morass where, m the InlSts, 
shadow-footed-crime IllOanS 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 I created with a little sand 1 Tell 
them an audacious lie, tell them I never left h~ven, 
that I have been constantly shut up with the cares 
of th~ 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 
yow: abode. He who shall raise his hand against one 
of his f~llows, inffi~t!ng a mortal wound in his 
breast with the homtctdal steel, let him not expect 
the. eff~s of my !Dercy and let him fear the scales 
of JUSCCe. He will?J:to hide his sadness in the 
woods, ~ut !11e · of the leaves across the 
glades will smg the d of remorse in his ears 
and he will Bee from that spot,~ in the hi b 
the hi:W', the holly and the blue thistle, his 1fwih 
steps ~peded by .the suppleness of creepers and 
the stmg of scorpions. He.~ ~ake !1i5 way to 
th~ pebbl~ beach, but the nsmg ttde with its st: 
drift and its dangerous approach will inform · 
that ~ey ~ aware of his past; and he will preci i
tat~ his blin~ course towards the summit of a cdff 
while t_he stndent equinoctial winds, forcing them~ 
selves. mto the natul"al grottoes of the gulf and the 
guan:1es carved out of the echoil_lg rock. will bel
l?w like vast fiocks of buff aloes of the pampas. The 
ligh~o~s of the coast will pursue him as far as 
the limits of the north with their sardonic beams, 
:md the fir~rks !>f the maremma, simple vapors 
m combusaon, will make the hairs of bis pores 
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quiver and make green the ~es of .his ~yes in their 
fantaStic dances. May chastity thrive m your cot
tages and dwell in Safety within the s~adows of 

our fields. It is thus that your sons. will be.come 
'h:utiful and obey their parents with gra~rod~; 
if not sickly and stunted like parchment in a li
brary' they will advance with sreat strides led by 
revol~ against the day of their birth and th.e clitons 
of their impure mother.' How may man~nd obey 
these severe laws if the legislator ~elf 15 the first 
to break them? And my shame 1S as vast as 

eternity!" 
I heard the hair for~ive his master humbly ~or 

having confined him, S1J1Ce he had acted from cau-
tion rather than from thoughtlessness. ~d the last 
pale rays of the ~lighting my eyes re~ed from 
the mountain ravines. Turning towards him, I saw 
him fold himself UJ> like a shrou~ · • · 

Stop leaping so! Silence! ... Silex:ice! •.. What 
if someone should hear you! He will replace you 
among the other hairs. And now that the sun. has 
set on the horizon, crawl bo~h of you, ~cal, 
ancient and soft hair, out of this brothel, while the 
night, spreading her shadows. over the convent, 
covers the retreat of your furtive footsteps across 

the plain.... . 
At that moment the louse, suddenly ~p~g 

from behind a promontory and stre~chmg up 1~ 
claws said to me: "What do you think of that? 
But I 1had no desire to answer him. 1 took my de
parture and made my way to the bridge. I effaced 
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the original inscri . 
one: pt.Ion and .replaced it with this 

"l . . 
t JS painful to ret · .lik 

in the heart. But I sw=: e a dagger such a secret 
!~e~ when I entered th~e;er ~bolredveaJ what I wit
~t tune." rn e wtgeon for the 

l threw the knife r had 
~ver the J>al'lpet; and, ma::: to cai:ve these letters 
aons upon the childhood of tli1 cenam hasty .refiec
won!d assuredly be infli 0 • e Crea~or, who, alas! 
U:WUty for a long time toettng suffenDJ u~n hu-
either by cruelties . :me ( eterrut:y JS long) 
t~e vile specracJe ofthe~e:pon n;iankind or by 
vice, I closed my e es file OCCISloned by great 
thought of ~ving ~ch a befu ~nken man at the 
resumed my way sadl thro g or an enemy, and 
streets. y ugh the mazes of the 

MALDOROR 
(LES CHANTS DE MALDOBOB) 

"CM1"mae'nr·m11w111 ure 

4 
Si wwwu::u:m: 
IT 1s a man or a stone or a tree about to begin the 
fourth canto. When your foot slips on a froJ you 
have a feeling of diSgust; but when you lightly 
stroke the human boay the skin of your fingers 
scales off like the laminations of a block of mica as 
one fracmres 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 nustaken in advancing 
this proposition; but perhaps also I am right. I 
know of, I can conceive, a sickness more terrible 
than the eyes swollen after long meditations upon 
the sttange character of mankind: but I am still 
seeking it •.• and I have not found it! I do not con
sider niyself less intelligent than another, yet who 
would dare assert that I 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 · Nile. Nowada~ ~=tl~rom the left bank of the 
taken over its gutters andp~es of wasps have 
around the columns lik cornices. They swarm 
of black hair. Solitary~~· dense waves of a head 
tal, they guard the entran ttantsof the.chilly'}X!r-
1 ~ompare the hummin ~~as a.heredi~ riJht. 
with the in......,,.,.. .. t n·g· their metallic wmcn . "'............ co JSlons of . b o-
agamst one another durin ICC .ergs thrown 
polar seas. But if I co ·!the breaking up of the 
upon whom Provid llS1 ~ the conduct of him 
of this earth, the m.:ce. . bestowed the throne 
rise to a louder munnurflDlons of my sorrow give 

When a comet ap · d ~~ the ni ht aft~ su denly in _the heavens 
it ~bi~ be~re the terr!i:l~ehaobf .eighty years, 
crickets its brilliant and m . itants and the 
has no consciousness f !a)ro~ tail. Doubtless it 
thus with me: ~ its ong Journey. It is not 
dentations of a dismal g don ':11Y be.cl, while the in-
usl · an and honzo · · 

o y m the depths of m n anse vigor-
dreams.of compassionandl~lul,hliam abso~ed in 

Cut m two b th . us or mankind! 
finished his nighi wa~c~i!~ ::e ~or, _having 
mock: why is this consolati d . regain his ham
that I have voluntaril fallon emed me? The idea 
men and that I have I~ . ~n :a_low as my fellow 
complaints concernin ng t n another to utter 
chained to the hard gd our lot, which remains 

· enc crust of 1 cernmg our perverse ul a p anet, and con-
horse-shoe nail so ' transfixes me like a 

~autreamont 

You have seen explosions of fire-damp anni~
late entire families; but their sufferings wer<: bnef 
because death was almost instantaneous amid the 
falling ruins and deleterious pies: 1 go on existing, 
like b&salt! In the middle as in the be~g of 
life, angels resemble thetJ)SCives: how fong it bas 
been since I ceased to resemble m~lf! 

Mankind and I, confined within the limits of our 
inte~ence, as often a lagoon is within a belt of 
coral islands, instead of uniting our strength to de
fend ourselves apnst bad luck and ill-forrone, we 
6.ee from one another, trembling with hatred, tak
ing oppasite directions, as if we had wounded one 
another with the points of daggers! You :wo~d sa,Y 
the one understands the contempt he ms~ tn 
the other; egged on by the incentive of a relative 
dignity we each take pains not to c_onduct ?ur ad
versary into error; each staY,5 on his own Sl?e and 
is aware that a pt:!-CC proclauned would be llilpo&
sible to preserve. So be it! Let my war a~t man
kind endure through eternity, since each recog
nizes in the other his own degradation .•. since the 
two are mortal enemies. Whether 1 ~ a disas
trous victory or whether I succwnb, the battle will 
be good: I, alone, against humanity. I shall not em
ploy weapans made of wood or U'On; 1 shall kick 
aside the strata of minerals exuacted from the 
earth: the pawedul and seraphic sonority of the 
harp will become beneath my fingers a formidable 

In more than one ambuscade, man, that sublime talisman. 
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aJ:, has already pi~ced my breast with his port yry lance: .a soldier does not exhibit his wounds 
ow~er g!onous they may be. This terrible com

b;r will bnng down much sorrow upon the heads 
o the two parties: two friends striving obstinatel 
to destroy one another: what a drama! Y 

Two ~lnmns that it was not difficult and yet 
!~ possible to take for two baobab trees appeared 
m the valley, Jarger than two pins. As a matter of 
fact they were two enormous towers. And although 
two b~obab trees do not resemble at the first glance 
~o pms, or ~ven ~o towers, nevenhelC3 while 
skilfully ~pnlanng the Strings of caution it may 
~ affirined without fear of error (for if that affimi
anon. were to be accompanied by a single mone.I of 
fear It would not be an afiinnation; although the 
~e name expresses these two phenomena of the 
mind that present characteristics sufficiently clear
cut that the'- are not easily confused) that a baobab 
tree does ~er so very much from a column that 
the com~anson should be forbidden between these 
two architectural forms ••• or geometric forms ••• 
thor the one or the other • • · or neither the one nor 

e oth~r · • • or rather, massive and elevated forms. 
! have Just found, I make no pretense of maintain
mg t~e con~, the correct adjectives for the sub
stannves ~o!umn an~ baob.ab tree: let all men un
derstand 1t JS not without JOY mingled with pride 
tha~ I make the remark to those who, having raised 
their e;rebrows, have made the most praiseworthy 
resolunon to con these pages while a candle burns 
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if it is at night, or while the sun shines if it is day-
time. . 

And ~ should even a higher ?,>Wer com
mand us m the clearest and most precue terms to 
hurl into the abf§ of chaos the judicious compari
son that everyone has certainly been. able to savor 
with impunity, even ~en~~ es~y then, let 
none lose sight of this pnncipal mom, that the 
habits contracted through the years, books, t;he 
contact with his fellow men, and the character m
herent in all who develop in a sw~t .effi.orr;scence, 
would impose upon th~ human sp~ the irre~ar
able stip of a relapse mto the~ use ( cnm
inal, by placing one's se~ moment~y and spon
taneorisly at the point of view of the hig~er power) 
of a rhetorical .figure that many desp1Se, but to 
which many pay homage. . 

If the reader finds this sentence too long, will he 
please accept my excuses; but let him expect from 
me nothing mean. I .can a~owledge my fau_lts; 
but not increase thei.r gravity by my cowar~ce. 

My arguments will some~es come up agamst 
the bells of folly and t!te. senon;s appearance of 
what in the final analysJS !5 nothing b~t the. gro
tesque (although, accord_ing to cez:r~ p~oso
phers, it were somewhat difficult to distin~ be
tween buffoonery and melancholy, life itself 
being a comedy-drama or a drama~coa;ied.y); how
ever it is permitted to us all to ~ flies ~d even 
rhinoceroses in order to rest frof!l ~e to tune. from 
too much tedious labor. To kill flies here JS the 
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"'.r:sl.. thMJ b-~rc-:n YJL' :_\\ J 1t. ... t fu.g ... ~ ~.l~t 
:vnt'"rr ' ·~..J ~ta.rt. g->r • .: J4.:.:J-1} Wt:" ·u~ 1tobjtet 
.ia:c. c.Jc..u•.£t...d v...ito • ~ovd d~a.t of olausihwry 
Lh11t .1.t ..s µidcraole m ma.nv cac:es tP crir off ,.b,.11' 
neaas. 

if ;r'Y<'D'" r-:rrMc'i ~- f-,r Sf ~kL1~ cf t:iu, JS 
ft ,._..J,c~lJ-· &..,-01,.,_S -n•. "f 1 • . t - • -

. A ;l' - .• ; .- .A "''~ --''••----')'-'-...., -t ~~ .JiJ..WV'.; '\y.lLl-

IU-_ 1- JLll_!!?, tc... LI} f ur ... gvn>! \..OuC...ll»Oa.ls. tua-.: tne 
0Twal~~~ €.J .. ct.; ~.rt o.1.tt1l prodncea bv rhe gmillf"St 
~uSIOS. A.nu. to avoid sniltw~ ~.ov turtJ.er o .. e .. t1te 
ed~e o.r tnic: P'l!<'r. nf '>~r>l"r, d" , .. e ,rt ;-:r tta-- tt-is 
~'IM.':'cms T1re1 o& t=~e=a-:ire T ii,: ~e_n c'-'n.p 
"'!l[ rn-e -:Ir-: ,-OUE1f_lC...:Le" .. t Jf ti.is .IL.~ WJ~d 
' " . •. - . -;e p...r . .a~ .. e..s J}-jll~!aL~ L. :..L ~iau wken as its 
ua;;.JS ..icm .. J.utdCotc; Qllt;:,tlc>n oi cnenustry o.r intrr-
1illl patno.tO,!!Yr besides 1111 r~~ ~ ."l "Ul'll"'e~ a-.d 
w~en ar: tilt' brg1Ttrm1 1 c•w'p".rad ':!<'\r1r1s ~o pins 
'VJ .. h Sr nu~I:- a~~.sT (U--d-e ~ ~ cd llJt rWfuc 
:trt 'n70 ,f "- _JL1C: sc...m..: LA} r ... p .. o.-ch >.lt. w .t~ i1.}, 
- L~.!e r~•) c.>s~r .. a1.10.u J}'i>l& 'ult J.ay.,s of oot:J.cs 
.vlu<..1.1 .iave ~t:aukh~d that toe more tr1e v11iino is 
:1cpa,rated from an ohje<:t- t'1e IP<:>re ,.h,. i'll~8"" rli
num~n,._s ''P"'1, rl-e "C'll'1. 

.t'.hu .. i• .If' trar t~a~ v-hl ::f_ t'-ie jr~,-=klL:i_:n :£ a.u: 
""U!·u11 .i'>Pa :-d= !~i: :-e ~e... .far a .v:..eldi.:<l f».C\,;e \)f 
.Vl. L~ts .n.JS. a~ l.!t. twl\. lU tue 1n&nu of .tB author 

a.S clr.. li~po.a.cai.1t u-mh prodaunea wit11 aJll.jfl§itV! 
0, that mane ohtlosopher Wh"I hU"S!" ir-tr p .. ..c'ls -.,f 
~in11J)lt:-r w)'ae,. .1-e "a'"'". ~?rk~y e."'tt'.'ig a 'if;! I~ n 
·n~·ertr1g v1t'iirg rnnnt b~o':s h:_v_ uLtd .:n 
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ly .C~d I di.d not do it) that unpremeditated 
OIJIJSSlon, wh;ich will astonish no one who has 
deJv~ deep ltlto the contradictions real and in
exp.licable t.hat. inhabit the lobes of the human 
bra~, No~ng JS unwonhy of a simple and digni
~e~ mtelli~nce: the least phenomenon of nature, 
if It ~ntain m~te.ry, becomes for the sage inex
hawtible ~tenal for reBection. If anyone sees a 
donkey eanng a fig or a fig eating a donkey (these 
two events occu; but rarely, unless it be in poetry), 
be su;e that having reflected for two or three min
utes m order to select his line of conduct, he will 
abandon the way of virtue and go to laughing like 
a cockerel! 

Again, has i~ not been proven exactly that cock
e~ls open thetr beaks on purpose to imitate man
kind and make a tonured grimace? I call grimace 
among birds thatwhich bears the same name among 
men. The. c~kerel does not.depan from his natural 
ch:uactensttcs, less from mcapacity than from 
pnde. Teach them to read and they revolt. They 
~e no parrots to go into ecsracies before their 
ignorant .or unpardo~able weakness! 0, execrable 
degradation! How like a goat one is when one 
laughs! The calm of the brow disappears to give 
place to two enormous fishes' eyes which (is it not 
~epJorabJe?) • . • which .•. begin to blaze like 
lighthouses! 

It f ~equently may happen to me that I should 
enunciate solemnly the most clownish proposi
tions, but I do not find that this becomes a reason 
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peremptorily sufficient to enlarge the mouth! I 
cannot help laughing, you will reply. I accept t!tat 
absurd explana:tion, but in that case make it a 
melancholy laugh. Laugh, b~t weep at the same 
time. H you cannot ~e~p '!1t!1 yow: eyes, ~eep 
with your mouth. H this IS s~ unp~le,. unnate. 
But I warn you that some kind of liqwd IS neces
sary here to slake the dryness that cloven-featured 
laughter bears in its Banks. As for me, I shall not 
permit myself to be abashed. by the impudent 
clucking and original bellowmg of those '"'.'ho 
always find fault wit~ a. character not resembii?g 
their own because this IS one of the countless m
tellectual ~odifications that God, without aban
doning a primordial type, created to control the 
bony structures. 

Hitherto poetry has followed the wrong road. 
Raising itself up to heaven or grove~n~ upon t~e 
ground, it has misunderstood t~e pnnc1ples of Its 
existence, and has been, not without reason, con
stantly flouted by honest folks. It has ~ot .been 
modest ... the finest quality that can e~ .m an 
imperfect being! As for me, I would exhibit my 
qualities· but I am not hypocrite enough to conceal 
my vie~! Laughter, evil, pride, folly, will appear 
each in its turn between sensibility and love of 
justice and will serve as ~pies for. the ~tupe
faction of mankind. Each will recogruze himself 
not as he should be but as he is., An~ pe:chan~ 
this simple ideal, conceived in my unagmatt~n, will 
however transcend all that poetry has hitherto 
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consi~ered greatest and most holy. For, if I permit 
mY: vices to be revealed in these par:s. one will 
believe ev~n more strongly in the vutues which 
I m!ke shme here and of which I place the halo 
so high that the greatest geniuses of the future will 
express a sincere gratitude to me. Thus h · 
will strai~htway be chased out of my ~ 
There will .he m my lays an imposing evidence 
of m:ren~ m order to set at naught the opinions 
received: 

He si?gs 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 ~reck~d upon the indomitable coast of his 
ter~ble w~l! J:Ie 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! • . . 

i;wo ~n~nnous to~e~s appeared in the valley; 
I said this m the begmrung. Multiplying them by 
two, the product was four . . . but I could not 
c:Iearly see ?te reason for this arithmetical opera
tto~ I contmued on my way with fevered brow 
crymg out incessantly: "No ... No . . . I can~ 
not se~ cic:riy the reas~n for this arithmetical 
opera~~n! I heard creaking of chains and mourn
ful wailing. Let no one find it possible whenever 
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he should pass by that spot to multiply the towers 
by two so that the product should be four! Some 
persons suspect that I love humanity as if l were 
its own mother and had carried it nine months in 
my perfumed entrails. For this very reason l shall 
never return to that valley where stand the two 
units of the multiplicand! 

A gibbet rose fro~ the _gro~d. A m~n was s?s
pended from it by his hair, his hands tied. behind 
his back. His leas had been left free to increase 
his torments a~d make him wish for an~ 
rather than the binding of his arms. The skin 
of his forehead was so stretched by the weight 
of the hanging that his face, c~ndemned by the 
circumstances to the absence of its natural expres
sion, resembled the stony concretion o~ a stalac
tite. For three days he had suffered this torture. 
He cried out: 

"Who will untie my arms? Who will untie my 
hair? I disjoint myself in movements that do noth
ing but drag the roots out of my s~alp all the more. 
Hunger and thirst are not the chief causes of my 
inability to sleep. It is impossible that my existence 
should be prolonged beyon.d the limits of anot~er 
hour. Someone come and slit open my throat with 
a sharp stone!" . 

Each word was preceded and followed by in-

tense shrieks. I rushed forward from the bushes 
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where I was taking shelter and hastened towards 
the puppet or Hitch of bacon attached to the gib
bet. But from the opposite direction two drunken 
wo?1en c:une dancing. One carried a sack and twC: 
whips with leaden lashes, the other a barrel full 
of tar and two brushes. The greying hair of the 
elder w?man floated on the wind like the rags of a 
tom v~, 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 
I thought at first these two women did not belo 
to ~y .own species. They were Iaushing with~ 
eE'?nstical a self-possession, and theU" features in
spll'ed .so much repugnance, that I doubted not 
for a smgle moment that I was face to face with 
two of the most hideous specimens of the human 
race. I ~e-con~ealed myself behind the bushes and 
ke~t silent like the acantophoru.s serraticornis 
which shows only its head outside its nest. Th~ 
wome~ approached with the swiftness of a flood. 
AJ?plymg my ear to the ground I distinctly -
ceived the sound of the lyrical concussion of J:ir 
tread. 

When the two female orang-outangs arrived 
beneath the gibbet they sniffed at the air for a few 
seconds. They showed by their exaggerated ges
~es th~ really remarkable amount of stupefac
tion which resulted from their experience when 
they be~ame aware that nothing had changed here: 
the arnval of death, according to their desires, 
had not occurred. They had not deigned to raise 
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their heads to see if the baloney was still in the 
same place. One of them said: 

"ls it possible that you are still breathing? You 
have nine lives, my beloved husband.n 

As when two choristers in a cathedral intone 
alternately the verses of a psalm, the second woman 
replied: 

"So you won't die, my gracious son? Tell me 
what you did (surely some witchcraft) to scare 
away the vultures? Indeed. your carcase h2s grown 
so thin! The breeze swings it like a lantern." 

Each of the women took a brush and tarred the 
man's hanging body ••• each took a whip and 
raised her ann • • . I marveled (it would have 
been absolutely impassible not to have reacted as 
I did) at the eager exactitude with which the 
metallic lashes, instead of sliding over the surface 
as when one fights with a negro and makes useless 
efforts, worthy of a nightmare, to seize him by the 
hair, applied themselves, tha~ to the tar, to the 
very interior of the 6.esb, slicing out furrows as 
deep as could reasonably be permitted by the 
obstacles presented by the bones. I guarded my
self from the temptation to find voluptuous p!ea&
ure in that spectacle, which was extremely cun?us, 
but less profoundly comical than one had any nght 
to expect. And yet, despite ~od resolutions m~de 
in advance, how could one ref rain from appreciat
ing the strength of those women, .the ~uscl~. of 
their arms? Their skill, which collSISted m striking 
the most sensitive parts of the body such as the 
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face and the abd . 
only if I aspire t::~nat'ewillth be i_nentioned by me 
b l . e ennre truth' Uni 
. Y app J'!l!B my lips one against the oth•: hi es.6 m a lionzontal directi -, c e y 
that this is the most usualon (but everyone knows 
this manner to brin ho 
wil~=ane)d, I prefer ~o preserve a silence :-:on: 

mystenes to the dis · 
festation of which it will b . . tressing mani-
not only as well but e ImpOSStble to conceal, 
(for I th. k I ev:en better than my words 

ID am not nustake alth 
tainly should not deny in . °?pal ough one cer-
of breaki~ the most el pnnci , under the pain 
hypothetical possibiliti~ntary rules of ~~ the 
results occasioned bythefwyhl}h the ~?us 
the dry meta~us and sturd w. ~ sets m moaon 
should' not adopt the paint of ~:,mts: ev_en if o?e 
o~rver or an expenenced moral:/~ !Jnpartial 
as lDlportant that I learn Id (tt JS almost 
altogether, this more or less f: U n~t admit, .at. least 
doubt, in that a acious restncaon}, 
ties for ext }(':f!.ct, would not have the facili-

en-..ae; its roots· for I d 
moment suppose it to b ' . h. h o not at the 
SUpematuraJ ower e ~lt ID t e hands of a 
peris~ erha p ' and tt would irrevocably 
a san f1fifin:~ thnot sudd~nly, due to the lack of ,. ~-.....as e conditions · uJ 
notntion and absence of . SJm taneously of 
understood, =~ poisonous matter. It is 

or u not do not re d h 
actor on my stage is merel h ~ . me, t at !he 
Of m . . y t e tun.id ""'~nality Y own opuuon· far be· f r-"" 
to think of relinquishlog ri ~t :m me,. however, 
able! It' is certainly not g !8 at. are .IJlCOntest-

my IDtention to combat 
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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 a 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 irremediably 
<leplorable as it is inevitably full of interest (which 
no one will have failed to verify, on condition 
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 diings clf'arer (for until 
now I have been nothing if not concise, a fact that 
many will not admit because of my prolixitr 
which is only imagi!WY since it achieves its god 
of hunting down with the scalpel of analysis the 
fugitive appearances of truth to their ultimate en-
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trenc!tments), if the intelligence predominates 
~CJ~tly over deficiencies under the weight of 
which it has been. ~y smothered by habit, 
na.ture and edu~non, it 15 ~ I repeat for the 
second ~nd last Dine, for, by dint of repetition we 
sbhall ~rush, and t~ is true more often than not, 
Y ~derstanding one another, to return with 

my tail be~een my legs (if it be even true that 
~ ha~e a tail) to the dramatic subject embedded 
m this stanza. 

It is ~ful to drink a glass of water before 
unde~ the continuation of my work. I prefer 
to dnn!' two rat;her than go without it altogether. 
Thus, m the nuddle of a chase after a runaway 
slave ~ugh the forest, each member of the gang, 
at a smtable momen~, ~ngs his gun upon the 
creepers . and. all umte m the comtnon need to 
slake their thirst and appease their hunger in the 
shade of a clump of trees. But the pause lasts only 
a few seconds, the pursuit is taken up again with 
fwY, and the sound of the tally-ho soon echoes 
agam. And, ~en as oxy~n is recognizable by 
the propeny it~ without pride, to relight 
a ':llatch pr~entmg a few glowing points, thus one 
will recogruze the accomplishment of my duty 
by the haste I display to return to the quesuon. 

\\!'hen the two females found that it was im
fajSSlble to h~ld their whips, which weariness let 
all from their hands, any longer, they judiciously 

put a st0p to ~e gymnastic labor which they had 
been performing for nearly two hours, and with-
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drew with a joy that was not devoid of threats for 
the f~mre. I made my way to~ard him who was 
calling to me for help with his glazed eye (for 
loss of blood was so grc:at that weakness. P.r~- · 
vented him from ~aking, and my opinion, 
although I am no doctor, was that a hem
orrhage had broken out in the face and ~bdo
men), and I cut off his h:W' with a pair of SClSSOts, 

after having unbound his arms. He t~ld ~e that 
one evening his mother had called him into her 
room and ordered him to disrobe ~d spend t~e 
night with her in one bed, and that, without aW9lt
in his reply the matron had di~ested henei! of 
atfher clothes while at the same mne she outlined 
before his eyes the most inn'!1odest gesmres; and 
that upon this he had retired from the room. 
Furthermore, because of his continue~ re~ he 
had attracted to himself the wrath of his wife, who 
had deluded herself with the hoJ!C of reward had 
she been able to succeed in ur~g her husband 
to lend h~ body to the passi?ns of the old WO~· 
They resolved by a co.nspiracy t<? suspend him 
from a gibbet prepared m advance in some unfre
quented spot, and let him die by inches, eXJ>?sed 
to every misery and dangei:· It was not wtth<?ut 
many and considered reft.eet1ons, full of almost m
surmount2ble difficulties, that they finally suc
ceeded in guiding th~ir choice to the refine~ tor
tures which had not been. termina~ until the 
unhoped for succor of my m~ervennon. . . 

The liveliest marks of gratltllde emphasized his 
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every expression, lending to his confidences not 
the least of their value. I canied him to the nearest 
cottage; for he had fainted and I left the peasants 

• only after I had deposited my purse with them to 

furchase comforts for the wounded man, and after 
bad made t!tem promise to lavish the evidences 

of .a persevenng 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 ~ds I mechanically retraced my steps, re
entered the cottage, and exclaimed· .. No no 
do no~ t!llnk that this smprises m~!" ' ' ' ' 

This tune I finally went away for good; but the 
so~es of my feet could not set theriiselves down 
with any sur~ness: another would not have been 
able to pei:cewe this! 

':'fhe wol! r;io longer ~es beneath the gibbet 
which the JOm~d rumd.S of a mother and a wife 
::edbewion~ 8Pr1!1J daf., ~ when he used to take 

tclied unagmaaon the path to an illu-
sory meal. ~en he sees on the homon that head 
of black h~, cradled ~y the wind, he does not 
~ncourage his power of mertia but takes ~htwith 
mco~parable swifmess. Must we see in this psych
ological phenomenon an intelligence su ·or 
to the. or<linary ~ct of mammals? ~ut 
vo~c~ for anything and without even conjec
tunng, 1~ see!115 to me that this animal understood 
~hat cnme lS. H~ could he fail to understand 
1t when human bemgs themselves have rejected 
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to this indescribable point ~e empire of r;ason 
in order to allow to subsist m place of this de
throned queen nothing but ferocious vengeance! 

I am filthy. Lice Jllaw me. Swine, when they 
gaze upon me, vomit. Scabs and scars of lep= 
have scaled off my skin, which exudes a yello'WIS 
pus. I know not the waters of rivers nor the dew 
from the clouds. From my nape, as from a.dung
hill, an enormous toadstool with umbelliferous 
~uncles is growing. Seated uPon a sha~ess 
throne 1 have not stirred hand nor. foot fo~ four 
centuries My toes have taken root in the soil and 
have g_ro~ up around my belly in a kind of lo:ih 
growth, neither ~lant nor 6esh, w~ere d~ell vile 

arasites. Nevertheless my heart is beanng. Yet 
L~w could it beat if the rottenness and th~ reek 
of my cadaver (1 dare not say my body) did not 
abundantly nourish it? 

In my left armpit a family o~ toads ~as taken 
u residence, and when they snr they nckle me. 
take care that one of them does not c:sca~ and 
come scratching with its mo~th at the m~nor of 
your ear: it coUld PC?etrate 1~to your brain. 

In my right armpit there JS a chameleon who 
eternally pursues the toads in orde~ that he may 
not die of hunger: everyone must live. But when 
one pa?!=>' has completely foiled the tricks of the 
other, they find nothing better tban calmly to go 

[ lBl] 



c.Maldoror 

a~dout 1sucking the delicate grease that covers my 
si es: am used to it. 
. ~ evil viper has devoured my penis and taken 
its P ace. The villain has made a eunuch out of me 
Ah! If only I had been able to defend myself with 
~aralyse~ arms, but I fear they have been 
b I 0~~~to logs of wood. However that may 

l e, ~an aJ.I1ClJ1 that the red blood no longer circu
ates m them. 
B Two little hed~eho~s of mature development fg to a~~' which did.not refuse it, the contents 
~ my ~~ ~; and havmg carefully washed out 

~hinepi enrus they have set up housekeeping 
Wlt • 

My anus h~s been taken over by a crab. Encour
a~ed. by my inertia he guards the entrance with 
his .j,mcers and causes me much pain 1 

wo jellyfish ~eserted the sea, suddenly enticed 
~ a ~ope m which they were not disappointed. 
h~y inspected narrowly the two fleshy portions 

which form the human backside, and, attachin 
themselves to these convex globes, they have s~ 
squashed the flesh by their constant pressure 
di.at ~o~ is left bot these two monsters from 

fthe ~ngdom of viscosity, alike in color, form, and 
el'OClty. 

Speak not of my sp~e, for that is a sword! yes, 
yes • • · 1 w:is ?0 t giving you my attention ••. 
your demand JS Just. you wish to know do ou 
!lot, how a sword comes to be thrust v'ertiJn 
into my back? I do not recollect very clearly m/-
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self. However, should I decide to treat as a memory 
what may be but a dream, then know that m~n, 
when he discovered I had sworn an oath to bve 
motionless and diseased until I should have over
come the Creator, crept up on tip-toe b~hind me, 
yet not so softly that I did not htJ:r him. I was 
aware of nothing more for a brief moment. Then 
this keen blade buried itself up to the handle as 
between the two shoulder-blades of hull in the 
ring, and my skeleton shuddered like an ~arth
quake. The blade cleaves so powerfully to ~y 
body that no one so far has been able to extract 1t. 
Athletes, mechanics, pl1ilosopher$, doctors, have 
each tried in his turn with various methods. They 
knew not that the evil done by man was not to 
be u~done! I forgave them rhe dep~h of t?eir na • 
tive ignonnce and greeted them with a Ricker of 

my eyelids. 
Traveler, when you approach me 1 im¢,ore you 

to off er me no single word of consolation~ you 
would undermine my courage. Leave me to wann 
my stubbornness at the flame of voluntary imrtyr
dom. Leave me ... I will not ~p~ pity in yo~. 
Hatred is stranger than you think; its bchav10~ is 

inexplicable like the broken appearance of a stick 
when it is thrust into water. Even as you see me 
now I am able still to venture fonh up to the Yery 
walls of heaven, chief of an army of murderers. 
and return to take up this po~~ again and to 
meditate anew upon noble pro)Ccts of vcn~e:mce. 
Farewell, I will not detain you longer; and. that 
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you may instruct and preserve yourself dwell . 
your nund upon the fatal destiny which has led m1: 
to yevo~nen perchance I was born a good man' 
and o~u . ~your son of what you have seeO: 
b ' by the hand, Jet him admire the 
eauty of e stars and the wonders of the universe t ;est of ~e red-throat and the temples of th~ 

II • you will be astonished to see hirii so amen
able to the counsels of patemiZc and y will 
ward him · h -!1 ou re-

Wlt a omwe. But, w en he thinks h . 
not observed, look at him and you will him e ~ 
his saliv · see spit 

h . ~ upon vutue. He has cheated you he 
w. o IS escen~ed from the human race, bu; he 
will never deceive you again: you shall k ha 
the future will make of him 0 unha nof wh t 
make ready to accompanv .th ' hal . PPY at er, 
Yo Id . ' e tmg steps of 

. ur o age to the meradicable scaffold that will 
slice off the head of a precocious criminal d h 

lsorrdow ththat shall point out to you the p' a: ~~ 
ea s to e tomb. 

. ~n th~ wall of my room what shadow outlines 
WI an mcomparable power the phan . 
projection of its shriveled silhouette? ~one 
~pon. my heart this mute and delirious interro set 
n~n it JS less for the ma1·~ of f E thga-
p1ctare of rea1i than th ~nn, .1or e . ty, at e sobnerv of styl 
conducts itself m such a manne'" Wh::-~ e ... oever you 
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are, defend yourself, for I am about to Bing in 
your teeth a terrible accusation: those eyes do 
not belong to you ••• where did you steal them? 
One day I saw a fair woman passing befou me; 
she had eyes like yours: you to11e them from 
her. 

I see that you would make people believe in 
your beauty; but no one is deceived - I l~ 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 arc shed by the panoccos of Arkansas, 
swarm around your brow like acce~tcd and sub
mmive servitors. But is it a brow? It JS not difficult 
to allow a good deal of hesitation before believing 
it. It is so low that it is im~ble to verify the 
proofs, 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 wan 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 bun up for twenty 
years in a prison and who esca.Ped to prepare a 
revenge worthy of his retaliation, he b.aS 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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~ve.red that ev~ severed brains reappear finally 
m the ~of animals. But my thought, haJtiitg be
fore ~ sunpJe statement which is not, accordiiig to 
the little I know of it, devoid of a tremendous 
yoluptuousnea, does not go, even in the most dar
mg consequences, as far as the limits of a wish for 
your Reovery, but remains, on the contrary. 
~ by the.employment of its more than~~ 
crous neutrality, upon the consideration (or at 
least the wish, as a warning of greater sorrows. of 
what can .be for you only a momentary privation 
of the skin that covers the top of your head. I 
hope you have understood me. 

Ana ev"°? if chance permits, by a miracle absurd 
but not at tunes unreasonable, ~t you find that 
precious skin which the rcliJious vigilance of your 
ti;temy ~ ~ept as an intoxicating souvenir of his 
y1ctory, tt is ~t extremely possible that, even 
if one had srudied the law of probabilities only 
m connection with mathematics (for we know 
that analogy easily transfers the application of that 
!aw to other domains of the intelligence), your 
J?St though so~ewhat exaggerated fears of a par
tJ.al or total chill would not refuse the bnponant 
~nd eyen unique oppormnity that would present 
1rself In so opp~rtune, though abrupt, a manner, to 
preserve t~e dilf erent parts of your brain from 
c~ntact ~1th the atmosphere, especially during 
wmter, ~th ~ ~ead-drcS,, which rightly belongs 
to you smce It is natural, and that it would 6e 
permitted to you, moreover (it would be incom-
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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 inf rin_ging the simplest roles 
of an elementary convenr_ion. . 

Is it not true that you listen t? me attcnavely? 
H you listen further, sadness will be a lo~g 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 !11e so), 
desr.ite younelf you lend an ear to my discourse 
as if impelled by a superior force. I am not as 
wicked as you: that is why yo~ genius bows 
down of its own accord before rmne ..• Indeed, 
I am not as wicked as yo~! You just threw ~glance 
at the city built on the side of that mountam. And 
now what do I see? • • • All the inhabitants are 
dead! I have as much pride as anyone eJse,J:,
haps, and this is another vice, even more. ery 
well, listen ••• listen, if the confes&on of a m~n 
who remembers having lived a half CCJ?-tury ID 
the form of a shark among the submanne cur
rents that extend along the African coast in~r
ests you sufficiently to give him Y?ur attenn~n, 
if not with bitterness, at least '!lthout ~he ~
reparable error of showing the disaust I lDSpll'C 
in you. I will not throw at your feet the mask 
of virtue in order to appear before. y~ur eyc:s 
as I really am; for I have never worn 1t (if~~ IS 

an excuse at all); and if from the v~ry be~ 
you will observe my features attenr_iv':1y Y?U 
recognize me as your respectful disciple m per-
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i! '~a_ C:_~/ le.: "..Ju. !~J ~L.e eJ~t Jcuf<d'i oi 
a..n_ l..a<. ~p.:a n.e) w:u: :t Snur a human beina 
ay u.i " 1.UJSOn ill .order to ~h]~-':iS ~·-; ~ffrti~ 
bec:ause ne h11d t;'('!tu~rl, "»'1 :ucidy, lll .. f '1c-11~ihip. 
w'U,.h .nf" '"o·'ll~ r-:>r b~w 'f·1c b~:icg:... Cct. n..y 
;c:!f? Smee I ~la~; ti_ l! :Jl'.i.n~ a..e .:h_r ..n.:1 .. y.,; l..U. 

~'even tu.t.Je p.uuew ~.,~ Ul :op-·~ he wno 
drums rli...t £ l.ave .alot ihc iacuky of memory \Vil• 
uoi' Le m ClTor. 

J\.11 t'1at' ji;: ],.ft fnr 'll- t'l ~ is un&"1h ·Int m!n-1lr 
."1 !li'"'I:..., -vi·h ti-~ -ic1 oL r r·-c1 =. • ~ .:S t..c_ uc 
frr-. r!u- e ~h_t Ji_ 1Jg:tt.n:....n. o:::.. .tt..niJC#.1.~ y lws "l 
ULil""r/· L&. ti.ln.n Jy r"3iJt.t<..\! 111 J.Jtv iinaguiarion 
wh~r.., Loy cl.~ 1ntfoxihle laws of opri~ •t ~ .. han
penea to me to be f":>11fTt>11tr4 'W .. b tr~ ".<l"'l-•cro"'-

. . t~ • I -' moon o_ my own .refler1:1'')Il' 

I was &.lll~ 011. 11 rtit'. H-: '"VJ.o hAs -:t-lr.c' a, 
1J.Ctt1-:r ?U 4:Y tbtr·1(h tJ::-: ir·erc -vth >U !x~c: 
"lMe tc- c-tc-'1-tr-at: h.1.d 11c Ln...: u wl..: ~~n.ll'.:St .. r • ..r • ..: 
?J- ~~.::At e,,e..._ :I .1iJ l.~l ..S H~:...h..1~ rue 1l(J"W he 
.S, sL:1 .. ~Iy '"f'Wl~•JI, aLl11;: tu 1!11~ what a siurnrier 
\lVilS Wcl1thuiJl InC Gown... hrir wb~ tP'! ~<'fl"\ Joa., 
thrust a~· \Vittt ,~,. r11"1 "'If \t"' 1'1ri .. e-ri-:rllr 
•o tr-e "><-tt~Jr rf .. ha rcNr· !f o·- '""'"r 1· ,.r. ·L .... 

• ' t ll ' ..:.I.. JI_,. ... 
-e-:u-·n- nJ17 in _JLn o[ t:.e et...tLe .::I-'\., Jrvl-.'f• 
~~. v. e..:.ri.1r...s JL.d e\ -'l y 41c: &-:' ,~ri. \1"4dun; h btt 
uillO'n1!. t1.1S!. tun, a.·c.llr...d .li&e a bit of dotsam tC>r 
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pro~~ly ~~y a pnnisliment inBicted upon me 
by !1ivme JUBtlCe. But who knows his own intimate 
desires or the. cames of his pestilential joys? The 
mctam<>!'PhOSJS 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 should become a hog! I tried out 
my teeth on the bark of treeS· I contemplated 
my snout with dqht. There ~ not remaining 
!11e least morsel of mvinity. I was capable of rais
!111 my soul up to the excessive elevation of that 
ineffable senstillity. 
~ to me, and do not blush, inexhaustible 

canca~ of the beautiful who take the lausth
able bra~ of your superlatively contemptible 
souls so ~usly, ~who do not understand why 
the Omnipotent, m a rare moment of excellent 
buffoonery which certainly does not violate the 
great general laws of the grotesque, took one day 
~e wonderful pleasure to inhabit a planet with 
singular microscopic ~ known as hrmums 
maCle of smtf resembling ruddy coral: indeed: 
you ~ve good reason to blush, bones and fat, 
but listen to me. I do not invoke your intelli
~e: f01;1 would ~e it bleed by the horror you 
mspire m It. Forget 1t, and be consistent to your
selv4:5 .•• •. No more constraint. When I wanted 
to m; I killed; it ev.en happened often and none 
~ed ~e from lt. Human laws still pursued 
me with the1r vengeance, although I did not attack 
the race that I baa abandoned so calmly. But my 
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conscience made me no reproaches. During the 
day 1 fought with my new fellow crearores, and 
the earth was saturated with countless layen of 
clotted blood. 1 was the strongest and 1 bore away 
all the victories. Agonising wounds co~ered my 
whole body but 1 pretended not to no?ce them. 
Earthly anunals avoided me, and 1 rem.a.med alone 
in my resplendent pdeur. l_low great was my 
astonishment when, after havmg swum across a 
river in order to leave behind me the countrii:s 
depopulated by my rage and to reach other tern
tories in which to instill my customs of murder and 
carnage, 1 tried to walk upon that 8.owery shore! 
My feet were paralysed; no ~oveme?~ came ~o 
betray the troth of that forced immobility. Amid 
su,~atural efforts to continue on my way 1 
awoke and realized that l had again beco~e a man. 
Providence thus ~ve me to ~d~rstand, m.a man
ner not inexplicable, that 1t did not WlSh my 
sublime projects to be realized even in dreams. To 
return to my original shape "Yas fo~ me a sorrow so 
great that I still weep over it at mght. My ~beets 
are constantly moist, as if they had been dipped 
in water, and I have them changed every day. !-f 
you do not believe me, come and see me; you will 
verify by your o~ ~rience no: the probabil
ity: but the trUth itself of my assertion. 

How many times after that ~ght spc:nt under 
the starS, on a cliff, have I not mingle~ with a herd 
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. 

It is not impossible to witness an abnormal devia
tion in the latent or visible functioning of the laws 
?f na?1I'e· Indeed, if eyeryone '!'oufd go to the 
mgen1ous trouble of mterrogaang the various 
phases o~ his existence (without forgetting a sin~le 
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 scrutmizing gaze of psychology I will 
not Eto 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 exaggeration, an 
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· which indi-

unf __ m ... state, often very seno~ 
auwuu. funi riled by !i""'- sense to 

cates th9;t th~ ~:C.:. d~te the ephemeral 
ft.nGaination IS som~_, -r nha 
-o- cl dcd between these two forces., u MP.:' 
~ct con u b resence of the will, 
Pily uanscended by t e p a1s b the absence 
'but, more of~en ~~ot . ~· 1J us b~· to 

£ . effecnve COJ»IU"ratton. . 
o its rt of this a few examples, of w 
~e ~PPo be difficult to ap~te the aptness. 
It will not h ..._ncmort of rage and the 
1 present tw?: t e ~--r-
disease of pnde. . ding me that he beware 

I warn whoever 15 rea er reasons, 

of forming •afar: .!~~:fu:~e I shed in 
a false on~ el swift development of my phraseS· 
the excemv Y ents and my com
Alas! I would develop !DY~ ~cence (but 
nArisons slowly and :-V1th m · e"') in order that 
r-:-~:~~~ownomr, ~=ft 
Who ._.r:- derstand better if not my w:r 
everyone should un efaction wbe~, one summer 
may, at least my stap d to be sinking cowards 
evening, as the sun sc:eme. in the sea with l~ 
the horizon, I.saw~ the usual extremities 
webbed feet m the pla~ dorsal fin propor-
of the arms and l~ slendera as that of a dolphin. 
tionately_: as long an as bein . and I also saw 
a suongly-mr~ ~&b1 (1 nJiced in this pro
that many s oo tho inhabitants of the deep. the 
cession, amo~ of Qreenland, the sting-ray) 
to~O, the. with the most evident marks. of 
were following. . Sometimes he would dive, 
the highest admiranon. 
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and !1i5 viscous body would rea . 
mediately two hundred an:ls ppear almost un
who in · · . Y away. Porpoises, 

' my opwon did not steal th · . as good swimme ul ell' reputation 
distance this new ~:es :f scarcelr.. follow at a 
think the reader will ha amphibian. I do not 
if he brin to . ve any cause to regret it 
ful obstaclg mf Y ~ove not so much the bann-

e o a stupid credoli 
service of a deep conttd ty. as the. S?preme 
with secret th ence ~gumg legmmately 

~cries, only ic:PfeJ tc:'':r:::\the Ek~tic1 mys-
1t upon myself to reveal to • w c take 
occasion presents itself . him w~e~ever the 
~8'P clOSel . ' as it has mdisputably 
~f 7 ' Y nnpregnated with th · 

o aquatic plants brou ht b e t<?ruc odors 
to the stanza hi h g r the refreshing breeze w c contams ~propriated to himself the . a .mo~er who has 
lStlcs of the webfoot famil distinettve character-

t,PPhisf?priation?. Let everyo~; ~!:. ~!1:idnodf 
y complex and multiple . . ' 

of the methods b hi h nature, JS not ignorant 
h li . Y w c to enlarge his h · 

e ves in water like th h . onzons: 
layers of the atm h ~ sea- o.rse; m the upper 
the ground lik osp ere like the osprey; and under 
limi f e a mole, a woodlouse and th b-

ty o . the earth-worm. e su 
Such JS the outline mo 1 

more rather than less) of ;.e or ess .Pre~ (but 
extremely screnJlt}l · e exact cntenon of the 
deavored to awake~i:g co~o!ation that I en
that the human bein my :rmt when I decided 
distance swimmin 'gth W: om I saw at a great 

g WI his four limbs over the 
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surface of the waves as never the most superb 
cormorant swam, had perhaps acquired the trans
formation of the extremities of his arms and legs 
only as the expiatory punishment for some un
known crime. It was not necessary for me to 
torment my brain to manufacture in advance the 
melancholy pills of pity; for I did not know 
whether that man, whose anns beat the bitter 
waves alternately, while his legs thrust aside the 
aqueous strata with a power such as that ~essed 
by the se,iral weapon of the narwhal, bad not 
voluntarily appropriated those exuaordinary 
shapes, rather than that they had been imposed 
upon him as a chastisement. According to what 
I learned later, here is the simple troth: pro
longation of existence in that fluid element had 
insensibly brought about in that human creature 
who had exiled himself voluntarily from the 
craggy continents the important but not essential 
changes I had remarked in the object that a more 
or less confused glance had caused me to take, 
from the primordial moments of his apparition, 
(through an un~able flippancy, the errors of 
which engender the so weansome sentiment that 
will be easily undersrood by psychologists and 
lovers of prudence) for a fish of ~ shape. 
not yet described in the naturalists' classifications; 
but perhaps in their posthumous works, although 
I have no excusable claim to support this latter 
supposition, imagined as it is under too many hYEo
thetical conditions. Indeed, this amphibian (for 
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a111phib12nS. without any room for denial) 
w ih = t.~ i...- onl ~·' which may not be said for 
the hsb and :du: cetaceans: for I noticed that certain 
peasants who had stopped to stare at m £ 
+:roubled b ,... thar supernatural h Y ace, 

. . . ·· . p enomenon, and 
.,,. iw u u:11 vainl_r ro erpJain to themselves wh 
my eyes u.\:re Constantly fixed with a y 
ti. •1· seemed b · • . perseverance 1" tr) e InV111c1ble but ac:ruatJy was no 
upon .i • ~t 1;11 the sea where they themsel.,! 
~o~d d15~ nothing but an appreciable and 
limited quannty of schools of fish of all · 
stretcl.rd open their~t mouths ~"l ~d 

f ·h . ~yaswi e 
as . o w ales. his made them smile, but not 
~ 1 dzd, turn pale, they said in their pictnr81'1ne 
diaJ.cct; and they.were not stupid enoogb~~i;0 
nonce: that' P~y, I was not watching the 
bucolic evohinons of the fish, but that my aze 
w:i5 ~ed upon. something much farther on. Le
chanicaUy turning my eyes towards the remark
" hie spz-ead of those powerful mouths I told myself 
that 11nl~ there should be found in the totality 
of the uruverse a pelican large as a mo . or 
,u least as a promontory (admire, if ~ 
Ch·: finesse of the restriction which iJ' p · h• 
ul temr ) b 1 es no me 
. . ~ ' 00• ea c of bird of prey or savage 
}2·VS ?f wild ammaI would be capable of tran
sc~ng, or i:ven of eq~, any one of those 
gapmg, . bur too lugubrious, craters. And et 
~thou1rt' I ~ow for the sympathetic y of 
n n.:laphor . ( th1w.; rhetorical figure rende~uch 
mo.r. :.t:n"lce to human aspirations towards the 
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infinite than ordinarily 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 thought still further, let us be 
serious. and let us be content with three little new-
born elep~ts. . . 

With a smgle ann-sttoke the :m1Ph!-bian le~t a 
kilometer of frothy furrow behind him. ~ 
the very brief moment when the arm remamed 
suspended in the air before once again ~urying 
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 ~ps fled to the darkness of the most 
secret crevices: 

"0 you, whose swimming surpasres the long 
wings of the frigate-bir~ if yo~ still . und~r
stand the meaning of the great outcnes which, like 
a faithful interpretation of its intimate thoughts, 
mankindfuriouSly directs toward you, condescend 
to /ause for a moment in your swift progress 
an relate to me summarily the phases of your 
truthful history. But I w~ you, y~u hav~ non~ 
to address me if your. danng plan JS .to give birth 
in me to the friendship and veneranon I felt for 
you when I saw you for the first time accomplish
mg, with the grace and strength of a shark, 
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your .indomitable and rectilinear P~e ,, 

A sigh, which froze me to the bone and shook 
the. rock upon. which the sol~ of my foot was 
resttng (uni~ it was I staggenng because of the 
rod~ senetraaon of the sonorous waves which 
came to my ears such a cry of despair), pene
trated to the very entrails of the earth: the fish 
plunged beneath the waves with the sound of an 
avalaDche. The amphibian dared not approach the 
beach. too .closely? but as soon as he was assured 
that his voice earned with sufficient clarity to my 
ear~ he reduced the motion of his webbed 
hands ~ such a manner as to maintain his torso, 
hung ";Ith sea-W!8ck, above the ~ waves. 
I saw him bow his head as if to .invoke by solemn 
COfD!Jland the ~yward pack of memories. I dared 
not mterrupt hiin in this sacredly archeological 
occu~tion: plunged in the past, he resembled a 
r~. Finally ~e began to speak as follows: 

The ceni;ipede l~cks not enemies; the fantastic 
b~uty of h.iS mulaple feet, instead of ~ 
him the sympathy of animals, is for them perhaps 
only the powerful sttmulant of a jealous irritation. 
~d I. should not be surprised to learn that this 
~~t JS ~osed to the most intense hatred . 

. I shall conceal .from you the place of my birth 
which has no beanng on my story: but the shame 
reflected upon my family has bea.Ong on my duty. 
My father and mot!t~r (may God forgive themf) 
after a Yeai: of waiang saw Heaven grant their 
prayers: twins, my brother and I, were born. All 
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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 bro~er ~ted me and 
made no e.ff ort to conceal his feelings. Conse
quently my mother ~d father lavish~d most of 
their love on me, while through my sincere and 
constant friendship I trie~ to appease a soul that 
had no right to revolt against him who had come 
from the same womb. My brother1s. fury knew 
no limits and he so slandered me with the most 
unbeliev~ble calumnies that the beans of our 
mutual parents were closed to me. For .fifteen years 
I lived in a dungeon with maggots and.slimy ~acer 
for food. I will not relate to Y,OU m detail the 
unheard-of torrures I endured dunng that l~ng and 
unjust sequesuation. Now and then d~g the 
day one of the three torturers whose tum 1t was 
would enter abruptly, armed with pincen, tongs 
and various other mstruments of torture. The 
shrieks elicited from me by these tonnents left 
them unmoved; the abundant loss of ~lood made 
them smile. O, my brother, I have ~oTven you -
you, the primary cause of all mY. ills. It must be 
that blina rage finally opens its own ~Y~· I 
made many reBections dunng my everlastitig IDl

prisonment. How my hatred develo~ .tow~ds 
all humanity in general you can well unagme. 
Progressive etiolation, solitude of body .and soul, 
had not yet caused me to lose my mmd com
pletely, to the point of bearing any resentment 
against those whom I bad never ceased to love: 
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triple pil!ory of which I was the slave. I succeeded 
by cunning in gaining my liberty! Disgusted by 
the inhabitants of drY land, who, although they 
called themselves my fellow men, appeared hither
to to resemble me in no~ (if they found that 
I did resemble them, why aid they bmn 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 Bed the 
paternal roof I have not been as unhappy as you 
think inhabiting the sea and its crystal 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 their roler. I will give a special whistle, 
if it will not annoy you, and you will see how they 
will reappear." 

It happened as he had predicted. He resumed 
his roy&l swimming surrounded by his retinue of 
subjects. And, although at the end of a few 
seconds, he had completely di.sap~ from sight, 
with a telescope I could still distmguish him on the 
disant horizon. He swam with one band, while 
with the other wiped his eyes which the terrible 
strain of approaching terra firma had injected with 
blood. He bad acted in this manner to do me pleas
ure. I Bung the rev~ 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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farewell by which 1 made obeisance, as. in a~ 
before a noble and unfortmiate ~~~n~ 
everything that happened was ~ t 

night. 

Each night, Trea~ my. wings into my tor-
evoked the umge of Fahner ••. 

: :;:0~ fair hair, his oval face, 1!i8 D<?ble 
feamres, were stil~ engraved u~ll mJs: 
tlon ••• ind~cuthbly h~~eh1811Yaolishcd like 
Away away with at iess ead, 

'· e-sh u He was fourteen an I only one 
a tortolS e · · b still' = ld Let that mournful voice e · o er. . . = it come to denounce me? But it is I!' 
speaking Using my own tongue to emit !111 
diought,'1 notice that my li~ move and .that it is 

I ouh .....-'Irina, And it is I who, relating a tale 
w 0 am ill~ f-lina orse neneabout my Childhood, and -:;---p,, rem r-: 

· · ~ if I make no JIUStrate my heart ••• it is m . ' 
take ... it is I myself g · · " 

I was only one Y!fU o der. • • • • 
Who is tllisto whom I refer? It is a friend I had 1!' 

time, 1 think. yes, yes, I have alreadY, told his 
past I will not spell out again those SIX leners, 
name .• '1' • also usCless to repeat that I was one 
no, no. t 1S • h --er older. Who knows? Let us repeat it, ow.... ' 

~in a laborious murmur. · • • 
1 was only one year older. · • • 
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Even then the pre-eminence of m physical 
:Cngth was. rather a motive for defen~ng along 

e rouR'~ hiRhway of my life him who had at
~c.hed TUmself to me, than to mistreat a b . 
vmbly weaker than L ••• For indeed, I ~~ 
he was weaker than I. . . . 

Even then .... 
It was a fri~d I had in past time, I think. • • • 
The p~emmence of my physical strength. . . • 
~ach !11jht. • • • 
Especially his fair hair .•.• 
There is more than one human being who has 

seen bald heads: old age, disease, IOlTOW (the three 
together or taken ll&!Ollnately) f!Tnlain this . 
h . --~:L- -·c negative 

P eno~enon m a &aWilactory manner. Such; an _ 
war,, JS. ~e reply that would be made to me 6y 
a sctentJSt if I were to ask him about this matter 

Old age, disease, sorrow. . • • • • • • 
But I am aware (I, too, am a scientist) that one 

dar,, became he had seized my hand just as I was 
rusmg mr, dagger to pierce a woman's breast, I 
P.ECd ~ by th~ hair in a J!ip of -'eel, and 
":hiil~d him ~W?d m the air with such spted that 
his hair remamed m my hand, and his ~ B 
out by cenaifugal force, smashed against di~~ 
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 dili; in-

[ 204] 

J:.. autreamont 

famous deed, while his body was flung out by 
centrifugal force. ••• 

He was fourteen. • • • 
When, in an access of mental aberration, 1 rush 

through the fields, holding pressed to my heart a 
bloody thing that I have }>reserved for a long time 
like a revered relic, the little children who pursue 
me • • • the old women and little children who 
punue me with stones raise lamentable outcries: 
t'There is Falmer's hair!" 

Away, away with that hairless bead, polished 
like a tortoise-shell. • • • 

A bloody thing_. • • • 
But it ism~~· ••• 
His oval face, his noble features. • • • 
Indeed, I believe he was weaker than 1. • . • 
Old women and little children. • • . 
For indeed 1 believe • • • what am I trying to 

say? . • • for indeed I believe he was weaker 
than L ... 

In a grip of steel. • • . 
That crash, that crash: did it kill him? Were his 

bones splintered against the tree • • • irreparably? 
Did that crash, engendered by the vigor of an 
athlete, kill him? Was his life spared although his 
bones were spli?tered • . • irreparably? 

Did that crash kill him? . • • 
I fear to know what my closed eyes did not 

wimess .... 
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. ..• 
Each night. ••• 
When a yo~. man who aspires to glruy, lean

ing over a desk high up in a building at the silent 
hour of midnight, hears a rustling for which he 
can .find no cause, he turns his hea(I, 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 through 
the SUl'l'Ounding air, ruStling a paper nailed to the 
wall .••• 

!ligh up in a building. . . . 
Just as a young man who aspires to glory hears 

a rustling for which 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? O:>olly I make the perspica
cious remark that my eyes are o~ although it 
is the hour of pink dominoes and masked balls. 
Never .•• Oh, no, never •.• did the Seraphic ac-
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f a mortal voice pronounce with such 

dcd:ro~ elegance the syllables of my name! 

A mosquito's w!ngs·. • : · Has he then for-
How friendly his voice JS • • • 

given me? h d . nst the trunk of an oak 
His body eras e ag31 

tree ... · 
"Maldoror!" 
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out following any particular direction, seems to 
have ~ generil movement of evolution upon itself 
resulnng fr!>m the particular circulatory motions 
of each of its memf>el'St and in which the center 
perpe!'Jal!Y tending to increase, but continually 
held m! 15 ;RPu!sed by the contrary strains of 
the enVll'Orung lines that bear upon it, and con
s;.mtly ~ore compressed than any one of these 
lines, which are themselves compressed the more 
~they approach closer to the center. Despite this 
singular manner of eddying, the starlings do not 
cleave thro0;gh the air with any less rare a swift
ness, and gain noticeably each second a precious 
step t~Wll!d ~he end of their fatigue and the goal 
of their pilgrunage. 

In the same way you, reader, pay no attention 
to my odd manner of singing each of these lays. 
But be persuaded that the fundamental accents 
of poetry preserve none the less their intrinsic 
sway ~ver my intelligence. Let us not generalize 
~~poonal facts, I ask no more: yet my character 
is m the order of possible things. Undoubtedly, 
between the two extreme terms of your literature 
:-S Yc;>U unde~nd it~ and mine, there exists an 
infinitude of mte~ediary steps of which it would 
be easy to mulnply the sub-divisions; but there 
would be no useful purpose in this, and there 
would ~e the d~er of ~owing and falsifying 
an enunently .Philosophical conception which 
ceases to be. ranonal as ~oon as it is no longer un
derstood as It was conceived, that is to say, amply. 
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You know bow to unite enthusiasm with an in
ternal coldness, observer with the concenaatcd 
dis~tion; in the final anal~ as far as I am con
cerned, I find you perfect. Yet you refuse to 

understand me! 
U you are unhealthy: follow my advice (it is the 

best 1 have at your disposition), and go take a 
country walk. Sorry recompense, wouldn't you 
say? ~en you have ~en the air, come seeking 
me agam with your ID;1Dd rested. Do ~ot weep; 
I wish you no harm. Is rt not auc, my fnend, that 
up to a certain ~int your sympathy has been 
with my songs? Then what prevents yo~ from 
climbing the rest of the stCJ?5? The f ronner be
tween your taste and mine is invisible; you will 
never be able to grasp it, proof that the .frontier 
itself does not exiit. Reflect then (I skim only 
lightly over the subject here) that it would not 
be imposQble that you bad signed a treaty 
with obstinacy, that pl.easant daughter of ~ mulCt 
that rich source of intolerance. U I did not 
know that you are no blockhead 1 would not 
reproach you thus. It is useles,, for you to en~ 
yOurself with the cartilaginous shdl of an mom 
that you believe to be unbreakable. There are also 
other unbreakable axioms that proceed in parallel 
with yours. If you have a definite taste !or ~el 
(adniirable farce of nature) no ~me~ conceive 
of it as a crime· but those whose intelligence, more 
energetic and' capable of greater ~ pref~ 
pepper and an;enic have good reasons for their 

[ 211 ] 



c.Maldoror 

conduct without any intention of imposin th . 
teaceful domination upon those who uembfe wkh 
ear before a shrew-mouse or the speaking 

sion of the sur~aces of a cube. I speak from:;:: 
ence, no~ playmg h~re the part of an instigator. 

And Just as rotifen and tardigrades ma be 
heated almost to boiling-noint without necessayril 
lnmna th ' 'tali • r,-: y 
if"".-,, m vs . t>.'• it ~ be the same for you 

you ~ assimilate, with caution, the acrid 
supp11!11~ serosity which is released slowl b 
the irntatlon set up by my interest:ing lucubraJoJ. 
What! Have we not succeeded in raftin 
the back of a live rat the tail deta~ed f!~~h~ 
corpse of another rat? Try then in the same man
ner ~o trl!nsfer to your unagination the various 
modificatio~ of my cadaverous argument. 

But be wise. At the time of this wn' • 'b · · ang new 'V! rations ag1~te the intellectual atmosphere: it is 
slDlply a questton of having the co to con
fr~nt them face to face. Why do y~ake that 
grlDlace? And you even accompany it with 
g:escu~e that none ~ould imitate with a long appren~ 
t1ce&hit:~ con':mced t~t ~ab~t is nee~ in 
every: ng,,and smc~ the mstmctive repulsion that 
mamfcsted itself dunng my first h . abl diminish d . d . pages . as nonce-

>'.'. • e m epth m mverse ratio to your 
applicanon to the reading, like a boil that one 
Wices, we must hope, although your head still 
~ches, 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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vaicscence; yeft alas! your face is still very thin! 
But • • • courage! In you there is an uncommon 

spirit, I love you, and do not despair of your com
plete deliverance provided you absorb ce~ 
medications which will surely hasten the disap
~ce of the last ~ptoms of sickness. For an 
astringent and tonic food you will first tear off 
your mother's arms (if she be still in existence), 
you will cut them up in small pieces, then devour 
them in one day, your face betraying no sign of 
emotion. If your mother is too old, choose another 
cbirurgical subject, younger and fresher, whose 
scalp will have value, and who balances easily 
upon the wsal bones in ~: your sister, for 
example. I cannot help but deplore her fate, and I 
am not one of those m whom a cold enthusiasm 
only makes a pretence of RQOdness. You and I 
will shed for her, for that bc"loved vir~n (though 
I have no proof of her virginity), two irrepresamlc 
teal'St two tears of lead. That Will be all. The most 
emollient potion I can ~be for you is a basin 
full of lumpy blennorrhagic pus in which was 
first dissolved a hairy ovarian cyst, a follicular 
chancre, an inftamed prepuce skinned back from 
the gland by parapbimosis. .an~ three red slugs. . 

If you follow my prescnpaons my poetry will 
receive you with open anns, as a louse performs 
resection with its kisses upon the root of a hair. 
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I saw before me an object standing upon a hill. 
I could not clearly make out its head; but already 
I was aware that it was of no or~ shape, widi
out, nevertheless, bein$ able to diStingUish pre
cisely the exact proport1on of its contours. I dared 
not draw near to this motionless column; and even 
had I~ the 1111bulatory claws of more than 
three thousand crabs (not to mention those which 
serve for the prehension or mastication of food), 
I still would have stayed in the same place if an 
occurrence, quite futile by itself, had not de
manded a heavy tribute from my curiosity, which 
was on the VC-!J.e of b~ -its bonds. 

A beetle, roning alo~ the ground with its man
dibles and antennae a b&Jl of which the principal 
elements were composec1 of excrement, was ad
vancing rapidly toward the aforementioned hill, 
making every e.fforc to advertise its desire to take 
that particala.r direction. This articulated animal 
was not very much larger than a cow! H you 
don't believe what I say, come to me and I will 
satisfy the most incredulous by the evidence of 
good witnesses. I followed the tieetle at a distance, 
obrious.ly intrigued. What was it going to do with 
that great black ball? 

0 reader, who pride yonrself (and not errone
ously) upon your pe!51>icacity, would you be 
capable of telling me? But I do not wish to subject 
your well-known pamon for riddles to a -violent 
test. Lee it suffice for you to know that the 
mildest punishment I could inffict upon you would 
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. ou that this myst~ would not ~ 
be to inform y (' will be revealed to you) until 
revealed to you it lif when ou are engag-
!atei:, at ~::d w!!~~on wiJ: the pangs of 
mg m p pbedsid and perhaps even at death at ro~ e • • · 

the end of thJShasr;w'·· ed at the base of the hill 
The beetle . ~v and I was still at 

I had followed m his f,hootsteps. EorJ ·use as the 
dis from t e scene, i:, 

some ranee . ds who seem always to 
sterco~e, res~ess b'fn the seas that bathe the 
be starving, are appy . dentall venture into the 
two poles and only ~as ill al ease and I moved 
temperate zones, so B hat actually was the 
my legs very slowly. utdsw hi h I was advanc
corpoleal substance towar w c 

infj? knew that the genus pelicaninac. incl"!~ = 
distinct species: the boobf, thTE:1:can,. h shape 
morant and the frigate-bud. e gret!ili . The 
that ap't:ed before me was not a fnga' ~~bird. 

• 1 k th t I saw was not a 
plastic !l.OC • ; fl h that I observed was no~ a 
The crystallize es him, that man With 
cormorant. Now I could s~ rotuberance! I 
a brain destitute of an fann arh pdim comers of 

h vain! t recall rom t e I 
soug t Y. owhat torrid or frozen country 
my memory m · d nvex, vaulted beak. 
had first seen that long, Wl ~' :r: ollen, deeply-
with il'S pronounced, un~c d, ' ~ht edges· that 
hooked bridd~:i; th~ ti: n:0 ~='divided down 
lower m~n 1 e W1 filled with a membranou.tt: to the pomt; that space 

[ 215] 



c.Maldoror 

skin; that large pouch, yellow and sacciform, 
occupying the entire thrOat and capable of con
siderable distention; and those nostrils, very nar
row, longitudinal, almost invisible, hollowed in a 
basal groove! 

If. ~t living ~' with its simpl~ pulmo~ 
~J.I'atlon, and tts body adorned with hair, had 
been a bird down to the soles of its feet, and not 
only down to the shoulders, it would not then 
have been so difficult for me to have recognized it: 
a thing very easy to do, as you will see for vour
self. Only this time I dispense with it; for the clar
ity of my demonstration I should have to have 
one of those birds placed upon my desk, even 
a stuffed one. Besides I am not rich enough to 
obtain one. 

Follo~ step by step a previous hypothesis, 
I should later have assigned hJS true nature to, and 
foun~ a elace in the cate~ories of na~ bisto?' 
for_ him ~ whom I ad~ired the nobility ef his 
frail-looking posture. With what satisfaction not 
to be entirely ignorant of the secrets of his dual 
organism and with what avidity to know more 
I contemplated him in his permanent metamor
phosis! Although he possessed no human counte
nance, he appeared to me as beautiful as the two 
long tentaculifonn filaments of an insect; or rather 
as a sudden interment; or again as the law of the 
resto~tion of mutilat~d oruan~; and especially as 
an em.mently putresc1ble liq_wd! But, paying no 
attent:J.on whatsoever to hJS surroundings, the 
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stranger's pelican's head stared always straight 
ahead. Some other day I ~ill fi~sh this story. Ye~ 
1 will continue my narraave with gloomy ~' 
for if on your part, you long to know wh1~er 
my hnaginacion is te~ding_ (p!ease Heaven, In· 
deed, that this be only imagmanon!)' for my part 
I have determined to finish what I have to tell you 
at one sitting (and not two! )9 although neverthf 
less no one has the right to accuse me of lack o 
courage. But when you find yourself face to face 
with such circumstances, more th~ one .person 
feels the pulsations of his heart heating agamst the 
palm of his hand. · Ii l 

There recently died, almost unknown, m a ~ e 
port in Brittany, a master coast-trader, an old sailor 
who was the hero of a terrible ~tory. He. was then 
captain of a foreign-going ship and sailed for f 
sh1 -owner of Saint-Malo. After an. absence o 
mJreen months he returned to th~ con 1.ugal hearth 
at the very moment when his w1!e, sn~l confine.d 
to her bed, had just presented him with an ~eir 
to the existence of which he could. make J:?-O JUSt 
claim. The captain gave no sign_ of ~IS surpnse an~ 
an er. He coldly commanded his wife to. dr~ss an 
ac~ompany him on a walk around the c1ty s r~m-

. It was in January. The rampa~s o_f Samt
~ are high and when the north wmd is blow
ing even the most intrepid ones hang bac~. The 
unhappy woman obeyed, calm and. ~es1gned. 
When she returned home she was delmous. She 
died during the night. 
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But after all that was only a woman. While I, 
who ~m a man, do not know whether I should be 
able in the presence of a drama no less striking 
~o ma~~ain sufficient command over myself t~ 
1mmob1hze the muscles of my face! 

When the beetle arrived at the foot of the hill 
t~e m~n raise~ his . hand towards the west (pre
cISely m that dll'ect10n .a ·~~b-eating vulture :ind a 
gre~t horn-owl of V 1rgm1a had engaged in an 
ae~al battle), wiped from his beak a long tear 
which presented a sy:;tem 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 yet assuaged· and 
already ~at woman whose arms and legs you 'have 
bound with pearl necklaces in such a manner as 
to construct an amorphous 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 see'rr 
her bones scarr~d with wounds, her limbs polished 
by the ~echarucal }aw of rotary friction and sub
merged. mto. the uruty of c~latio!1, and her body 
presenting instead of its pnmordial outline and 
contc;>ur the monotonous appearance of a homo
geneity that resembles only too strongly through 
the confusion of its various crushed elements the 
mass of a sphere! She has been long dead· abandon 
~hose remains and take care not to be tr~nsported 
ll'revocably by the rage that consumes you: here 
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is no longer justice, for egoism, conceale~ be~eath 
the inte~ent of your bro~, ~owly raises like a 
phantom the veil that covers 1t. 

The Iamb-eating vulture and the great hom-
owl of v~ unconsciously borne upan the 
vicissitudes of their sauggle, had drawn near us. 

The beetle uembled at these unexpected words; 
and what would have been on so~e ~ther occa
sion an insignificant movement, this mne became 
the distin~hing mark of a fury that k;°~ no 
bounds; for he rubbed his hind legs t~~gly 
against the edges of bis elyuae, producing a sharp 

sound: ''Who are you, pusillanimous creature? It seems 
that you have forgotten certain strange events of 
the past; you do not retain them in your memory' 
m brother. That woman betrayed us, one by 
0 J:. You 6.rst, myself second. It seems to .me that 
this misdeed shoUld not. (should ~ot;) disappear 
from the memory so easily. So easily. ~our mar 
nanimous nature permits you to forgive. But ~ 

ou know whether, despite the abnormal condi
~on of the atoms of that woman, reduced to a state 
of mush (there is no question of kno~g no~ 
whether anyone would believe at the first mvesti
gation that this body has been augmente~ 1:it a 
notable quantity of density rather by the ~ff ng 
action of two powerful wheels, ~n by.thee ects 
of my fiery passion), she still existS? Silence, and 

let me be avenged.0 
• th 

He resumed his way and made off, pushing e 
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baµdbefore him. When he had gone, the pelican 
cr1e out: 

"Tha t woman, by her magical power has . ven 
!Ile thb head of a webfoot and changed ~y br~ther 
mto atheetle: perhaps she deserves worse treatment 
even an I have just wimessed." 
. And I, ~ho was not sure that I was not dream
~~' retllmg by .what I ~ad heard the nature of 
1 os . e relations which were engaging the 
~1?-1b~e~~g vulture and the great homed owl of 

rrgirua 1~ a bloody battle above me, threw back 
my head like a hood in order to give free la t 
myhlungs, and directing my eyes above I cJ:JOl:t 
tot em: 

"Y ou up there! Put an end to your quarrelin ' 
~c~ of you is right, for to each she had promis~ 
Ber ove. Consequently she has deceived you both 
d Ut x::i are not the only ones. Furthermore, sh~ 

ep you of your human shape, making a cruel 
game of r,our most intimate sorrows. And you 
would hes!tate to believe me! In any case she is 
?ead, and t~e be.etle inflicted a punish~ent of 
ineffaceable imprmt upon her, despite the i 
of the first of you whom she betrayed." P ty 

At these words they put an end to their battle 
and ~ore ~ut n~ more feathers nor strips of flesh. 
and m this therr conduct was correct Th · 
homed owl of Virginia, beautiful as the m~ great 
of a curve described by a dog runrun· af mo!Y 

t b . d h' . g ter its 
mas er, ur1e imself m the crevices of a . d 
convent. The lamb-eating vulture, beautifu~~e 
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law of the limitation of development in th~ brea:it 
of adults in whom the tendency to growth lS not m 
propartion with the molecules assiffiilated by their 
o~ was lost in the upper layers of the at
mosphere. The pelican, whose generous pardon 
bad impressed me because I found it unnatural, 
resuming the majestic impassivity of a ligbtho~ 
upon his hill as if to warn human navigators to give 
heed to his example and guard their destiny fr?m 
the love of gloomy sorceresses. went on starmg 
straight ahead. Th~ beetle, ~eautifyl as the ~m
bling of the hands m alcoholism, disap~ mto 
the horizon. Four more existences to be deleted 
from the book of life. I tore out a whole muscle 
from my left arm, for I no longer knew what I was 
doing so greatly was I move<l by that quadruple 
disaster. 1, who thought that the ball was com
posed of excrement! Great fool that I am! 

The intermittent annihilation of human facul
ties: whatever your thought may lead you to sup
pose, these are not words. At least, they are not 
ordinary words. May he w~o ~o~ht ~e would 
be accomplishing an ~ct o~ JUSO~e m. asking some 
executioner to ffay him alive, raise his hand. May 
he who would offer his bosom voluntarily to the 
bullets of death, raise his head with a sensual smile. 
My eyes will seek the marks of scars; my ten 
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fingers will concentrate the sum total of their 
attentio? upon touching _carefully the flesh of this 
eccentnc; I shall ascertain that splashes of brains 
have fallen upon my satin brow. Is it not true that 
in the entire universe a man could not be found 
who would live such a martyrdom? I do not know 
what l~ughter is, it is tru~, having never experi
enced. u ~yself. Yet how imprudent it would be 
to maintain that my lips would not widen if it 
should be granted to me to encounter someone who 
claimed that such a man existed? That which no 
one would desire for his own existence has fallen 
to me _by an unequal destiny. It is not that my body 
floats m the lake of sorrow; that would be all right. 
But my spirit withe.rs by reason of a condensed 
and continually strained reflection; it cries out like 
the frogs in a marsh when a flock of voracious .fla
mingos and starving herons descend amid the 
rushes along its banks. 

Happy is he who slumbers peacefully in a bed 
of featJiers torn from the breast of the eider with
ou.t being aware tha~ he is betraying himseif. It is 
thirty years now since I have slept. Since the 
unp_ronoun~eable day of my birth I have sworn 
an llTeconcilable hatred against the slumberous 
couch. It is I who desired this; let none other be 
a.ccused. 9!"ckly - let all men be cleared of abor
tn~·e suspicion. Do you observe upon my brow 
this pale crown? Tenacity weaved it there with its 
pale fingers. As long as a trace of burning sap runs 
through my bones like a torrent of molten metal 
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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. Jn order to be sur~r of ~yself 1Jh0 P 
m swollen eyelids ope~ with splmtei:s. en 
d!wn breaks it finds m~ m the .s~me attitude, !11Y 
body resting in a verocal positt.on erect agunst 
the cold plaster of the wall. Yet It ~appens son:ie
times that I dream, but without 1°5!Dg for an m
stant the lively sense of my pe.rso~ty or the~~ee 
faculty of movement: know that Nig~tmare es 
himself in the phosphorescent cra~es. of dark
ness while fever fingers my face with its smmp, 
and ~ery unclean beast brandishes i!8 claws-very 

11 . . will that keeps them gomg round and we , 1t1smy "d · L- d rits 
round in order to provide soli nounsu111en o 
perpetual activity. Indeed, atom that ~ks:: 
v e b its extreme weakness, fre~ will d~es 
f:fto ~tain with strong au~onty that it does 
not include sottishness among Its sons: be who 
sleeps is less than an animal castrated yesterda{ 
Although insomnia bears towards the depths of~ e 
grave these muscles which already exhale the f or 
of cypress, never will the white catacomb o my 
intelligence open its sanctuary t~ the eyes of the 
Creator. A secret and noble J~Sttce, t?wards ~f 
0 en arms of which 1 instincttvely fimg myse ' 
c~mmands me to hunt down without quai:er that 
ignoble punishment. Fearful enemy ~f my impru
dent soul, I forbid my unhappy loms to re~s~ 
upon the dewy grass at the hour when they ~h 
up the la.ntern on the coast. Conqueror, I re1ect 
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the amb~h. of your hypocritical o ium. Co -
se9uencly it is certain that m heart, d:r star . n 
~ that feeds upon itself fu: manw d . ~::! 
by that weird stru l A . ' e !ts p 
I h Ii d gg e. s impenetrable as a giant, 

aye ve . ceaselessly with the sockets of my e es 
gaping. It ts averred that at least during th I 
one ~ay oiI~r triumphant opposition to the ;;r:r 
Outside Object (who. is not familiar with his 
::ie:;; fokarthen the~ watches over its defenses 

ilmarf bl~ tenacity. But as soon as the vapor
ous ve o even1na desce els 
d -:--o n ' even ll)>on the con-
. emned men about to be hanged (QI • , 
mtell · th h ' . LO see one s 
. Ia e'1, 1D e ands of a sacrilegious stranger!) an t:!.1i ~scalpel probes into its dense under-

al '. . ousness exhales a long death-rattle of 
m ~tctJ.on, for the veil of its modesty undergoes 
crue cera~ons. H~iation! Our door is 0 en 
~~the fero;ous cunosiry of the Celestial Ban~t 

ave not eserved this mfamous torture hideou~ 
sry 0 P0 !1 my ca~ty! If I exist, I am not ~omeone 
e se. I will n?t adnut any eguivocal plurality within 
myself. I WISh to dwell alone witliin my intimate 
~easonhlAutonomy •.• or let them change me 
mto a ppopotamus. Bury yoW'Self in the earth 
~ya:nym~~s :ntigm~ and appear no more befo~ 

ggar . ~ gnanon. My subjectivity and the 
q-eator: this lS too much for one brain Wh 
mght obscures the flight of hours, who is. he w~n 
has not fought against the influence of sl~ . hl; 
bed .damf,e!led with glacial sweat? That 1ied, 
claspmg ymg faculties to its 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 noth~g 
but shrouds. There lies the censer where the m
cense of religions bums. Eternity rumbles like a 
distant sea and approaches rapidly. The roo!ll has 
disappeared: prostrate vourselves, humans, m the 
fiery chapel! Sometime8, 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 nothinJI but a 
gravestone and argues admirably and with mcom
parable subtlety: "To leave this bed is a problem 
more difficult than one would think. Seated upon 
the tumbril I am drawn toward the tw!n r:sts of 
the J?Uillotine. Curiously, my arm has WISC y taken 
on the rigidity of a stump. It is v~,ry bad to dre~ 
one is marching to the scaffold. Blood Bows m 
great waves across the face. The bosom heaves 
repeatedly and wheezes as it ~ells. The weight 
of an obelisk stifles the expansion of rage. The 
reai 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 hallucin~ted spirit loses 
its judgment? Gnawed by despair, he abandons 
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himself in h~s misery until he has conquered na
~ure and until sleep, seeing its prey esca i from 
lt flees foreyer from his heart with a~";, and 
sh~eful ~mg. Throw some ashes upon m 
flammg orbit. Do not stare into my eye, which 
never closes. Do you understand the suff erin I 
endure? (though pride is satisfied). When ni:ht 
exhorts h!111Jans to repose, a man whom I know 
walks raf.1~y through the countryside. I fear that 
my reso UtJon may succumb to the ravages of 
old. a~e. Let that fatal clay when I shall fall aslee 
amve. When I wake, my razor, opening u ~ 
passage across my neck, will prove that nothf .... 
mdeed was more real. "-'5 

But. who is this? Who is this that dares like a 
~0~.ll'ator to drag the annular segments of its 
ody oyer my black bosom? Whoever you are, 
e~ntnc python, what pretext excuses your 
ndiculous presence? Is it a Vast remorse tonnenting 
you? For fook you, boa, your sava~e majesty has 
?-0 t. I suppose, the exorbitant claun to exclude 
lts~If from the comparison I make with the crimi
nal s fea~. That frothy whitish dribble is, for 
me, the Sign of madness. Listen to me: do you 
~now that your eye is far from absorbing a celes
nal be3!11? Do not forget that if your presumptu
ous bram has believed me capable of offering ou 
a few words of consolation, it could only be fiom 
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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, e~en as others, have the right to call n;tY 
face! Do you not see how it weeps? You are nus
taken basilisk. You must seek elsewhere the sad 
ratio~ of relief of which my radical impoa:nce 
deprives you, despite the countless protestations 
of my good will. Oh, what force drew you fatally 
by inexpressible phrases to your. d~m? It lS 

almost impossible that I should acclimanse myself 
to the argument that you do not understa'.1d 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. 

Get out of my way as q.uicklY. as possible, pallid
faced sinner! The fallacious nu.rage of terror has 
shown you your own spectre! S~tter your harm
ful suspicions if you do no~ ~1sh tha~ I. sh<?uld 
accuse you in my turn and mflict recnmmanons 
upon you that would most certainly be approved 
by the. serp~tine. re~tilivore. What monstrous 
aberration of una.gmanon prevents you from rec
ognizing me? You do not then recolle~ 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~ faithful 
to me until death? Wlien you were a child (your 
intelligence was in ~ts finest e,hase .then) you would 
be the first to climb a hill with the speed of 
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a ch~ois to sal~te the multicolored beams of the 
w~ dawn with a gesture of your little hand 
!he notes o.f your voice sprang from your sound~ 
10~ larrnx like spar_Jcµng pearJS and resolved their 
<:<> ective personalities in the vibrant aggrega
tion of a long hymn of adoration. Now you throw 
down at your ~eet like a diny rag the fore
bearance o~ which I 11ave 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 o~n 
wealcn~? 

N '}ad who are yo!l yourself, audacious stuff? No! 
0 • I make no JIUStake; and despite the multiple 

metam~rphoses t<_> which you have recourse, your 
serpent s head. will. always shine before my eyes 
like ~n eyer~g lighthouse of injustice and cruel 
dommaaon. He desired to take up the reins of 
go~enunent, but he knows not how to reign! He 
desue~ to become an object of horror before all 
t~e bemgs of creation, and he succeeded. He de
~ to prove .that he alone is the monarch of the 
uruv~rse, and it was there that he was mistaken. 
0 miserable onef Have you waited until now to 
~e~r the m~ermg and the conspiracies which, 
l'lSUlg up sunultaneously from the surfaces of 
spheres, brush with furious wings against the papi
lose bor~ers of your fragile ear-dniin? The day is 
not far distant when my arm shall throw you down 
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in the dust poisoned by your breath, and, tearing 
from your vitals a hannful life, leave yoll!' corpse 
writhing upon the highway, to teach the dismayed 
wayfarer that this palpitating fiesh that ~tounds 
his eye and cleaves his sile!lt tongue .to his ,palate, 
should only be compared, if one retain one s cool
headedness, to the rotten trunk o! an oak fall~n 
from old age! What thought of pity holds me m 
your presence? You had better stand ~ack from 
me, I tell you, and go wash away you~ rmmeasur
able shame in the blood of a new-born mfant: such 
things are habitual to you. It is wonhy of you. 
Go . . . go straight ahead. I condemn you to 
be a wanderer. I condemn you to be alwar;S alone 
and without family. Wander forever, until your 
legs refuse to suppon you. Cr~ the sands of 
the desen until the end of the world en~s ~e 
stars in nothingness. When you pass ~y the tigers 
lair he will hasten to fiee from yoo 10 <_>rder not 
to see, as in a mirror, his own character rais~d upo.!1 
the pedestal of ideal pervemty. Bot when. impen
ous weariness commands you to pause 111 your 
wanderings before the courtyard of my palace, 
covered with rushes and thistles, be careful of your 
ragged sandals and cross th~ ~~old of the ~le
gant vestibule on tip-toe. This IS no idle suggestt~n. 
You might awaken my young spouse and my m
fant son, sleeping in t~e leaden ~ honey
combed in the foundanons of the ancient castle. 
If you do not prepare yourself in advan~e they 
might draw the blood from your cheeks with therr 
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~=o~ to salu.te the multicolored beams of the 
The notes :fywo ith a. gesture of your little hand 
. · ur voice spr.mg fr · mg larynx like kli om your sound-
collecnve perso~arali. · ng.pearls and resolved their 
· nes m the vibra t 

non of a long hymn of d . N n aggrega-
down at your feet IBce oraandirty~n. ow you throw 
bearance of which 1 I . rag the fore
proof. Gratitude has 1a~e given Y?U too much 
bed of a morass· b se~n ·~ roots wither like the 
grown to proporrl utthm ~ts place ambition has 

ons at 1t would be P . ful f 
me to enumerate Wh · hi Ii . am or ha · 0 JS t s, stenmg t 

ve so great a confiden . h o me, to 
weakness? ce m t e abuse of his own 

And who are you If . No' I make _:_x~urse 'audacious stuff? Nol 
· no 1111:naKe· d d · · 

metamorphoses to which ano espite the multiple 
serpent's head will alwa y u ~ave recourse, your 
like an everlasting Ii h h ys shin~ ~ef ?re my eyes 
domination! He dJir~douse of mJUSOce and cruel 
government, but he kn to take up the reins of 
desired to become o'Y5 not how to reign! He 
the beings of crea .an obJect of horror before all 
· non, and he sue d d H 

Sited to prove that he al . h cee e . e de-
universe, and it was th one 15 t e monarch of the 
0 miserable one! Have eyr~ that ~edwas !Ilistaken. 
hear the mutt · u waite . unnl now to 
rising u sim~~e:: t1£~ conspiracies which, 
spheres, brush with furio~: the. surfaces of 
lose borders of your f gil gs agamst the papi-
not far distant when m ray~ ~~;;fruthrm? The day is ow you down 
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in the dust p_oisoned by your breath, and, tearing 
from your vitals a harinful life, leave your corpse 
writhing upon the highway, to teach the distnayed 
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 tronk of an oak fallen 
from old age! What thought of pity holds me in 
your presence? You had better stand back from 
me, I tell you, and go wash away your immeasur
able shame in the blood of a new-born infant: such 
things are habitual to ~u. 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. Wancler forever, until your 
legs refuse to support you. Cross the sands of 
the desert until the end of the world en2Ulfs the 
stars in nothingness. When you pass by the tiger's 
lair he will hasten to flee from you in order not 
to see, as in a mirror, his own character raised u~ 
the pedestal of ideal perversity. But when imperi
ous weariness commands you to pause in your 
wanderings before the co~d of my palace, 
covered with rushes and thistles, be careful of your 
ragged sandals and cross the threshold of the ele-
gantvestibule on tip-toe. This is no idle suggestion. 
You might awaken my young spouse and my in
fant son, sleeping in the leaden cellars honey
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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sn~terranean howls. When b:1° impenetrable will 
relieved .them of life, they w that your power 
was te~nble and had no doubt in that regard; bat 
they did not expect (and their supreme farewells 
conli_rmed for me this belief of theirs) that your 
Providence would manifest itself to so pitiless a 
degree! 

In any case hurry onward through the silent 
and deserted halls with their emerald panellin 
and faded armorial bearings, where the gloriou~ 
statues of my ancestors stand. Those marble bodies 
are full ~f ~t!t against you; avoid their vitriolic 
gaze. This JS a piece of advice offered you by their 
~ an~ onlY. descendant. See how their arms are 
r.used m amtudes of provocative defeme, their 
heads thrown proudly back. Surely they have 
guesse~ t~e evil you have done me. And if you 
pass w1thin reach of the frozen pedestals that bear 
these ~culp~ blocks, vengeance awairs you. ff 
th~ 15 anything to be said in your defence, speak. 
It lS too late now for weeping. you should have 
wept. at a more appropriate moment, when the 
occasion was more propitious. If your eyes are 
at last opened, judge for yourself what have been 
the consequences of your conduct. Farewell! I 
r.;o to breath~ the sea-wind ~rom a c~; for my 
ungs, half stilled, demand with loud cnes a sight 

more peaceful and more virtuous than you! 
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O incomprehensible pederasts! It is not for me 
to decry your vast degradation; it is not for ~e 
to cast scorn upon your infundibular anus. It IS 

enough that the shameful and almost incurable 
diseases that attack you bear with th~ ~eir. in
evitable punishment. Legislators o~ stupid lllStltu
tions, inventors of narrow mon1;ity, k~p Y.our 
distance from me, for I have an nnpartial 111?1d. 
And you, young fellows, or rather young gtr~ 
explain to me how and why (but ~e~p your dis
tance, for I too am incapable of ~g l!lY pas
sions) the lust for revenge so gemunated m 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 yow: co~duct 
(which I myself venerate!); your prostttuaon to 
any chance comer exercises the logic o~ t~~ deepest 
thinkers, while your e.xag~e:ated sensl~ .tran
scends the measure of femmme stnpefacnon itself. 
Is your narure more or less earthly than that of 
your fellow men? Do you po&'S~ a sixth sense ~t 
1S denied us? Do not lie, and say what you think. 
11Us is not an interrogation with whi~h I confront 
you; for since I have been frequentmg your ex
alted intelligences in the role of observer, I know 
what this is all about. 

Be blessed by my left hand, be hallowed by my 
right hand, angels protected by my ~niversal love! 
I kiss your face, I kiss your breast, wtth MY, smooth 
lips I kiss the various parts of your harmoruous and 
perfumed body. Why did you not tell me at once 
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what you were, Crystallizations of a superior moraJ 
beauty? I was obliged to discover for myself the 
countless treasures of tenderness and chastity con
cealed _by the pulses ~f your oppressed heart. your 
breast JS bedecked with garlaiids of roses and cus
cus-grass. I was obliged to open your legs in order 
to know you and attach my mouth to the insignia 
of your modesty. But (and this is an im nant 
matter) do not forget to wash the skin !f your 
parts every day m warm water, for if not veneral 
chancres will mevitably develop upon the lace.r
ated 5!Jlface of my insatiable lips. 

0, if onl~, mstead of being a hell, the universe 
had been :an ~ense celestial anus! See the esture 
I lam making with my abdomen: yes, I wo~ have 
P unBed my penis ~ugh its bloody sphincter, 
~endingfapan by. my unpetuous motions the very 
ones 0 •.ts pelVJS! 8?rrow would not then have 

b.r~thed mto my blinded eyes entire dunes of 
fiymg sand; I should have diScove.red the subter
i:mean spot ~here truth lies slumbering, and the 
nve.r of n_iy VISCO~ sperm would thus have found 
an ocean ~to which to precipitate itself! But why 
do I ~nse m>:"self .regretting an ima~ state 
of things that will never .receive the seal of its ulti
mate .fW1illm~nt? Let us not waste our time con
hfu:ctmgh furtive hypotheses. In the meantime, ler 

w o burns with the desire to share my bed 
come to !Ile? but I place a rigorous condition upon 
my hospitality: ~e must ~ot be more than fifteen 
years old. Let him, for his pa.rt, not believe that 
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I amt~. What difference does it make? Age 
does not diminish the intensity of feeling, far from 
it. And although my hair has beco?1e. white as 
snow it is not because of old age: It IS because 

lik I of that which you know. I do not e women. 
Nor even hennaphrodites! I must have beings who 
resemble me, upon whose brows human nobility 
is graved in deeper and more durable characters! 
Aie you sure that those who wear their hair long 
have the same nature as I? I do not believe it anCI 
I shall not abandon my opinion. 

A brackish saliva .fiows from my mouth, I know 
not why. Who wants to suck it up, to rid me o! i~? 
It fiows ••• it is Bowing still! fkn?w what it JS. 

T h11ve noticed that whenever I drink from the 
throat the blood of those who.sleee with me _(it~ 
wrong to suppose me a vampll'e, Slnce vamp.re ~ 
what they call dead ones who come f rol!1 their 
graves; but I am alive), th~ next day.I vo1rn:t some 
of it: that is the explananon of th1;5 pesnf erous 
saliva. What would y~u have me do.if my orga~, 
enfeebled by vice, reJect the funcnons of nu~
tion? But .reveal mr confidences to no one. It IS 

not for myself that tell you this; ~t is for yourself 
and others, in order that the prestige of the s~cret 
will retain within the limits of duty and vutue 
those who, hypnotized by the ~e~city of the 
unknown, would be tempted to imitate me. Have 
the goodness to look at my mouth (at the mom~nt 
I have no time to frame a longer formula of polite
ness); it strikes you at the first glance tiy the 
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appearance of its structure · h . 
~"""nt am ' Wit out mcluding the 
~ r- ong your comnui-. · · d 
fact that I contract th .r:--nsi it 1S ue to the 
pos&ble reduction in e ;ssues down to the last 
believe I have a cold naC: ey to make the world 
diameaicall e. ou are aware that it is 

If nJ Y opposed to this. 
o y I could see through th . 

the countenance of him who . cse ~raph1c pages 
has no~ pmed pube~ let mi: ~:~g me! If he 
me agamsr you, and fear not tha ~ear. Crush !et us contract the bands of oort you will hurt me; 
ivel~. More. I feel that it is iuscles.pr~ess-
;~~~:~fpaarkab1~ for more ~~a~~~ ~:=~ ~f 

per 1S a most consid bl bst 
to the operanon of our com 1 • era_ e o acle 

I have always felt . f P ete JUDCtlon. 
pale youth of the colle 10 amous weakness for the 
ch_ildren of the factoriesr M stu!:~!ts and the sickly 
ones of a d..,.,..,.. and 1 hyuld are not mem-

. -~~ s 0 have too 
:=::ies.i;~~::e~ out if the obligation i:/e 
events that could ~a~e b::.re yo~r eyes the 
truth of my sorrowful Y . 1r tesamony the 
has not yet surprised assei:non. Human justice 
despite the incontestabl~~n rgrante delictu, 
slew (not so Jong a 01 ) ~ Its agents. I even 
abandon himseH ~ · · tla pe erast who did not 
his body into an ab~:fe~0 m~passfon; I threw 
no decisive proofs against we ; and there are 

Wh d me. 
now J.rli'o,Y°r:e~emD ble withink~ fear, you adolescent 

• 0 you t I have similar in-
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tentions toward you? You are supremely unjust ... 
You are right: beware of me, especially if you 

are beautiful. My nates off er 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 long 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 battle. Alf the 
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"'nng, n:t'b tt!gttber si'llclttncoudy~ fil::c 3 sfog!c 
w:u:rior. Sqw:res are formed, o~Y: to_ fall ngain 
forever. Eulic:s plough up th: :;ail like .:mpfacabk 
mc~crs. ·1b: thc.;itre c.f war .i; nothi..'lg but ~ vm
til!id oi .:anugc wh~u. nigh:: .<e,.,1!.ih tt=:~~ prr.-:~oc"! 
>1r•d (*1P. f'ilem: WIX•U llp~:+Ji~ h<!lW~o •ft~ :r.11~ u:1 R 

.;-J.:,ud. P·>irnir~ NH (<· rn~ 1 sp~:t 5't"1tu.J l'f'agl.'!t:-1 
wddt covered wdt& {"CJ!"p!i~ the ~ C.."i!S{"tnt !:f 
tlttt star commands :ne to ::akc far n m:ime:it, tt 
the n:hj:ct of medita~vc refiecticns. :~c gha.."t!:.r 
conscq&cn.ce;; clat ttc mexplicabfo mliJC ulfaman 
~.::cordi?.4 mt boy J?mvidc;1rn hean- oo :In; WJke. A;~q~ 
H-:.w m1uy <'f!>Ulv~it:s !•'Hti;: nW P"* bt<focto :;:.e,<o 
lmuw t'Ht!t !ilttll pttttl1 l.'!Ut:r1y ht lll.-!1J1S •)f H!Y 
perlidious .-::r:ip! It .is tlu.szs tfut ':1 • .zu~ ttnd 
modtst mmd may ttnploy. to 2ch.ir\"e its endt

1 
cht very mttns which at fir.;c teem :a contain 
&n insuperable obstacle. M-r inccili£c:ice forC"ler 
mo:.mu toward clili im~ questio0i- and ;roa 
yo~lf a.<.: witn~ th.n ~tis 1mpo.t'lihle for me to 
·=<-nit->~ mywJf to :=:-'lf m•)dii!..;i: s1Jhj.-:cr th.it n tk;i: r ho1d ptat->1-c-d ~o ~>t\~ up. 

A full W-:·.nt • • • fr w~ i wirtlt'.l" ui.nfo~ Wh.ile 
the "t'/hd wf..lltltd tlu:o!l~ thi:: f'W!'.!S. rl1t C~m.t 
op:ned h!s d~or n..."?lid tl!e shad~w~ tnd adinitttd :1. 
~eder:wt. 

Silence! A funeral proc~ion .is pa'"1ng by! ln
cline the biforwity of your p.itdfat towards the 
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vesanent of the chief mourner The l . 
d £ • ds of · re anons 

~ nen the deceased, by the manif 
~~n of th: position, seem to have resolv~~ 
nng up e. re!" of the procession. The latter 

advances maJesttcally like a shi cleavin th rw::clc f d fearless of the ptenomen:n of :S ; or at that particular moment storms 
than reeth ~s condceal themselves by somewhat less 

. eir un erstandable absence. 
Crick~ts and toads follow the funeral festival at 

a short distance; they too realize that their modest 
appearance at anyone's funeral will be da 
count~ to ~~· They converse together ~ 1o.Z 
tones m their p1Ct0resq.ue language (do not be so 
presumptuous.- pemnt me to offer you this djs.. 
mterested advic~ - as to believe that you alone 
possess the precious faculty of translatin 
thoughts) conce~ him whom the ~>;= 
more than. once rnnnmg across verdaJ meadows 
and plunging the sweat of his limbs into the bluish 
waves of 5a:11dy bays. 

At ~ life seemed to smile upon him without 
reservatton, a~d crowned him manni~centl with 
Bowers; but smceJ:ur own intellrfen ...... ce y . o th di · perceives r ra er vmes t he was cut s ort in inf 
I need not, 1;1Dtil the ~ppearance of a really n:~ 
~ retracnon, conr:mue the prolegomena of my 
ngorous demonstranon. Ten years. Number ex
ac~y. calculat~! to avoid error, upon the fingers 
It IS little and it lS much. In the case preoccup . . 
us, however, I shall lean upon your love of ~ 
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and expect you to announce, with me and without 
waiting a second longer, that it is little. And when 
I sumtiiarily reflect upon those shadowy mysteries 
by means of which human beings disappear from 
the earth as easily as a fly or a dragonfly. without 
any hope of returning, 1 surprise myself nursing 
a bvely regret that I shall probably not be able to 
live long enough to explain to you .wha~ I. make no 
claim to understand myself. But since it is proved 
that by an extraordinary piece of luck I have not 
yet lost my life since that distant time when, filled 
with terror, I began the preceding sentence, I cal
culate mentally that it would not be useless here 
to consuuct the complete avowal of my basic 
impotence, when it is especially a matter, as at 
present, of this imposing and unapproachable 
question. 

It is, generally speakin~, a singular thing that an 
attractive tendency inclines us to seek out the 
resemblances and the differences (in order after
wards to explain them) wbi~h are c~nc~ed v?th
in the natures of the most widely diff enng obJects 
and often objects the least approp~te to be par
ticipating in this kind of sympathetically cunous 
combination, and which, u~n my word of honor, 
lend graciously to the style ?f th~ writer~ho ~ats 
himself to this personal sansfacnon the un~ble 
and unforgettable appearance of an owl serious 
until eternity. Consequently let us follow the 
current that carries us on. 

The kite has wings propartionately longer than 
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the buzzard, and a much more facile flight: 
furthermore he passes his life in the air. He pnc
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 
executes it. His long, narrow wings appear to be 
motionless; it is the tail that directs all the evolu
tions, and t.he 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 open your eyes like the door 
of a furnace, it is useless. Everyone has the good 
sense to confess without difficulty (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 mised above the open coffin 
like a water-lily 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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ehensible symbol that 1 

a sufficiently compr . shed by what can 
should be any more astoru acteristic of vul
have as sole excuse that same c~ any object or 
garity which summo?s udc feelin of unjust 
spectacle attacked by itha eep rs dagily should 
• -1:a: As if w at occu 
mwuerence. feelin of admiration! 
aroArus::~a 1;:5 t~i: enu~e to the ce!11etery th.e 

~·. tandstill. Its mtennon IS 
procession comes to a s di finishes digging 
to go no farther. Tffihe ~al:c!Jg:ere with all the 
the grave; the co n is p . h cases A few 
Precautions generally taken m such hild~s body. 

defuls of earth cover t e c 
chance. spa f 1i . ns addresses the deeply-moved 
The pnest 0 re gio a few woras to bury 
gathering ~d pronoun! ces and in the imagination 
the dead child proper Y' 
of the mo~e~, ~:~· rised that there should 

He says, he lS • surp · · ...... ;,:;cant an occa-
be so much weeping for so U1Sli;ali£ sufficiently 
sion. (si~) But ~e f:if ~ot~';:e a~ inestimable 
that ~hich ~\hU:d believed death to be so un
happmessh . . . e its naivete he would then have 
sympat etl~ m . . n in order not to add to 
given up his comllUSSlO f the numerous relntivcs 
the lesitimate sorrow o ased But a secret voice 
and friends o~ the dffce the~ a few consolations 
co~anded ~t t~eo wl~out their place if they 
which would n lim f hope that the deceased 
onl/ afforde~ a g m~to soon meet in heave~." 
an ~d=1fi~~ at ~ gallop, apparently nd-
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ing ~is horse ~oward the cemetery walls. His 
horse s ~oofs raJSed 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 distin · h
able, al~ough its lower part was completer;"!n
veloped m a black cloak which the reader will not 
have fo~otten an.d which revealed only his eyes. 
In the rrudst of hJS sermon the priest of religions 
~ddenly ~ed pale, for his ear recognized the 
irregular gait of that celebrated white horse never 
abandoned by its master. ' 

"Y " h dd d, cc .es. e ~ ~ my confidence in this im-
pending meeting 1s great, for then one will under
stand better than heretofore what meaning should 
be attached to the contemporaneous separation of 
so~l and ~dy. Whoever believes he is living on 
~ earth ,IS cradled by an illusion that should be 
qmckly dispelled." 

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

1~ ou appear to think that this child here, forced 
by dISease to k~ow only the first phases of life and 
~ecen~y tak~n. mto the bosom of the grave, is the 
mdub1table livmg one; but at least know that that 
m~ yonder, whose ~biguo\15 silhouette you per
cetve borne upon a smewy horse, and upon whom 
I counsel you to turn your eyes as soon as possible 
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for he is only a dot and will soon disappear over 
the heath, although he has lived greatly, he is 
the only real dead one." 

"Each night at the hour '!'hen sleep has achieyed 
its highest degree of intenstty, a large and ancient 
spider slowly projects its head c;>ut of a ~ole located 
on the grouna at one of the mtersecnons of the 
comers of the room. It listens attentively for any 
sound that may still .be mo~g i~ man~bles in 
the air. Allowing for its quality as mse~, 1t ~~ot 
do le§, if it has any ambitions to a~ding brilliant 
personifications to the treasures of litera~, than 
attribute mandibles to sounds. When 1t bas re
assured itself that silence reips in the neighbor
hood, it brin~ forth successively !ro!Il the dep~ 
of its nest, without refuge in meditanon, the vari
ous ~ of its body, and advances slowly toward 
my bed. Remarkable occurrence! I, who re
ject sleep and nightmare. feel mysel_f paralyzed 
throughout my body when .the spider . climbs 
up the ebony foot of my satm beef. It seizes me 
by the throat with its feet and sucks my b~ood 
with its belly. Just like that! How many litres 
of purplish liquid, the ~e of which you. know, 
has it not drunk since 1t commenced this same 
maneuver with a persistance worthy of a better 
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:h:i~ Ibd~ot know what I have done to it that it 
. e ve toward me in this manner Did I 
inadvertently crush one of its feet:> Did I . al . 
young? These two h thes ·. ste . its 
are not capable of su>J:inin ~~n S~Ject to ~u~on, 
th ha ~ ous exammatton · /Y even ve no trouble in provo~ 8 ~' 
o my shoulders or a smile on my li alth 
on~ should not make fun of anyone. ps, oug 
Be~~ black tarantula! If your conduct has 

not an .1.u.11:;.cutable syllogism for excuse, one . h 
I s&aµ ,awak~n suddenly with a last e.ffort 0~ t 
agok'1°' will, I shall break the spell with whic~ 
you eep my limbs motionless, and I shall crush 
you between the bones of my .fingers like a bit of 
soft Stu.ff •• y ~t I v~:!b remember having . en 
you ~on to . upon my breast~ 
to the skin coverina f: d tha up 
l I ha -..,.-,, my ace; an t consequent-
~ ve no nglit to restrain you. 0 who will 
I t!id~e mY. confused memories? Fo; a reward 
. wo h give him what is left of my blood· count mf ~ 1astbandrop there is enough left at .least t~ 

a quet goblet." 
on~e speaks and continues to disrobe. He rests 

. eg ren the ~ttress, then the other, pressing 
agamsrh e 5!-PPhire . Boor to raise himself and 
sttetc es out m a honzontal . tion H h ' 
solved t cl hi 1 post · e as re-

no to ose s eyes diat he may meet his 
f°~Y lirml~. But does he not make the same reso
bun: ~ch ru;ne, an~ is it not always destrored 
}l e inexplicable unage of his fatal rouuse? 

e says no more and resigns himself wittf sorrow; 
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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 ripplini;r 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!) will witness the last performance of 
the vast suction; for bis only: wish is that the execu
tioner s~.all have done with his life: with death 
he will be content. 

See that large and ancient spider slowly project
ing its head from a hole located on the ground 
at one of the intersections of the comers 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 
perhaps no reason to dispense with them! It assures 
itself that silence reigns in the neighborhood and 
brings !°ccessively fo~ froI? ~e depths ~ its 
nest, without refuge m meditation, the vanous 
parts of its body and advances slowly toward the 
lonely man's bed. For a moment it pauses; but 
the instant of hesitation is short. lt tells itself that 
it is not yet time to discontinue the torture, and 
that first plausible reasons must be given the con-

L 245] 



cA4aldoror 

demned mm to determine the perpemality of the 
mrma:it. It has c¥mbed up beside the sleepi!.(s ear. 
µyou do not wish ~ lOBe 11 single word of what 
~ JS •bout ro ay, ehminate the alien preoccupaM 
tlons that abstrUct the po~ of your mind, and 
tt .~ be gra~uJ for the interest I show yau .in 
bringing you in contact with a drama that seems 
to ~ won:hy of i:eal 11ttention on your pan; for 
who 1S to prevent me from keeping to myself the 
events I am relating? 
. HAwaken, amorous flame of ancient days, ema~ 

Cl!lted ~~!The time bu come to stay tbe 
hand of JUltlce. We shall not make you wait 
!ong for the explanation you desite. Yon are limn-
1~ to us, are you not~ But do not move your 
limbs; t-Oday you a.re srill under nur hypnoric spell 
a:id encepha~itlc ato.ny peaistse it is for the last 
tune. What JJ:npleSSlOn does the face of Ehinor 
~e upon your imagination? You have forgotten 
_him! And that R~, with his proud gm, have 
you engraved his features ~on your faithful 
brain? See him there .hidden m the folds of the 
curtain; his mouth is: be.nt over your brow; but 
he dares not addre:is you, f ot he is tnol'C timid tb*fl 
I. 1 am going to tell you an episode frmn your 
yomh and replace yaur fOOQtr;pS on the. road to 
memory .... " 

Some time previously the spider bad opened it1 
belly and two young men had emerged tbCrefmm. 
each dn:ssed. in a blue robe. eadi wim a fiamboyan.c 
sword in his hand; md they had taken their places 
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at the bedside .as if in futw:e to mount guard over 
the sanctuaty of sleep. 

0 Tbis one, whg has not yet ceased tQ look 
u.pon you. for be loved, yQu greatly, was the 
:6nt of us two to whom you gave your lon. 
Bm yoo made mm suffer much by the f(lzw 
ness of your ch~cte: •. He exerted every on 
in order to avoid givmg yon any eause for 
complaint against him; an =gel woul~ bavc been 
unsuCcessful. You asked him one day if he would 
like to go swimming with you from the :a-shon-. . 
The rwo of yon, like two ~ans, d<?ve simult:an~ 
ously from a steep rock. Eminent dive~ you slid 
through the aqueous mass, y-onr U'ID5 )OIDed tp-. 
gether above your heads. For a few momcnrs you 
8W21l'I betwee11 rwo currents. Yoo rellppeated At a 
great dis~, your hair tangled rOgether and 
~ with salt water. But what mystery had 
then taken plw: beneath the water thAt a long 
streak of blood 11ppcued among the waves? ,YOU-J 
when you reappeared upon the twf a~ contmtted 
to swim and you made out not.to notice th.e grow
ing weakness f:>f yollt com~. He np;dly lost 
his sttength and you n.one the less connnu~ to 
du:usc: your poweiful a.rmsttokes r-OWard. the~ 
horizon. The wounded man \lttered cnes of di&
tres:s. and you pretended to be deaf. Regimtld 
aroused the echoes thrice with the syU:ibles of 

om name, Bnd three times you replied mth a cry 
~f vclo.ptuoos delight. He found himself ~oo f~ 
from the shoce to reach it, and struggled Ul win 
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to follow .in the wake f 
to reach you and rest his ohJ~ff p&smge .in order 
your shOulder: This . or a moment upon 
an hour, he l~sin hJseganve chase continued for 
yours increasing g ~~~~ and you feeling 
speed, he olfered u-=-~wg of equalling your 
to recommend his p id, short prayer to the Lord 
back in such a m 80 turned himself upon his 
. l . anner that o uJ 

via ~nt beabng of his heart wi ~e ~ d see the 
~waned the arrival of death to thin his breast, and 
mg. By then your vi or . fuut an end to wait
and you disappeare! ~ Iim s were out of sight 
the water. A boat re .t as a plummet through 
in the open sea, pa~se~ from ~Th . j its nets 
t~k Reginald for a victim of shf°! The .fiShermen 
him, unconscious, into th . p eek and hauled 
right side was dis deir boat. A wound in the 
en d ·1 covere ; each of those • ce sa.i ors voiced the 0 • • experi-
f.ragment was capable r~on ~tno ~ef or rock 
and at the same tim o pterang so microscopic 
weapon h e so deep a hole. A cutnnw 

' sue as the ve ih --'6 
alone could claim the ry s arpest o,f stilettos, 
RtJinaid would not r=~'e o! so fine a Wound. 
swim through the waves' v:inous phases of the 
the secret until now 't e~ and he has kept 
somewhat discolored hears ow now down Jiis 
covers: memo is so c . eeb and faU upon the 
event itself B ryut I £ ml etun-:s more bitter than the 
sh · .1ee no pity· th uJ ow you too mu h · at wo d be to 
f . c esteem. Do not U those • 
unated eyes in their k ro .111-

You know you cannot :~v:fn Rather lie quietly. 
• any case I have not 
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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 crim~ by choos.ing a~other 
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 m~lf if, on some 
dark night, you had let yourself fall down to 
us from the surf ace 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, ~nd 
a gripping terror roamc:td about me. Why did I 
not listen to those warnings of conscience? Well
founded presentiments. Noticing my hesitation 
you blushed in your tum and held out your hand. 
Courageously I placed my hand in yours, and after 
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that action I felt monger: a breath of your intelli
Bcnce had entered into me. With our hair .Bying 
m the wind and~ the perfume of the brcczc, 
we walked together for some time through bud
ding thickets of mastic, of jasmine, of grenadine 
and oran~-trees, drunk with their odor. A boar 
in full .Bight brushed against us, and a tear fell 
from his eye when he saw me with you: I could 
not explain his conduct. At nightfall we arrived 
before the gates of a populous city. The profiles 
of domes, the spires of minarets and the marble 
globes upon the belvedercs were sharply outlined 
against the intense blue of the sky. But you did 
not wish ro resr in that place, although we were 
overcome with weariness. We paaect along the 
base of the exterior fortifications. like jackals of 
the night; we avoided encountering the sentinels 
on duty; and we succeeded in removing ourselves, 
by the opp<>site r-ite, from the solemn aggregation 
of rcaso:DJ:Og arumaJs, civilized like beavers. The 
Bight of the smoky lantern, the crackling of dry 
twigs, the intermittent howling of some distatit 
woH accompanied the obscurity of our Wayward 
Steps across the country. What were your valid 
motives for avoi~ the human hives? I asked 
myself that question with a certain apprehension; 
and my legs began to refuse me a too-ptolo~d 
service. We reached at last the edge of a thick 
wood, the ttees of which were entangled with an 
incnricable m~ of high creepers, of parasitic 
plants, and of cactus with monstrous spines. You 
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b. h tree you told me to fall on 
stopped before a lfC • d. . ou granted me 
m knees and prepare t~ ie, y Ce . n f unive 
£lc'een minutes to leave t~1s earth. n:11 esrures 

. long Journey, certam g 
glances dunng 0 ru: d h . egularity of measure 
of which I had n?nce t e UT ented themselves to 
and movement, instantly pres f a book. My 
my memory like thfiZ: f~~~ak to struggle suspicions were con • h und as the . I thrown to t e gro 
ag~ you, h ~a:y the hurricane. One of yo~r 
aspen is crus e the other on the moist 
knees w~ upon mr breast,hands pinioned my two bile one o your knif 
grass, w. vise I saw the other draw out a e 
arms as ma ' . f m our belt. My re
from the sheath hanging ro Ystent and l closed 
. cically non-exi SJ.stance was prac . f b d of bulls made 

my eyes. The bell~wing o a er me u on the 
itself heard some distance awa>:, bo ur.r!ct on by 
wind. It advanced like a loco~oave, f~ do There 
the rod of a cowherd and the 1aws o d Jis. fear
was no time to lose, and you understoo O::ch of 
. to fail in your intention, for the appr r:igth 
~oped-for succor had rc:d~ubled my ~f m ' 
and realizing you could p1D1on onlJ'. ~~cu . y 

arms at a ?me, you co~:n:~~::Sh ':1f the::~ 
off my nght hand WI • ly detached fell to the I d Th frnament, ruce ~ . ' . · 
b a e. e -~ while I was fainting with pain. 
gro~d. Youelafl. how the cowherd came to my 
I will not r te . k for my wound 
assistance, nor how long it to_o which I 

h al Suffice it to say that this betrayal, d . 
to e . .. d birth in me to a esire had not annc1pate , gave 
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for death. I took part in battles in order to o1f er 
my bosom to a death-blow. I gained glory on the 
battlefield; my name became terrible even to the 
bravest, for ~y artificial iron hand spread carnage 
and destructton among the enemy ranks. How
ever, one day when the shells were thundering 
much more savagely than usual, and the squadrons 
routed out of their bases, whirled like stra~ 
before the cyclone of death, a bold-looking horse
man ad~ced before me to dispute with me the 
palm of Vlct~. !h~ two armies came to a dead 
~p to. watch us m silence. We fought for a long 
ame, nddled with wounds, and our helmets were 
~roken. In a common accord we ceased our fight
mg to cat~h 0 '?-1' breaths and then to have at each 
~ther agam·with renewed vigor. Full of admira
non ~~ch of us raised his ~r: "Elsinor! n "Regi
nald. . . . such were the SIDlple words that issued 
sunultaneously from our panting breasts. Reginald, 
prey to the despair of an inconsolable sorrow had 
taken up, as I liad, the career of arms, and b~ets 
had. srared him. In what circumstances we met 
agam. But your name was not uttered! He and I 
S'\;"ore eternal friendship; but a friendship vastly 
differ~nt f ram the .first two in which you had been 
the pnnapal actor. 

An arcbangel, descended from Heaven as a 
mmenger of the Lord, commanded us to change 
~to one single spider and to come to you every 
~ht to suck at your throat until sucli time as a 
further command from on high should put an end 
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to the punishment. For almost ten years we have 
bauntea your sleep. From today you ~e delive~ed 
from our persecuoon. The vague promise of which 
you s_poke was not made to us, but to the Being 
who JS stronger than you: you understood Y?ur
self that it would be wiser for you to subIIUt to 
that irrevocable decree. W alee, Maldoror! The 
hypnotic spell that has weighed UP.on Y?W: cere~ 
bro-spinal system for ten years of rughts is lifted. 

He awakens as has been commanded and sees 
two celestial shapes disappearing into the air, an_ns 
interlaced. He does not attempt to sleep again. 
Slowly he lifts one leg, then t~e other, from. the 
bed. He warms his frozen skin at the. re~ved 
embers in the Gothic fireplace. Only h1S night
shirt covers his body. His eyes seek the crfstal 
pitcher in order to moisten his withered p3.late. 
He opens the window-shutters. He leans upon the 
sill. He contemplates the moon, ~hich po';lf5 do~ 
upon his breast a cone of ecstatic beams in which 
silver atoms of ineffable sweetness flutter like 
moths. He waits, until the morning ~ght. shall 
bring, by a change of scene, a mocking relief to 
his prostrated heart. 
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(LES CHANTS DE MALDOBOB) 

6 
•t & II EL!&&LM&&&&LEllUU&&Aia!IB 

You whose enviable calm can do no more than em
bellish think not that it is any longer a 9uestion of 
uttering, in stanzas of founeen or fifteen lines, 
like a fourth-grade pupil, exclamations that will 
pass for inopportune and noisy cacklings of a 
cochinchina chicken, as grotesque 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 making light of them mankind, 
the Creator, and myself in my explicable hyper
boles, my ~ion 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 l~ abstract 
pawer will thus be communicated to them. Vital
ity will expand magnificently through the flow of 
their circtilatory apparatus, and you will see how 
you yourself will be astonished to encounter, 
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where be~ore you had believed to be dealin with 
vague b.emgs belonging to the domain of ure 
sp~cu!atton, on the one hand the bodily or P. 
with its ramifications of nerves and its = 
membra~es, and on the other the spiritual prin . le 
that presides over the psychological functio~of 
the.fl~h. These are beings endowed with an ener
gc:tic life, who, ~s crossed and chest expanded, 
~ stan~ prosai~y (but I am certain that the 
e 1 e~ will nlbe highly poetic) before your face, 
p ace at o uy a few paces from you in such a 

. manner that the solar beams striking' first th f til d · • eroo-
es an .. the chimney-pots, will then come to 

reflect visibly from their earthly and material hair 
But th~re will be no more anathemas, ~essmg 

the spe~ty of provoking laughter; fictitious 
P~na!ioes who would have done better to 
reman;i m the autho~'s brain; or nightmares raised 
too ~h above ordinary existence. Notice that 
by this ve~ fact my fC!CtlY will be more beautiful. 

You will touch with your bands the ascenclin 
branches of the aorta and the supra.renal glan~ 
a11;d the ~! -nie first five lays have not b~ 
without their utility; they were the frontispiece 
to my '!°~· the foundaoon of the construction, 
the prehmtnary explanation of m future • 
and I owed i~ to myself before Ioc~g up !;.e!fr: 
case and setting out for the domains of · · 0• . 1 unagma on 
to warn ~cere overs of literature by die rapid 
rough outline of a clear ar.td precise generalisatio 
of the goal I had resolved to pursue. n, 
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In consequence my opinion is that now the 
syt!thetic section of my ~ork is compl~e and 
sufficiently pa? phrased. It lS from that section you 
learned that I pro~d to attack mankind and 
Hirn who created mankind. For now and for later 
you have no need to know more about it! New 
considerations appear to me to be superfluous, for 
they would do nothing but rC}l<'.at in another form, 
more embracing, it is uue, but identical, the sta~
ment of the thesis of which the end of today will 
see the first dev~lopment. It ~ollo~ fr~m the J>re
ceding observaoons that my mtenoon IS to mii:ler
take for the future the analytical section. This is 
so true that only a few mo~ents as.o I c:xi>ressc:d 
the ardent wish that you might be unprISOned m 
the sweat-glands of my skin m order to verify by 
your own knowledge the truth of what I affirm, I 
am aware that I should bolster up the argument 
contained in my theorem by a great number of 
proofs· very well, those proofs exist, and you 
know ~hat I attack no one without serious motives! 
I roar with laughter wh~ I t~ that you. re
proach me with spreading bitter accusations 
against humanit)', of which I am myself a mem
ber (that fact alone would give me a reason!) 
and aga!nst Providence: I shall not r~tra~t my 
words. But, relating what I have seen, it will not 
be difficult, with no other ambition than the troth, 

to justify them. 
Today I am about to invent a little novel of 

thirty pages: this measure will remain afterwards 
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more or less statio~. Hoping some day soon 
to see the consecration of my theories accc ted 
by one or another literary form, I believe I kve 
found a~ last, after several feelers, my final for
mula. It JS the best, since it is the novel! 

This hybrid preface has been exhlbited in a 
manner .that will perhaps appear not natural 
enough, m the sense that it surprises the readel'. 
so ~o s~cak. who does not very clearly see whe~ 
he JS bemg led at first; but that feeling of wonder
ful stupefaction from which one generally seeks 
to prot~ those who pass their time reading books 
or maga.zmes, I have made every eff on to produce 
Indeed, it was impossible for me to do less, despi~ 
my good will: it will only be later, after several 
novels have appeared, that you will better under
stand the preface of the renegade with the gnm· y 
face. 

I. find it stupid that it should be necessary before 
taking up t~e thread of our narrative (I think not 
everyone will be of my opinion, if I am mistaken) 
that I should have to place before me an open ink
~d and ~ve~ sheets of nncrumplcd paper. In 
this manner Jt w~I ~e pos&ble for 1!1e to~ with 
love, through this sixth lay, the scnes of instructive 
po~ that I lo~ to produce. Dramatic episodes 
of 1D1placable utility! 
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Our hero pcrceiv~d ~t by frequenting cellars 
and takin~ refuge 10 macccsgble places he was 
transgressmg the rules of logic and perpetrating a 
vicious circle. For if on the one hand he favored 
his repugnance toward mankind by t?e co~pensa
tion of solitude and distance, and passively ctrcum
scribed his limited horizon amid stunted shrubs, 
briars, and creepers, on the other hand his ~ctivity 
found no further food to nourish the mmo~aur 
of his perverse instincts. Consequently he dec.1ded 
to involve himself with human agglomenno~ 
convinced that among so many r~dy-made vi_c
tirns his various passions would easily find ~aterial 
for their satisfaction. He knew the. police, ~t 
shield of civilisation, had been lookiiig for him 
perseveringly for a number of. years and that a 
veritable army of agents and spies were et~~y 
on his trail. Without, however, succeeding m 
finding him. His destructive skill was such. that 
he was able to disrupt with the: most e~me mcety 
schemes which from the pomt of View of their 
success in conception were incontestable, and 
arrangements reswting !rom the most l~arned 
scheming. He had a special faculty for taking .on 
shapes unrecognizable by expert eyes. Supenor 
disguises, if I speak as an artist! Accoutrem~nts of 
an extremely mediocre effect, when I think. of 
morality. On this point he came close to gcnms. 
Have you ever noticed the slenderness '!f the 
pretty cricket, with his alert m~vernents, m th~ 
Paris gutters? It could only be he: it was Maldoror. 
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Mesmerizing the flo .. ..i..,hinn • 

pernicious flui<l h d --~ capitals with a 
argy in which di: re uces them to a state of lech-
themselves as they rii:f d~ot ableheto look out for 
ous as it is · a state t more danger unsuspected. -

Today he is in M drid Saint Petersburg· a nf tomorrow he will be in 
to sr:ite exactly th~-;kce a~he ;as in ~ekin; but 
~c Rocambole are fillin t . e exploits of this 
~ven moment would be J:th terror at any 
Sible strength of da r ~er.on~ the pos
bandit is perba my eep raaocmatton. This 
from this coun ps. se;en hun~red leagues away 
from you. try' P haps he JS a few steps away 

It is not easy to b · 
entire raee of men, .:~'but ~tlt death of the 
may, with patience, exte e . w 15th ere; but one 
one by one. rmmate e human ants 

Indeed since th d f . with the 1firsc anc=- ay of my birth, when I lived 
. . .... nors o our race h 

yet mexpenenced in th . w o were as 
since prehistoric times l e teDSlon of my traps; 
divers subtle metam hog gone by, when, under 
enc epochs, the coun:f oses, I ravaged, at differ
and carnage and sprea; ~!,te globe by conquest 
zens, have I not aliead Cl war among the citi
individual by m' d' "dyalcrushed beneath my heel. 

• lVl u or collecti l · gene~aons of which it would b vc .Y• enare 
conceive the unmentionabl notb e difficult to 

Th b illi' e num er? 
e r ant past has m d brillian 

the future: it will keep th a eF h t pro~es to em. or t e gathenng up 
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of my sentences I shall of necessity employ the 
natuial method, regressing to the savages that they 
may ~e me lessons. Simple and majestic gentle
men, their gracious mouths ennoble an that flows 

from their tattooed lips. 
1 have just proved that nothing on this planet is 

laughable. Queer but superb planet. Borrowing a 
style that some will find naive (when it is so pro
found!), I shall use it to interpret ideas which, 
unfortunately, will not perha~ seem grand! By 
that '!ery fact, d~priving m~elf of the light. and 
scepncal mannensms of ordinary conversanons, 
and sufficiently prudent not to ask. • . • 1 no 
longer recall what I was intending to say, for I 
do not remember the be~8 of the sentence. 

But know that poeuy JS to be found every"".:here 
where the sropidly mocking smile of duck-faced 

man does not exist. First of all I shall blow my nose, because I need 
to. And then, ~ently assisted by my hand, I shall 
asai!1 cake up the pen-holder that my fingers had 

let fall. How could the Carrousel Bridge maintain the 
constancy of its neutrality when it beard heart
rending screams apparently uttered by the sack! 

The shops on the Rue Vivienne display their 
merchandise before awe-struck eyes. Illuminated 
by numerous gas-lamps, the mahogany chests and 
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goJd _watches throw back throuldi the windows 
dau:ling beams of light. Eight o'cfock has sounded 
from the Stock &change clock: it is not late I The 
last peaJ has hardly died away when the s'tteet, 
whose name has been mentioned, begins to tremble 
and shakes to its foundations from the Place RoyaJe 
to the J3c;>ulevard Mo~tman:re. The wayfarers 
hasten thett step and rettre thoughtfully into their 
houses. ~ woman faints and falls to the sidewalk. 
No one lifts her u~: everyone is eager to get away 
from the spot. Windows close impetuously, and 
the tenants bury themselves beneath the covers. 
One wo~d say that the Asiatic plague had an
nounced its presence. 

And so, while the greater part of the city 
prepares to bathe in the joys of noctomal revels 
the Rue Vivienne finds itself suddenly frozen int~ 
a son of petz:iia~tion. Like a heart that has ceased 
to love, Its life JS extinct. But soon news of the 
~henomenon spreads to other layers of the popula
tto~ and a gloomy silence settles over the august 
capital. 

Where have the gas-lamps gone? What has 
be~ome of the peddlers of love? Nothing . . . 
solitude . an~ darkne_~s. An owl with a broken 
foot, Byrn~ m a rectilineal direction passes above 
the Madeleme and takes Bight toward the barrier 
of _Le Trone, crying out: "A misfortune is threat
enmg!" 

_Now from that spot that my pen (that real 
f nend who serves me as accomplice) has just made 
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mysterious, if you will look in the dire~on where 
the Rue Colbert runs into the Rue V 1vienne you 
will see at the comer formed by the crossing of 
these two streets a person display his silhouette an~ 
direct his light step toward the boulevards. But .if 
one approach closer, in such a manner as to avoid 
attracting the attention of t!tis wayfarer! one per; 
ceives with pleasant surprise that he JS young. 
From a distance indeed one would have taken 
him for a mature man. The number of days _no 
longer counts when it ~ a question .of appreciatmg 
the intellectual capacity of a senous face. I .am 
skilled at reading the age from the phys1ognormcal 
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 preyi or again, as the u~certainty 
of the muscular movements of wounds m the soft 
parts of the posterior cervical region; or rather 
as the perpetual rat-ttap, re-set each t;ime hY. the 
trapped animal, that can catch rodents mdefinitely 
and works even when hidden beneath straw; ~d 
especially as the fortuitous encounter upon a d1s
secting-table of a sewing-machine and an umbrella! 

Mervyn, that son of f~-haire_d England, has 
just taken his lesson from his fe~cmg-~, an~, 
wrapped in his Scotch tartan, JS retummg to his 
parents' home. It is ~alf past eight. and he hopes 
to arrive home by rune o clock. It is a great. pre
sumption on his part to claim to be certam of 
knowing the future. Could not some unforeseen 
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o?stacle impede his progress? And would that 
CJIC~stance ~cur 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
~oid of anxiety and, so to speak, happy? By what 
nght mdeed does he assume that he will reach 
home safe and sound, when behind him someone 
watches and f?llows him as a future prey? 

(~t would .mdeed be ~esting ~orance of 
one s profemon as a wrtter of sensauonal fiction 
not at least to set down first the resttictive inter
rogations, after which arrives immediately the 
sentence that I have just terminated.) 

You have recognized the .imaginary hero who 
~or a ~ong time has been foundenng my unh&.:~Y 
mtelligence by the pressure of his individuality! 
Now Maldoror apfroaches Mervyn, in order to 
engrave the youth s features upon his memory· 
now, ~owing his body backwards he falls back 
upon hims~lf like '.l° A~ boomerang in the 
~econd period of its traJei::tory, or rather like an 
infernal machine. He is undecided as to what he 
should do. But his consciousness, as you would 
wi:ongly suppose, feels.not even the most embry
omc symptom of emotion. I saw him tum for an 
instant in the opposite direction: was he over
come by remorse? But he retraced his steps with 
renewed obstinacy. 
. Mervyn doe~ not know why his temporal arter
ies throb so violently, and he hastens his step, 

[ 264] 

J:.. autreamont 

obse§Cd by a fear of which he and you vainly 
seek the cause. We must give him credit for his 
a lication to answering the riddle. Why does 
tfePnot rum around? He would understand every
thing Does one never think of the simplest means 
of p~tting an end to a state of alann? W~en a 
prowler crosses ~ ~ey ~n the slums ~th. a 
bottle of white wme ID his ~Uy and ~ shirt 
in tatters, if in a comer he spies ~n ol~ sme:h 
cat, contemparary of the revoluti~ns .ID whic 
om fathers took part, contemplanng m melan
chol the moonbeams pouring down upon. the 
slmlt,ering plain, he approe.ches tortuously m a 
curved line and signals to a bow-l~gged dog, 
which leaps forward. The noble. animal of the 
feline race awaits her adversary with courag~ and 
sells her life dearly. The next day some rag"J::ti:r 
will purchase an electrifiable pelt. Why e 
not run away? It would have been.so easy. 

But in the case now preocGUPYlDIJ us, M~rvyn 
further complicates the danger bY, his own i~or· 
ance. He has, as it were, a few hints, excessively 
["dl'e it is uue, of which I shall not pause to demo~
strate the va~eness covering them. Howev~r, it 
is im ossible for him to guess the troth. He is !10 
prophet, I will not deny, and ~e does not recogruze 
ID himself the faculty of bemg one. . 

Arriving at the main street, he cums right and 
crosses the Boulevard Po~nie17 a~d t~e. Boule
vard Bonne-Nouvelle. At this pomt m ~ 1oum~y 
he rums down the Rue du Faubourg-Saint-Derus, 
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leaves b~hind him the embankment of the Stras. 
burg rail~ay, and stops before a taJI gateway 
bef?~e having reached the perpendicular super
po~non of the Rue Lafayette. 

S11.1ce )'.'OU advise ~e to conclude the first stanza 
at this pom~, I am qwte willing, this time, to yield 
to bour desire, 

o you know that when I think of the iron ring 
con~ealed beneath the stone by the hand of a 
maruac, an irrepressible shudder passes over my 
scalp? 

He presses the b~ button and the gateway 
of the modem mansion tams on its hinges. He 
cr_osses the ~ounyard, paved with fine sand, and 
c!unbs up eight .steps. The two statues set to the 
1':ght and left like guardians of the aristocratic 
villa, qo not obstruct his passage. 
H~ who has deni.ed everythirig- father, mother, 

P.z:ov1dence, ~ove, ideals - in order to be able to 
thmk of nothing but himself alone,. has taken good 
care not to follow in the preceding footsteps. He 
watches the boy e!1ter a s~cious Jiving-room on 
the ground ~oor with comelian panelling. 

"f!te so!1 sinks down ~pon a. sofa, emotion pre
ve~~ him from speaking. His mother, in a fong 
~!lg gown, hastens up to him and enfolds 
him m her anns. His brothers, younger than he, 
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group themselves around the sofa .and its ~urd~n. 
They are not sufficiently acquainted with ~e 
to form a clear impression of ~e sc~ne that lS 

taking place. Finally the father raises his cane ~d 
turns upon the boys .a glance full of .auth~nty. 
Leaning his hand agamst the arm of his chair he 
leaves his usual place, although enfeebled by age, 
and advances towards the motionless body of his 
first-born, full of disquiet. ~e ~aks in a for
eign language, and everyone listens m respectful 
sifence: . . ? 

"Who has reduced the boy to this condino.n 
The foggy Thames will still wash down a consi.~
erable quantity of mud before my strength ~ 
be completely exhausted. The laws of preservanon 
do not seem to exist in this inhospitable country. 
H I knew the culprit he would feel the stren~h 
of my ann. Although I have retired from marinme 
engagements, my commodore's swor~, ~ung on 
the wall, is not yet rusted. In any case, 1t lS easy ~o 
sharpen its edge. Mervyn, caim yourself: I 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 sit in a comer. Your eyes soften me and 
you had better seal the canals of your lachrymal 
glands. My son, I implore you, rec:um to your 
senses and recognize your family. It lS your father 

eaks ,, 
who sp to you. . . • . . 

The mother withdraws to one side, and, obeymg 
the orders of her master, takes up a book and 
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endeavors to remain calm in the presence of the 
~ge~ that menaces the fruit of lier womb. 

.Oiil<lN:~ go play in the P.ark. and take care 
~hile admiring the swans swunming not to fall 
into the body of water. • . ." 
~e b!othen, their arms hanging at their sides. 

remain silent. They all, each \Vith his cap sur
moun~e~ by a feather tom from the wing of the 
Carolinian goat-sucker, with his velvet knee
length pants, and his red silk socks, take each other 
by the hand and retire from the room, being care
ful to ~oss the ebony floor on tip-toe. I am certain 
they will not amuse themselves, but will gravely 
wander through the plane groves. Their intelli
ge?cce is precocious. So much the better for them. 

~sel~ cares. I cradle yo~ in my arms and you 
are msensible to my entreanes. Won't J.OU raise 
your head? I will embrace your knees if I must. 
But no • • • it falls back inert!' 

··~y sweet master, if you will permit y_our slave, 
I will go to my room and bring a Bask filled \Vith 
essence of turpentine of which I avail myself habit
ually when the migraine invades my brow after 
returning from the theatre or when the readinl( 
of a moving story consigned to the British annafS 
of the chivalrous history of our ancestors. casts 
my dreamy thoughts into the morass of drowsi
ness." 

"Wife, I gay-e you no ~on to speak and 
yo~ have no right to take it. Since our legitimate 
uruon no cloud bas come to interpose itself be-
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tween us. I am happy with you, I. have never 
had any reproach to ~e iou, and vice versa. Go 
to your room an~ b~ a ft~k of essence of tur
pentine. I know 1t is there m one o~ the ~ 
drawers, and you have not just apprised me of lt. 
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 
Boor her cheeks beaded with sweat, bearing the 
ftas~ which, perhaps, contains the li~d of life 
within its ciy_stal confines. The maiden bows 
gracefully as she presents her offering, and the 
mother, with her roY.91 air, has adyanc:e'1 towards 
the fringes with which the sofa is crunmed, the 
sole object that provokes her tenderness. The~
modore accepts the Bask from the hands of ~ 
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 
~ched in the bay window. 

"Who 8<>!=5 there? • • • Do not stop me. . . . 
Where am I? ••• Is this a coffin suppo~ my 
weary limbs? The planks feel soft. ••. ~the IOcket 
containing the picture of my mother still fastened 
around my nc:Ck? •.. Away with you, tangle
haired evil-doer! He was not able to catch me, 
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and I left a fragm~t of my coat in his hands. Let 
rl?-e bulld~gs off ~CU" chains, for tonight a reco _ 
ruzable thief may mtroduce himself into our hou~e 
on burglary bent, while we are plunged in slumber 
My mother and my father, I lmow you, and I thank 
hou for your care. Call my little brothers. I have 
r~ht them candy and I wish to embrace them." 

ith these words he falls into a state of pro
found .lethargy. The doctor, summoned in histe, 
rubs his hands and exclaims: 

"The ~is is passe~ All goes well. Tomorrow 
hour son will awake m good health. Now _ 

1 ody take /?urselves off to your respectiv:r:J's, 
th co~ 1t, that I may pass the rught alone at 

e sick boy's side until the appearance of the 
dawn and the ~ng of the nightingale." 

Maldoror, hi~den behind the door, has not lost 
a word of all this. Now he is acquainted with the 
character ~f the tenants of the mansion, and will 
act acc?rdmgly. He knows where Mervyn lives 
and deSll'es to know no more. He has written down 
~he !lame of the street and the number of the build
ms ma me!Doran~um-book. That is the imponant 
~g. He 1S cei:ram not to forget it. He proceeds 
~e a hyena without being seen, keeping to the 
51~~ of the ~urtyard. He climbs the gate with 
a~ty, tangling for an instant with the iron spikes; 
"?th one bound he is on the sidewalk. He takes 
himself off stealthily. 
cc "H.e too~ .me for a malefactor," he exclaims. 
He 1S an idiot. I wanted to find a man exempt 
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from the very accusation that the sick youth ma~e 
against me. I did not tear off a ~rapent. of~ 
coat as he said. Simple hypnogogic hallucmanon 
caused by fear. My intention today was not to 
kidnap him; for I have other ulterior projects in 
view for that timid youth." 

Go now to where the swan-lake is. And I sh~ 
tell you later why one swan there ~ong them ':5 
completely black, with a body beanng an anvil 
surmounted by t!'~ putr~ying ~arcase of a cta:b, 
and rightly inspmng OllSCfUSt m the rest of its 

aquatic comr.ldes. 

Mervyn is in his room. He has receiyed a mis
sive. Who is writing him ~ letter? HIS concern 
prevented him from thanking the pastman. The 
envelope has black e~ aP.d the w?rds are trace~ 
in hasty writing. Will be take this letter to bis 
father? And supposing the writer c:xprc:ss1Y for
bids it? Full of anxiety, he opens his wmdow to 
breathe the perfumed air; the sunh~ retlc:ct 
their prismaUC radiations from the Venetian JDll'
rors and the damWc curtains· He throws the letter 
aside among the gold-embossed books and mother
of-pearl albums scattered .over the tooled ~eather of 
his desk. He opens his piano and runs his ~lender 
fingers over the ivory keys: th«: b~en. sm~ do 
not respond. This oblique warrung mspires him to 
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take up again the piece of vellum 
latter recedes as if it had bee r paper; but the 
hesitation of the n °!fended by the 
Caught in this person for whom it was destined. snare, Mervyn's . . . 
and he opens the scra f cunos1ty increases 
that moment he has P 0 prepared rag. Until 
handw . . never seen any but his own ntma. 

HV D' 

"oung man, I am interested . 
to 1!1ake you ha~ll I will talc m you. I des.ire 
panlon and We e rcou for a COm-
tions through the isles 1:-d~ ong peregrina
know that I love you and I ha . Mervyn, you 
to you. you will bestow ve !10 nee~ to prove it 
I am certain. When a kur fnendship upon me, 
not repent of the ~den ow meh better you will 
me. I will preserve u £ ce {ou .ave placed in 
your inexperience. hhallrobm t be perthds that pursue 
good d · . e a ro er to von d 

a vice will not be wantina P " .., an 
the day after tom --.:;· ror more details, 
Bridge at five o'clockn be on. the Car.rouse! 
there, wait for me· but I he monung: HI am not 
And ' ope to arnve • . Y'?D do the same. An En r h o~ tllne. 
easily give up an 0 • g IS ~ will not 
a.ff airs. young m PF<Jr:ity to Sb'alghten out his 
for the present. g~' hi Ulte you, and good-bye 

"Three . w t s etter to no one " 
stain h stbars m place of a signature and ~ blood 
Ab at t e ottom of the page! n Mervyn I . -

!!ndant tears fall tmon the . exc aims. 
which his ha -:-r cunous phrases 
before . ~es. . ve devoured and which o 
h · him e limitless field of new d ~ 
onzons. It seems to him ( hi . an ~certain 

t s is only since the 
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reading he has just finished) that his father is rather 
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 r~ion. Each 
pmfesmr blushes for fear of not finding himself 
on the intellectual level of his pupil, and yet the 
latter for the fi.m rime neglects his duties and does 
no work. 

That evening the family gathers in the ~
room, decorated with ancient portraits. Mervyn 
admires the dishes filled with succulent viands and 
perfumed froits, but he eats nothing. Polychrome 
streams of Rhine wines and the sparklirigJ' ewels 
of champagne are poured out into tall, ender 
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, 
bis face tanned by the seawinds, whispers into his 
wife's ear: 

"Our eldest has changed since the day of his 
$eizure. He was already lull of absurd ideas; now 
he day-dreams more than usual. I was not like 
that at his age. Pretend to notice nothilllr. An 
efficacious remedy, material or moral, wowd do 
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rcsom1d 111e~od1onsly .en hs etUJ 1 f: tl:le pn.Jur,...t ;1f 
""' ,.. ·e n1 1 ...... 'D 1 ·it -;fr r · f, ·v rocd st d 1• 11\..' ""'' ; J-t "'VLL I'll';. ~ - . ." 

'OL"I.· ed 3.tLi l1Cf·1M' di C(11tt:fou· i 1 1e :11t1 ff'iet'!
rio11 ofth,:fae:r.~rr w; 1rk The fu--;i.-ho.m e·1cl1im<>: 
"l m Going ro herl " He lc.a~c;<i' tlle room :_vith ey"'s 
IQ\"esed in a i;olu stare, sa,v1n,i:r no more: l 11e dog 
urrers a lony howL for he finds dus behavior 11nnar
ural; and the wmd omsiae, blo,ving mrernuttently 
111 the verncal dl111k. o, the Viriudow, ID.lkt.. tl1e 
1hiu1e within :1e v; pint. c,y,.1al ll1 1bt:.. of the 
lil'·itt.. .. 1-mt' fi;cl .r. T~1e i1101h1 ;51; hr !1roi.v 
I :p_n :ici r;, 0 lt:i ts 1nJ t,' e :{' tLr .:aj-ep hU: ores 
lieive"~,,n1. Tn. chiJ-'re· g:-:"d i:b 1 o1-:i -UJ..r 
; 1,;i1 h iCr:iJi, d ~LnG1 s. T\.1 1 i:vyn ijouble-loclr" hls 
1,Q1.r, rnfl bis Jianrl 1·aces across rhe paper: .. 

"l receive<l your letter at noon~ and you ''Tilf ex
cuse me 11 l bave made yon "v:ur ior a r .. p!J. 1 1't'ilve 
not the honor to ltuUw}otl lte1.:1<mah/t..td • ~ 1 n, t 
k'Ttow 1f l s{,onld ue ,vurin~ ~ ·iU lkr i Ailf' 1-

lfo 1:C;;.J(1. ;e_. Dli! d,_,,e!Ji.,1 01 b ·ll'!·'• J h<11'e .e;s,:·lv, d 
o 1.k u n1'qi\-n .nlt;t±i;w-y. q1rruJ•,•i, the. 

·1u: rct""'-ou'ar u 1;i '1 j., a .. ua~rer God nr:.r.•,.crve 
"ll, fr, ill fa;liiJn to show gl"l\mude for the sympa
rhv wicl1 which vou ovcrwhelin me. l kn•)W .my 
uiincrtcctions an~ am not proud of the1n. 1!ttr. Il it 
1s suitab1e to accept we Hienr._ hir- ol. 111 oUe. pt ,
.,on it is als.... c rr~,tt ro .na."e ,r1L u. d1 i'.&\I 11.tI thi:r 
111'c11 o_ n ar, tf·~.,:U.! r. ~.nle:t 1 \, r'O·r •:-:pc:-11" 

10 IC ·;:1,; :r hJ,\ I sj;e r rill ii):: 'i l.Ui g :'l:ian,' 
rn, I yit T h.1v, d11uh1 s once ruing your real a~e, 
fo1 PAI' ir, y one rec:ondle the coldness of vour 
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sr.llogisms with the pmion they contain? It is cer
talll that I shal~ never abandon the place where I 
.first sa~ the .light to accompany you to distant 
C?~ntnes. This would only be possible on the con
ditlC?n tha~ I first ask~ of the authors of my being 
an JID~tl~tly-awaited permission. But as you 
ha~ CDJO~ me to keep th.is spiritually cloudy 
affair SC<?ret (1n the cubic sense of the word), I shall 
take pains to obey your incontestable wisdom. 
From what appc:ars, ~t would not pleasurably con
front the daylight.. Smee you appear to desire that 
I have confidence 10 your own self (desire not ill-rlaced, I am pleas~ to confess), have the goodness, 

pray you, to manifest an analogous confidence in 
me, an<I not appear ro believe that I should be so 
far removed from your suggestion as that tomor
row mominJ, at the indicated hour, I should not be 
exactly on tune at the meeting-place. 1 shall climb 
the wan of the par~ for the gate will be closed and 
no one will witness my departure. To speak fr~nk
ly, '!hat 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 
yo~ made me to be walking on the Carroosel 
Bndge. HI am there myself I feel a certainty with
out J>arallel 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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the altar of modesty, will ~ot offend >.'~u ~Y its re
spec_tful familiarity. For is not fauliliarity t~ ~e 
confessed in the case of a strong and wann mti
macy, when roin is a matter of solemn conviction? 
And what harm would there be after all, I ask 
you. if I were to ~by and say 'Farewell' t.o 
you when, the day after .tomorrow, ~hether ~t 
rain or not, five 0 1 clock strikes? You will appreci
ate yourself, sir, the tact with which 1 have con
ceived my letter; for 1 do not allow m~, upon 
a wa~d sheet of paper that may lose its way, to 
say anything further to you. Your address at the 
bottom of die page is. a rid?Ie· It. took me .almost 
fifteen minutes to decipher 1t. I think you did well 
to trace out the words thus microscopically. 1 ~t
tach no signature. in this imita~g you: we are ~v
ing in too strange a time to be m the least surpnsed 
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 I say 
this? When 1 think of you my breast hea~ and 
rumbles like the collapse of a decadent empire; for 
the shadow of your love indicateS a smile, whi~h, 
perhaps. does not exist: it is so ~gue and mov~ its 
scales so tormously! I leave my 1m~ous feelings, 
new tablets of marble still unsWlie<l by monal con
tact, in your hands. Let us have patience until the 
first blush of the morning tWilight, and, while 
awaiting the moment when 1 shall throw myself 
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into the hideous embrace of your pesr:tt: 
I boHw ~ambJY. at your knee, whic"h I cl:ase11po~ arms, 

aVJDg wntten this gu.il • 
it to the mail-box and tlien ty letter, Me.!VYD takes 
pect to .find his guA-...1: en goes to bed. Do not ex-

Th ~-u • 1t1.wan angel there 
e lWl s tail will fl . 

but alas! the beam ~ ~~1 three '!ays, it is true; 
and a cvlindro-conicaJ bulle:rnilt J?Jft the sam~; 
noceros°'s skin. ~. th w pierce the rhi-
and the beggar! It ~ tha~ ~hter of the snow 
uttered the truth con . :awn~ fool has 
fourteen daggers. cernmg t e fidelity of the 

• 
I discovered I had onl . 

my forehead! o silver':/i 0!1e eye m ~e center-of 
of vestibules h IJlll'~rs, set Ul the panels 
dered ' ow many SeI'Ylces you have ren 
when me by your re.ftective power! Since the da; 
parietal b:r1illcC:t gnawed !or an hour at my 
the cranium P; rin .a trepanmug that perforates 
because I had J:,il~g ~ddenly upon my back 
cohol, I have not ~ to tt:~ 1:b a tub full of al
menrs against myself ~ ur e arrow of tor
of the wounds m:t booo7, und~theimpression 
circumstances, . b y as received in various 

Cl er 1 the fatality f b' 
or by the fact of my own£ uJ 0 my irth 
the consequences of m a mdr:ive~hehDed ,by 
(!001e of them have been ~ullilled· Tntegratton 
diet the others?). impa....:- · w o may pre-

' -·e spectator of acquired 
[ 278 J 

J:.. autreamont 
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 
ti 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 l>eneath the penis; or again, as the 
Beshy wattle, conical in shape, furrowed by 
1ather deep transverse wrinkles, which appears at 
the base of the turkey's upper beak; or rather, as 
the follo~ ttnth: "The system of scales, of 
keys, and their harmonic relationship is not based 
upon invariable natural laws, but on the contrary 
is the consequence of aesthetic principles which 
have varied with the progressive devefopment of 
mankind, and which will vary again;" and above 
all, as an armored and turreted frigate! 

Yes, I maintain the exactitude of my mertion. 
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 testimoDials which arise from my con
science? I envy the Creator nothing; but let him 
leave me to s8il down the river of my destiny, 
through the glo~ series of glorious crimes. H 
not, raising a glance urita~!Jr all obstacles up to 
the height o!his brow, Is make him under-
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stand that he is not the sole master of the universe· 
that many phenomena arising directly from ~ 
much deeper understanding of the nature of things 
disposes in favor of a contrary opinion, and opposes 
a fo.nnal challenge to the validity of the unity of 
power. It is that there are two of us to contemplate 
each other's eyelashes, you see ..• and you know 
that more than once the clarion of victory has 
sounded from my lipless mouth. Farewell, illustri
ous Warrior; your couraue in misfortnne inspires 
the esteem of your deadliest enemy; but Maldoror 
will .find you soon to dispute with you the fate of 
the prey called Mervyn. 

Thus the prophecy of the cockerel will be real
ized, when he glimpsed the future at the bottom of 
the candlestick. May it please Heaven that the crab 
will rejoin the caravan of pilgrims and appr.ise 
them in a few words of the narrative of the rag
picker of Clignancoun! 

. On a bench at the Palais-Royal, on the left hand 
Side and not far from the body of water, an individ
ual coming from the Rue de Rivoli has taken a 
seat. His hair is in disorder, and his garments reveal 
the corrosive action of prolonged destitution. He 
has dug a hole in the ground 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. But u this 
pe--danecr's attitude is contl'al')' to the laws of 

:eight which control the center of gravity, ~e fa1!5 
heavily back upon the bench, his arms han8'!11g• his 
cap hiding hall his face, and his feet stamping the 
gravel in an unstable state of equi1:ibri':"11 l~ an~ 
I~ reassuring. He remains a long tune m this post· 

tion. b 'd h 
Over by the nonhem entrance, ~ e ~ e 

round-house containin~ a cafe, our hero 15 leamn~ 
his um upon a gate. H15 eye sweeps the surface o 
the rectangle in such a manner as to let no perspec
tive escape. His eyes return upon th~lv~ after 
finishing this investigation and he. percet~es m the 
middle of the garden a man ex~cutmg ~eeling ~
nasties on a bench upon whi~h ~e 15 ~gg g 
to maintain himself' accomplishi;ng nura~es of 
strength and skill. But of ~hat av~ the best m~
tion brought into the service of a Just cause against 
the disorders of mental alienation? He a~pr~ac~es 
the idiot, assists him kindly to replace ~ dif:ty 
in a normal position, offers his hand, ~n~ ~ts o'!° 
beside him. He observes that the ~~rua 15 mtemut
tent; the paroxysm has passe~; his ~terlocutor re
plies logiCally to all his 9uesttons. Is it necessary to 
re n the meaning of his words? Why re-open, at 
whatever page, with blasph~o~ eagemhessf '~e 
folio of human misery? Nothing is of sue e e 
instruction. Even though I should ~ave n~ true 
occurrence to report to you I would mvent JIDag
inary stories to pour into your brain. But the sick 
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man ~d ~ot beco~e so for his own pleasure; and 
t~e SID~o/ of his remarks allies itself to perfec
uon with the credulity of the read~ 

"MY. father was a cupenter on the Rue de la 
Yerrene ...• May the death of the three ~er-
1res. fall upon his head and the ~·s beak ever
lastingly gnaw the axis of his ocular bulb! He had 
contracted the habit of getting drunk; during the 
~m~ts when he returned to the house after hav
mg VJSited the. cabaret bars, his madness would be
com~ aJ_m~ ~easurable, and he would strike 
~t mdiscriminateJy at any object that came in 
~ht. But soon, under the protests of his friends, 
he refonne~ completely, and sank into a taciturn 
f.rame of mind. No one could come near him, not 
ev~ our ~other. He nursed a secret resentment 
~th~ idea of duty, which prevented him from 
havmg his own way. 

"I had bought a canary for my three sisters· it 
was for my three sisters diat I had bought a can~ 
They had placed it in a cage above the doorway 
and eassers-by would stop every- time to Jisten to 
!he l>ud'~ songs. admire its fugitive grace and stud)' 
its Imo~ ways. More than once my father had 
or~ered.us to remove the cage and its contents, for 
he Jm~!1ed the canary was moc!cing him when it 
tossed him the bouquet of aerial cavatinas of its 
vocal talent. He unliooked the cage from its nail 
and fell from the chair, blind with rage. A sliJht 
graze on t!ie knee 'Yas the tro~hy of hiS enterpnse. 
After haVJng remained for a few seconds to pres 
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the swollen part with a woodchif, he p~ed down 
the leg of hiS trousers and, frowmng hOrriblf, took 
better precautions, placed the cage under his arm, 
and retired to the back of his workshop. There, 
despite the outcri~ and pl~ of his. faioily (we 
thought very hisrhly of that bird, which was to. us 
like the ~mus o1 the household), he crushed with 
his iron-Shod feet the willow ca~e, keeping ~ at a 
distance with a jack-plane which he l>randished 
over his head. By chance the canary did no! die~
mediately; that bondle of feathers was still alive, 
despite the stains of blood. The ~enter took 
hiniself off and slammed the door noiSily. 

"My mother and I made every effort to restore 
the bird's life, which was ready to take Bight. Its 
end was approaching, and the beating of its wings 
was visible now only as the mirror of the supreme 
death agony. DurinJ 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 
th~ living chain went to crouch in ~ comer under 
the stairs near our dog's kennel, havm~ first moved 
aside a barrel of grease. My mother did not aban
don her task and held the can~ between her fin
gers to warm it with her breath. As for me, I went 
nmning wildly through the house,, kno~g 
a~ the furniture ana tools. From ame to ume 
one of my sisters would show her head fr?m be
neath the stairs to inform herself co~ the 
fate of the unhappy bird, then withdraw it again 
sadly. The dog had emerged from her kennel, and, 
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~ if she ~ad understood the extent of our loss, she 
licked with the tongue of sterile consolation the 
three ~erite'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 ~be light. Sh~ saw my mother 
turn pale, and the bird, after haVIDg raised its head, 
f~r the. merest instant, with the last manifesta
tion of its. nervous system, collapsed between her 
fingCfS, still forever. She announced the news to 
her SlSte.rs. Th.er made no sound of mourning. Si
lence reigned m the workshop. Only the crackin 
sound of the fr:i~ents of the cage, which, by vJ.. 
rue of the elast1C1ty of the wood, partially restored 
themselves to t!teir original shape, were heard. The 
three Marguentes shed no tear and their faces lost 
no~e of their freshness. No •• , they simply re
mamed expressionless. They crawled mto the ken
nel. and stretched out side by side on the straw 
while the dog, passive witness of their maneuver' 
watched the~ m astonishment. My mother called 
them several tlilles; but they gave back no sound of 
reply. Worn ~ut by their emotions, they were 
probably sleepmg! She rumma~ed 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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breaking, according to my calculations. I lit a 
candle and gave it to her; in that manner no detail 
esca~ her. She withdrew her head, covered with 
straw, from the premature grave, and said to me: 
'The three Margutrites are dead.' 

"Since we could not remove them from that 
place, for, remember this well, they were closely 
interlocked in each other's anns, I went to get a 
hammer from the workshop to break up the canine 
home. I at once began the work of demolition, and 
passers-by might figure with little exercise of imag
mation that there was no unemploYII!ent in our 
home. My mother, impatient at these delays. which 
nevertheless were unavoidable, split her fingernails 
against the planks. At last 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 carpenter's daughters. 
My mother left that part of the country. I never 
saw my father~ As for me, they say I am mad, 
and I beJS for public charity. All I know is that the 
canary smgs no more." 

The listener inwardly approved this new exam-
ple brought up to support his disgusting theories. 
As if, because of one man once overcome with 
wine, one bad the right to condemn humanity in 
its entirety. Such is at least the paradoxical reflec
tion he seeks to introduce into his mind; but it can
not drive out the important lessons of serious expe
rience. He comforts the idiot with feigned com pas-
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sion and wipes away his tears with his own hand
kerchief. He takes him to a restaurant and they 
eat at the same table. They go to a fashionable 
tailor and the proteg6 is clothed like a prince. They 
go to a great mansion on the Rue Saint-Honore 
and knock upon the gate-keeper's door; the idiot 
is installed in a rich apartment on the third B.oor. 
The bandit forces him to accept his purse, and, 
taking the chamber-pot from beneath the bed he 
places it upon Aghone's head: 

"I crown you king of inte~nce," he exclaims 
with premeditated emphasis. ' At your least com
mand I shall come. Help yourself f reel:y to my 
wealth. Body and soul I am yours. At rught you 
will replace the alabaster crown in its regular place, 
with pennission to make use of it. But during the 
day, from 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 
m me, not to mention your mother." 

The idiot thereupon falls back several paces as 
if he were the prey of an insulriJ?B nightmare. Lines 
of happiness 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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els. He could not have found a better, and good fa: favored him. He whom he ~d found lf-

ing on the bench no longer kno~:~c!~~ .. Fgoodam 
occurrence in bis youth, bow to ~1.11'5...-. 
from evil. It is Aghone himself he must have. 

w 
The Omnipotent had sent down one of bis arc~ 

angels to the earth in order to rescue th~ you d 
from certain death. He will be forced to escen 
himself' But we have not yet reached that part of 
our stoey' and I find mySelf obliged ~o close my 
mouth, because I canno~ ~y eve~h atht onp~e·t. 
every effect will al'~ m 1~ place, ~ en e io 
of this piece of fiction is not mconvemenced there-

by in order not to be re~ed .the archang:1 =~ 
taken on the form of a hermit-crab ·~ . 
vicuna. He stood upon the ~p of a reef b: e. r~
dle of the sea, and was awaltlllg a favora e n e 11! 
order to operate his descent ~pon the::· Th 
man with the lips of jasp.er, hidd~~!~l clu~ 
in the beach, was watching th~ llllllua.a, a 
his hand. Who could have wished to ~d the 
thoughts of these two beings? The first. rli;d not 
conceal the fact that he had a difficult 1D15S1on to 

accomplish: ,, · d, hil th 
"And how shall I succeed, he cne w e e 

swelling waves beat against his temporary refuge, 
"there where my master has more than once seen 
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hill lttcngth ~-co~ fai.11 I am but a limited 
~ce. while the other~ no one bows whence 

QllQe ~d ~t n Im ultimate goat At his mme 
the cd~ ~ tremble. Ana mo.re than one 
~unt m the ~ons 1 have left insists that Satan 
~f, &tt1m the incarnation of evil, is not as ter~ 

'T!te second was tefietting u follows; and bis re
.flect1oos found an echo in the very wellc:in thev 
polluted! J 

dHe loon inexperienced. rll settle his hash 
prompdy. Doubtless he com~ from on ~ sent 
by him who fears so much ro come him.sit£! We 
sha!l·tee, when we get down to ~if he is as im
pcn~us u ~ looks; this .is no .inhabitant of the ter
restrial ~pncot; lie b~ys.hisse.raphicoriginbyhlt 
uncemun ~ wavetmg eyes. 1• 

Th~ humit-'c:rab which for some time had been hcbing a limited section of the ~ Bpied om 
mo (and then die latter drew himself up to the 
f~ he.ig~t ~f his Herculean figure), and apostro
p~ him JD tht follo~ terms: 

Donat attcinpr.to show light. Surrender. I am 
~nt by. One who 11 sttperio.r to both of us with 
msttuctions t? load you with cha.ins and place the 
ryv? _tecomp1ices of Y~t!! thong~t ouaide the pos... 
s.ibility of further :actmty. Believe me, in future 
you ~usr: be forbidden to clutch knives and dag
gers .rn your &ts, as much in your own inte~ as 
tbatolothe.rs. Dcadorali'Ve., l shall takeyou-l&ave 
been Commanded to take you alive. Do n~ force 
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me to mah use of the pcwu that has been Lem to 
ma. I will act with d. dieacy; for y.o o\1m. pur, · .®.not 
o.ff er any resistance. Thus I slW1 bow, with 
eagerness and joy, that lou have 1m1de the int 
step toward re~ ' 

When OUI' hero bad listened l<J tWa harangue. 
full of 1 spice so pmf oundlr comi~ he had diffi
culty in preserving the gn:vuy of his bronzed fca
IJll'eS, Bu." finallyT no one will be~ if I add 
that he ended by bunting into laughter. lt was too 
much for him! He meant no harm by itf He «t'
tainly. 01 diad _not wish to bring down upon his head 
the hennit:-crab's ~~es! What dfom be 
made ro npIU51 his~! How many rimes did 
he p.tt:llS his lips ~ethl!r m order no .. t to have the 
ap~ce of otfendi!'S' his utc~ ~terl~ 
mr! Uufommatdy his chmcter ~ted ua 
the nature of mankind and be bu~b«i like a sheep! 
At last he ttopped! lt was. time. He had almost 
choked himstffl The wind bore this .reply to rhe 
arc~ on the reef: 

••men your master no lonJtr sends me mails 
and shrimps to conduct his business. and wiJJ am~ 
descend n> parley with me personally, ~ am ~ 
we .shall find :K>me way to an under.mindmg, since 
I am inferior to him who sent you, as you so justly 
said. Until such. a time, any idea of retQnciliation 
seems to me m be premature, and apt to prodµce 
only a chimerical result. l 1ID far from mJ.SUJldet
swtding the sense of each of your syllables; and 
since we eould WeJl' out our voices uselessly in 
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making them travel three kilometers, it seems to 
me that you would be acting wisely if you were 
to .descend from your impregnable fortress and 
SWllD to terra firma. We sliall discuss more agree
ably th~ ~onditions of a surrender which, how
ever legi~te it may be, is none the less finally, 
for me, a disagreeable prospect." 

.The archangel, who had not expected such good 
will,, poked out. his head from the depths of the 
crevice and replied: 

"O Mal~oror, h:is t!ie time finally arrived when 
your abominable msancts will see the extinction 
of the torch of unjustifiable pride that conducts 
them to everlasting damnation! It shall be I, then, 
who shall be the fuit to bear the news of this praise
w?rthr change to the phalanxes of cherobim, who 
will be happy to welcome back one of their own 
You k~ow yourself and you have not forgott~ 
that a ame once was when you occupied the first 
place among us. Your name fiew from mouth to 
mouth. ~ow you are the subject of our soli~ 
convers~tJ.ons. Come · •• come and make a lasting 
~lace with your old master; he will receive you 
lik~ a lost son, ~d ignore the enormous amount of 
~t you h0ave piled.up on your heart like a moun
tam of elks horns built up by the Indians." 

He spoke, and withdrew his entire body from 
the depths of the cave. He showed himself, radi
ant, ~P?n the top of the reef, resembling a priest 
of religions when he has the certitude of bringing 
home a lost sheep. He was about to leap into the 
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water and swim to the forgiven one. But th~ man 
with the lips of sapphire has long. cal~ted m ~
vance an underhand trick. He Bings his club ~ 
lently; after many ricochets over the waves 1t 
strikes the head of the archan~el benefactor. The 
crab, mortally wounded, falls mto the water. The 
tide bears the fioatin~ remnan~ to ~e shore. He 
was waiting f'?r the nde ~o ~t. him; very well. 
the tide came· 1t cradled him with its song and gen
tly deposited 'him on the beach: is not the hermit
crab happy? What more does it wan~? ~d M~
doror, hovering over .the strand, rec~1ved mto his 
arms two friends. mseparably umted by the 
chances of war: the carcase of the hermit-crab and 
the homicidal club! 

"I have not yet lost my skill!" he ex~. "All 
it needs is exercise. Mr, arm preserves its strength 
and my eye its nicety! ' 

He regards the lifeless animal. He fears that he 
may be ciilled to account for the spilt blood. ~ere 
will he hide the archangel? And at the same ame 
he asks himself whether the death had been instan
taneous. He has placed upon his back an anvil and 
a corpse. He mafces his way toward a vast body of 
water, all of whose banks are covered and as if 
walled in by an inextricable tangle of ~t rushes. 
He wanted at first to take a hammer, but that is too 
light a tool, while wit!i the heavier obj~ if the 
corpse gave a sign of life, he could place it on the 
ground and re<fuce it to dus~ with blo~ of th;e 
anvil. It is not strength, certainly, that his arm 11 
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lacking; that is the least of his ttoubles. Arrived 
withiri sight of the Jake, he sees that it is peopled 
with swans. He tells himself that this is as safe a 
hiding place for him as any; by means of a meta
~rphcisis .and without a~andoning his burden, he 
?Ogles with the other birds. Notice the hand of 
Providence theR, where one had been tempted to 
believe it absent, and pro.tit by the miracle I am 
about to describe to you. Black as the crow's '!:ing 
he swam three times among the group of dazzlinj~ 
ly w~te web-fee~ Three ~es he kept that diS
tmctive color, which made him resemble a piece of 
coal. God, in his justice, would not permit that his 
~should deceive even a Bock of swans. He 
remained in the Jake, but the others stood off f.rom 
him and no bird would draw near his shameful Qe to keep him company. So he confined 

to a distant bay at the end of the body of 
water, alone among the fowl of the air as he was 
among men! 

And thus it is that he preluded the unbelievable 
occurrence in the Place Vendome! 

The conair with the golden hair has received 
Mervyn'sreply. He follows in those singular p~ 
the traces o1 intellectual troubles in the writer, 
abandoned as he is to the feeble strength of his own 
initiative. 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~. re-al 
l £ him in mixing himself up, as prmctp 

:~t~r,oht this equivocal intrigue. But after all, he 
wished it. £ h 

At the time arranged Me~ went r~m t e 
door of his home straight before him, f?llowi~e 
Boulevard Sebastopol to the fountain of . t
Michel. He takes the Quai des Grands Augusnnsh 

· Co · h passes over t e and crosses the QU31 nu; as e . 
Qu .. Malaquais he sees on the QUai du Louvre, 
~el with his ~wn direction, an individual walktg along with a sack unde1· his arm, who. seen-~ to 

be watching him attentively. The morrung ID1StS 
have melted away. The two waY,farers reah ch op-

. te sides of the Carroosel Bndge at t e same =· Although they have n~ver set eyes on each 
other, thC?f know each ?ther. . 

Indeed; it was touching to see those two beings, 
separated by age, b~ their souls close to
gether by the depths of their feelings! At lease, 
such would have been the opinion of those who 
might have paused before this spc:ctacle! that more 
than one even with a mathemancal ~d, would 
have fo~d moving. Mervyn, tears runrung down 
his face, re6.ected that he was about t? encounter 
at the~ of life, so to speak, a prectous support 
against future adversities. Be assured that the other 
said nothing. 

This is what he did: he unfolded the sack he WllS 

carrying, opened it, and, seizing the youth by thef 
head, thrust his entire body into the envelope o 
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cl~th. He tied up the opening with his handker
chief. Ju ~ervyn was uttering loud cries, he raised 
the sack like ~ bundl~ of. linen and struck the pa.l'.1-
p~t ~f the bndge with 1t several times. Then the 
Victim, becoming aware of the cracking of his 
~nes, _was silent. ,Unique scene, that no other nov
elist will ever rediscover! 

A bot~h~ P.assed by, sitting upon the meat in his 
ca;t-An mcliy1dual ran up to him, stop~ him, and 
sa.td: "He~e IS a dog in this sack; it haS the mange. 
Slaughter 1t as soon as possible." The man oken 
to ~as agreeable. The questioner as he maae off 
nott~ed a young girl in rags who held out her hand 
t? him. To. what degree will audacity and impiety 
rJ.Se? 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 .?1~ slowly lowering his arm. 

Tb1S dog utters cries of sorrow like a child." 
says. ~oth~r. 11Y ou would say he knows the fate 
awaitmg him." 

11lt's their habit." replies a third, 11even when 
they an: 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 bowling in a manner which, to 
say the least. is hard to bear!" 

"Stop! Stop!" cries a f~, before all the arms 
are raised in rhythm to strike the sack firmly 
this time. "Stop, f tell you. There is a fact here that 
escapc:s us. Who told yo~, ~at this cloth enfolds a 
dog? I wish to make sure. 

So, despite the laughter of his comrades, he un-
ties the package and draws forth one after another 
the limbs of Mervyn! He was practically stified by 
the discomfort of his position. He fainted upan 
seeing the light~ A fey.r ~utes. later he gave 
indubitable si~ of life. His saV1or sa.td: . 

"Next time learn to be careful even m your 
trade. YOU ~ost witnessed for )'.'Ourselves that it 
is useless to practise non-observation of that law." 

The butchers fled. Mervyn, his heart wrong and 
full of ~y presentiments, returned home and 
locked · elI in bis room. 

Do I need to insist upon this stanza? Ah, who 
would not deplore the co~~ed ev~ts? Let 
us wait until the end before bnngms a 1udgment 
even more severe. The denouement IS about to be 
precipitated; and, _in~ kind of sto~, in which a 
passion of some kind 1s postnlated, It fears no ob
stacle that may obstroct its pa§age and there is no 
point in diluting in a cup the gum-lac of four 
hundred banal pages. Whatever may be said in a 
half dozen stanzas must be said, and then silence. 

w 
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In ~rdermec~cally to construct the brain of a 

5?Porific story, Jt JS not enough to dissect stupidi
aes and overw~elmingly stu~ the intelli ence 
of the reader .with fresh doses, in such a mar!'er as 
to ~Jilie his faculties for the rest of his life b 
the mf le !aw o~ fa.tigue~ one must besides, witt 
g~d. hypnon~ .flmd, ingeniously place him in the 
posl~on of ~ so~nambulisncally incapable of ::i:vmg, by forcmg him to obscure his eyes against 

natural tendency by the fixity of your own. I 
mean, not to make myself more clearly under
st°';>d, ~ut to develo,e solely my train of thought 
which mterests and uritates at the same rime by 
t~e ~ost penetrating harmony, that I do not be
lieve lt 1,l~ary in order to reach the proposed 
goal, to mvent a poetry entirely outside the ordi
nary course of nature, and of which the pernicious 
breath ~ems to cast down even absolute troths· 
hut to b~g about a similar result ( conformin 'in~ 
~d, wuh t!ie J:iws of aesthetics. if one con sf ders 
it well)' which JS not as easy as you think; that is 
what I wanted to sar. Hence I shall make e 
reason .to succeed in it! H death puts a stop to7e 
fantastac leanness of the two long arms which hang 
from .my shonldc:r5t employed in the lugubrious 
crns~g of my literary gypsum, I wish that the 
mournmg reader may at least be able to say to him
self: "One must give him his due. He has great! 
~pefil ed me. What ~ht he not have done had /e 

ved onger! 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 a 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 ftew to the home of the renegade 
to tell him what had happened and to bcttay the 
hermit-crab. The latter divined the spy's project 
and before the third day had f!nded he had pierced 
the fish-tail with a poisoned dart. The spy's throat 
uttered a feeble cry 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 
1!<>ttom of the mansion, resumed its horizontal p<>si
aon, and recalled the terrified spiders to continue 
as in the past, ~o weave their webs at its comers. ' 

The 0?8n, with the lips of sulphur learned of his 
accomplices weakness, nnd. 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 pi:esented a hc;avy rope, rolled up and 

SlXty' metres m length. HIS master asked him what 
the fourt~ dag~ers were doing. He replied that 
they remamed faithful and held themselves ready 
fo~ '!lY e!11er.gency. if it should be necessary. The 
cnnunal .mclined bis ~ead as a sign of satisfaction. 
He manifested surprise and even disquiet when 
Aghone a~ded ~ha~ he had seen a rooster split open 
a candlesn.ck with its beak, examine each fragment 
one by one, and cry out, beating its wings franti
cally: 

:'It is not as far as you think from the Rue de Ia 
Paix to the Place du Pantheon! Soon you will wit
ness the lamentable proof of this!" 

The ~b, mounted upon a spirited horse, gal
loped furiously towards the reef, witness of the 
thi-o~ of a club by a tattooed hand, sanctuary 
of his fuSt day on earth. A caravan of pilgrims was 
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on the way to visit the spot, now cons~c~ted by an 
august death. He hoped to catch up with it ~d beg 
for urgent hele a~ the plot that was m prep-
aration, of which he had knowledge. . 

you will see a few lines farther do~. ai~ed by 
lacial silence that he did not arnve m ume to :fi ~hem what h~d been related to him by a raf$-

icker hidden behind the scaffolding of a ho~e m 
~nsuuction, the day when the Carrousel Bn~gc 
still moist with the morning d~, had .felt with 
horror the horizon of its ~ence wi~en con
fusedly in concentric circles at the mormng ap_pa
rition of the beating of an icosah~ sack a~ 
its calcareous parap:et! Before he smnu!ates !d 
compassion, through the memory .of. this ep e, 
they would do better to destroy within themselves 
the seed of hope • • • . 

To break up your lassitude, put ~to use the re-
sources of ~d will, walk by !DY 51.de, and do not 
lose sght of this idiot with his head ~~~~ 
b a chamber-pot, who drives before him. his~ 
~ing a dub, one whom you would have difti
Culty in recopizing if I did not me care t~ warn 
you and recall to your ear the word that. IS pro
nounced Mervyn_. How he is changed! HIS ~ 
tied behind his back, he ttrides along u if ~e 
were on bis way to the scaffold, ana yet he IS 

go!!ty of no crime. f 
They have arrived at the circular enclosure o 

the Place Vendome. Upon the entablature of the 
massive column, 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 gJ'.Ound a few paces from Aghone. With habit 
one does 11 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. 

The rhinoceros had learned what was about to 
happen. Covered with sweat, he appeared, F.i.Ping 
for breath, at the comer of the Rue Castiglione. 
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 a1IIl, and pressed the triJ
ger. The commodore, who had lieen begging: m 
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 pBllor, intercepted their 
breasts to p-otect the rbinoceros. It was useless. 
The bullet pierced his skin like a gimlet. One might 
have believed, with a semblance of logic, that death 
would inf~bly m~e his appearance. But we 
know that within this pachyderm the substance of 
the Lord had been intioduced. He retired sorrow
fully. H it 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! 

The latter, with a sharp tug of his hand, pulled 
towards him the rope thus billasted. Mervyn, his 
head hanging downwards, is swung by its abnor
mal osci.l.&tions. His hands eagerly snatch at a gar-
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. which ;0 in to~ether 

land of everlasang-ftowers " hich he 
th l 's base agamst w 

two corners of e co umn · 'ff the weakly at-
. · his head He cames 0 · 
is beating . h him into the air. After ha~ 
mcbed flowers wit . th form of superimposccl 
pil~d up at his feet, :£ th: rol"?t in such a manner 
ellipses, a largehpart suspended half way ~p. the 
that MefVY!l angs · ·th his naht 

belis1.. the escaped convict w1 -~ 
bronze o 'At • with an accelerating 
hand makes the youth SJ>ln . lane ~el to 
motion of unifof rotandn,r.ili:J in with his left 
the axis of the co ~ ailsn the rop~ which lie at 
band, the serpentine co o 
his feet. . . . th air· Mervyn's body fol-

The sling hisses m e ' · f the . here, ever more distant rc_>m 
lows it everywtrif·· ..... 1 force ever keeping its mo
center by ~n. ~- . . 'in an aerial circomfer
bile and equidistant r.:non The civilized savage 
ence indli~~n:en~tde :f~r~ its other end, ~hich 
rel~ llle. Y eta us, that which er
he retamS with a 6:a ~~eel. He begins ~ 
roncously r:~~usuade, holding on to the rail
run aroun This maneuveihas the effect of 
ing with one ban~.. al lane of the rope's revolu
changm' ! the ongm P f f the tension. al-. · -- the orce o . non, an to ~""'"'-- it . majestically on 
ready so constderable. Now. spms d successively 
a horizontal plane, after ~avmg cC: h several in-
bY. an undetectaTb~e p~gh:CSSangle f!rmed by the 
clined planes. e n oAl • des' 
column and the rope has e3 an~ th~ murderous 

The arm of the renega e 
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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 
~ thus; alas, we know that one force added to 
another force engender a result composed of the 
smn 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 the hemp? 

The cotsair 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 bla:~ rope, resembles a comet trail
ing behind its oyant tail. The iron ring in 
the running knot, mirroring the sun's rays, iiself 
undertakes to complete this illusion. In the course 
of his parabola the condemned man cleaves the at
mospl:iere 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 JS 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 Quarrer, 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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. d ro r only to frighten little 

foX:CCd to belieye, :v~ed~and he clutches some
c~dr~ In his s "bbon of dead fd:low flowers. 
thing like a gr~t n distance, and no one can 
One must collSlder the f his ~d eyesight, 
a§Crt, despiteeallthe tCSU:~~:erlasting-flowers of 
that those r Y are . un'".nual battle waged 
which I spoke, andowhich House eqdetached from a 
close by the new pera 
giant J'Cdestal. h the dra~es in the 

It is nonetheless trQ.e t a~o longer derive the 
shape ~f a cresc~~=tlve sya_unetry from the 
~~~o!!:r: go th~re and see for yourself 
i}'1 you do not wish to believe me. 
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ssm , rts 

l replace melllncboly with cour
age, doubt with cdtaimy, de
sptdr with hope, evil with good, 
lamentations with dut.:y, scepti
cism with faith, sophistry with 
the indifference t1f calm, 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 b~ a.dmitting the night physically that one 
is able to admit 1t morally. 0, 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 
ha~e .P~tted to creep into our souls that poetry 
drippmg with weakness, resembling decay. 
. Disturb~ces, anxieti~ depravities, death, exceptions 
m the. ~hysical o~ m?ral order, the spirit of negation, 
btutalita~ hallucmataons served by the will, tortures, 
destructions, upsets, tears, dissatisfactions, slaveries, 
deep-~ing imaginations, novels, unexpected things, 
that which m~ not be done, the chemical peculiarities 
of the mystenous vulture who watches over the carrion 
of some dead ~l~usion~ precocious and abortive experi
ments, obscur1t1es with flea-like armor the terrible 
monomania of pride, the inoculation with deep stupors., 
~he .~ner~ p~ayers •. the envies, bettayals, tyrannies, 
1mp1ettes, IITlta~ons, bitternesses, aggressive insults, mad
ness, spleen, rattona1 terrors., strange uneasinesses which 
the reader would prefer not to feel, grimaces, neuroses, 
the bloody channe~ through which ?"e forces logic at 
bay, the exaggerations, absence of smcerity the saws, 
the.platitudes, the darkness, the gloom, the htfantilisms 
w~ch are ":orse than murders, the clan of court-of
ass1zes novelists, the tragedies, odes, melodramas, the 
ex.tre~es p~esented ad infinitum, reason whistled at 
with impumty, the smells of wet chicken, the sickli
nesses, the frogs, squids, sharks, desert simooms all that 
is somnambulist, cross-eyed, nocturnal, soporifi~, night-
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roving, viscous, talking-seal, equivocal, consompti~e, 
spasmodic, aphrodisiac, anemic, obscure, hennaphrodit~, 
bastard albino pederastic, phenomena of the aquaria 
and b~rded-lady, the hours drunk wi~. silent disc.our
agement, fantaSies, monsters., demor~g ~llogwns, 
ordures that which does not reflect like a child, deso
lation, 'that intellectual manchineel-tree, perfumed 
cankers, camellia-like thighs, the guilt of a wri~ who 
rolls down the slope of nothingness and scorns himself 
with cries of joy, remorse, hypocrisy, the vague per
spectives that crush you within their imper~eptible ne~
works, the serious spittings upon sacred axioms. venmn 
and their insinuating ticklings. insensate prefaces like 
those of Cromwell, Mlle. de Maupin and Dumas the 
Younger the decays, impotencies, blasphemies, asphyxi
ations, srlftin~ rages-before these disgusting chamel
houses, which I blush to mention, it is at last time to 
react against that which shocks us and so royally bows 

us down. 
You are being perpetually driven out of your .mind 

and caught in the trap of shadows constrncted with so 
coarse a skill by egoism and self-esteem. 

Taste is the fundamental quality which sums up all 
other qualities. It is the ne plus ultra of the intelligence. 
By it alone is genius the supreme health and balance of 
all the faculties. Villemain is thirty-four times more 
intelligent than EuFe Sue and Frederick 5?ulie: His 
preface to the Dictionary of the Academy will witness 
the death of Walter Scott's novels, of Fenimore Coop
er's novels, of all novels passible and imaginable. 

The novel is a false genre, because it describes pas
sions for their own sakes: the moral conclusion is lack
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 f?r It. To describe them, like Corneille, in order 
to subject .them t? a high ethic, is a different matter. 
He who will refram from doing the former at the ti · · , same 

me remammg. capable of admiring and understandin 
those to who~ ~tis given to do the latter, surpasses witf 
all the supenonty of virtue over vice him who d 
the former. oes 

By th~s 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 " b th' l h · · 1. • Y is a one 

e is more. mtel igent than Alexandre Dumas and Bal-
z~c. By this alon~, if a pupil of the third grade is con
vmced .t~at he m~st not sing physical and intellectual 
defor~ltles! by this alone he is stronger, more ca able, 
more mtelhgent, than Victor Hugo, if he had Jritten 
only novels, plays and letters. 
~lex~~e Dumas fils will never-no, never-make a 

pnze-g1vm~ sp~ech for a school. He does not know 
"'.hat morality is. Morality does not compromise. If he 
did make one, he should first strike out with a single 
s~oke ~f the pen all he had written hitherto, beginnin 
with his abs~rd. Prefaces. Summon a jury of compete:r 
men: I mamtam. that a good second-grade pupil is 
sma.rter than he m no matter what, even on the dirt 
subJeCt of courtesans. y 

. ~he masterpieces of the French language are prize
givmg sp~eches f?r schools, and academic speeches. In
~eed, the ms_truct1on of youth is perhaps the finest prac
tical expression of duty, and a good appreciation of the 
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works of Voltaire (dwell upon the word "appreciation") 
is preferable to the works themselves. Naturally! 

The best authors of novels and plays would in the 
end distort the famous idea of good, if the army of 
teachers, preservers of Right, did not constrain genera
tions young and old to the path of honesty and of work. 

In its personal name, and it must be despite it. 1 have 
just disowned, with an implacable will and a tenacity of 
iron, the hideous past of cry-baby humanity. Yes: 1 
shall proclaim beauty upon a golden lyre, making al
lowances for goitrous unhappiness and stupid pride 
which pollute at its source the marshy poetry of this 
century. I shall trample underfoot the harsh stanzas of 
scepticism, which have no reason for e.xistence. Judg
ment, once entered into the efflorescence of its energy, 
imperious and resolute, without hesitating one instant 
over the absurd uncertainties of misplaced pity, like a 
public prosecutor, prophetically condemns them. We 
must guard incessantly against purulent insomnia and 
atrabilious nightmares. 1 scorn and execrate pride, and 
the infamous voluptuousness of any irony become ex
tinguisher, which set aside justness of thought. 
\ Certain characters, excessively intelligent (there is 
~ call for you to invalidate this with the recantations 
of a dubious taste), have flung themselves head first into 
the arms of evil. It was absinthe-savory, I do not be
lieve, but harmful-that morally slew the author of 
Rolla. Woe unto the greedy1 Scarcely has the English 
aristocrat entered into the years of discretion, than his 
harp is shattered beneath tk\e walls of Missolonghi, hav
ing gathered on his way naught but the blossoms of 
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
tio~; 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 ~f 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 ease 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. ae should not have encroached upon the 
kingdoms of Satan. 
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The savage revolt of the Tropmanns, the Napoleons 

I, the Papavoines, the Byrons, the Victor ':' oirs, a?d the 
Charlotte Cordays, shall be held at a. distan~e l? my 
stem regard. These great criminals with their diverse 
titles I brush aside with a g~ture. ~om .are they 
thinking to fool here, I ask, wtth an interpostng slow~ 
ness? 0 hobby-horses of the hulks! Soap bubbles. 
Puppets •in gold leaf! Worn-out strings! Let them d_raw 

the Conrads, the Manfreds, the Laras, the sailors 
::::· resemble the Corsair, the Mephistophel~ the 
Werthers the Don juans, the Fausts, the Iagos, the 
R dins the Caligulas, the Cains, the !rid.ions, the shrews 
in ° the 'manner of Colomba, the Ahrimans, the addle
brained heretical earth-spirits who ferment ~e blood 
of their victims in the sacred pagodas of Hm~ustan. 
the snake, the toad and the crocodile, gods co0S1dered 
abnormal in ancient Egypt, the sorcerers and the de
moniac powers of the Middle Ages, the Prometheuses, 
the mythological Titans destroyed by the thnnd~r~~lts 
of Jupiter, the Evil Gods spewed out by the p~nve 
imagination of savages-the whol~ clamorous scnes. of 
pa~board devils. With the certatnty 0~ o~erw~elming 
the I seize and balance the lash of md1gnanon and 
con ~ntration, and I await these monsters firm-footed 
as their predestined conqueror. 

There are down-at-heel writers, dangerous buffoons, 
uadroon humbugs, gloomy mystifie~, actual .madmen, 
~ho deserve to inhabit Bedlam. Their s~ftemng heads 
in which there is a screw loose, create. giant phantoms 

hich sink downward instead of rising. Rugged exer
~ise, specious gymnastic. Away with you, grotesque 
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in heir la 

If 
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existed somewhere plastic reality they 
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of bulldogs, forbidden France, by sha.rkst and by 
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one may even approximately plumb the reefs and the 
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snmetning better. give vent to sufferings of 
an UD' ·me sp do tha is de onsr te, 
dying ones of the perverse maremmas! snH less 
an an co ge. itb · yv · e m olei· ity 

grand days, I within my deserted halls, 
g ;o, op Co• , si y si w pe in 
cloak of 1Uus1on1 upon reasonable tripod 1.1f appease-
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Pole, the bloody eyes of Zorilla, and the immortal can-
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lover of the Hottentot Venus, the improbable sorrows 
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and disgusting insistence, have made it consumptive. 
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to the maS5 abrogation of divine and social laws and to 
theoretical and practical wickedness. In a word', causes 
~e human backside to predominate in reasoning. Come, 
1t s my tum to speak! I rcpeaL. 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 
muddlernakers. poseurs. Whatever suffers, whatev~ 
dissects the mysteries surrounding us. does not hope. 
The paeuy that disputes the necessary truths is less 
bea?~ul than. tha~ which does not dispute them. In
deCJSlons ad infinitum, ill-used talent loss of time: 
nothing is easier to verify. ' 
T~ 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
sel~ ~ys, emphasi~ good in order to pass off de
scnpt1ons of evil-will be pardoned. It is in the name 
of thCSC: same virtues, misunderstood by Frank, that we 
are amaous to support him, 0 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 sadnC:SS ~re already the beginnings of 
doubt; d~ub~ JS the be~g of despair; despair is the 
cruel begmmng of varymg degrees of wickedness To 
convince yourself of this, read "Confession of a Cbild 

[ 314] 

'· 

.I;,., autreamont 
of the Century." The slope is fatal once we are launched 
upon it. We are sure to arrive at wickednes.'i. Beware of 
the slope. Rip out evil by the roots. Trust not the cult 
of adjectives such as indescribabl~, cr~n. incompara
ble, colossal, which shamelessly give the he to 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 t_WO of th~r 
faculties much farther than the correspondmg faculties 
of first-rate minds-Lamartine, Hugo. We are in the 
presence of the derailment of an overturned locom~
tive. A nightmare holds the pen. LC1lrn that the soul ts 

composed of a score of ~acultU:s· Don't talk to ~e abo~ 
these beggars with their outsize bats and theJr sordid 

rags! · th 'f .. fM Here is a method for provmg e m enor1ty o us-
set to the two other paets. Read to a young girl "Rolla" 
or "The Nights," 11The Fools," of Cobb, or else the 
portraits of Gwynphtine and Dea or the speech of 
Theramenus of Euripides, tranSlated into French verse 
by Racine. She starts, ~rowns, raise.s and lowers her 
hands without purpose hke a drowmng man; her eyes 
flash with greenish fires. Read to her "Prayer for All" 
by Victor Hugo. The effects are diametrically op
posed. The kind of electricity is no longer the same. 
She bursts into peals of laughter, and asks for mo~e. 

Of Hugo, nothing will be left but poems about chil
dren in which much badness is to be found. 

I ' ' 
"Paul and Virginia" shocks our deepest aspirations. 

Once upon a time, that episode, which exudes black
ness from the first to the last page, made me gnash my 
teeth. I 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 as a 
simple biography I should not attack it. It instantly 
changes character. Unhappiness becomes august 
through the impenetrable will of God who created it. 
Bue man should not create unhappiness in his books. 
This is to concentrate, with all strength, upon one side 
of things only. 0, what maniacal raving! 

Do not deny the immortality of the soul, the wisdom 
of God, the greatness of life, the order of the universe, 
physical beauty, family love, marriage, social institu
tions. Forget the funereal scribblers: Sand, Balzac, Alex
andre Dumas, Musser, Du Ferrail, Feval, Flaubert, 
Baudelaire, Leconte and the "Blacksmiths' Strike!" 

Communica.te 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 doubt 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 attack God; one attacks the im
mortality of the sou1. 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 d~w~ 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 i~ own ~iver. The 
novissima verba cause the handkercluefless 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 poetry 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; Senancourt, the Man-in-the-Petti
coat; Jean-Jacques Rousseau, the Sulky-Socialist; Edgar 
Poe, the Muckamuck-of-Alcoholic-Dreams; Mathurin, 
t?e Godfather-of ~hadows; Georges Sand, the Circum
CJSed-Hermaphrod1te; Theophile Gautier, the Incom
parable-Gr~cer; i;-~conte, the Devil's.-Captive; Goethe, 
th~ .Weepmg-S~1cide; Sainte-Beuve, the Laughing
Smdde; Lamartine, the Tearful-Stork· Lennontoff the 
Bellowing-Tiger; Victor· Hugo, the 'Funereal-Gr~en
stick; Mickiewicz, Satan's-Imitator; Musset, the Intel
lectual-Shirtless-Dandy; and Byron, the Hippopota
mus-of-the-Infernal-Jungles. · 

Doubt. h'.'8 .always e~i~d in the minority. In this 
century It 1s m the ma1onty. We inhale the violation 
of duV t~ough the pores. This is to be seen only 
once; 1t 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 ~ey . teac? the~ pupilS-youQg poets with their 
mothers. milk still moist upon their lips-to make Latin 
verses, lS to reveal to them in practice the name of 
Alfred de. Musi:et. I ask Y?u, now! Third grade teach
ers, then, m therr classes, give for translation into Greek 
verse two bloo?y 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 he~d 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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(Translator's Note: Most of the "thoughts" contained 

in the second part which follows are verses, maxims 
or aphorisms, all famous, but inverted.) 

II 

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. 
Each 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 correct, 
the first will be the consequence of the others. This is 
the true order. It marks my object by calligraphic 
disorder. I should honor my subject too much if I 
should not treat it with order. I wish to show that it 
is capable of this. 

I do not accept evil. Man is perfect. The soul does 
not fall. Progress exists. God is irreducible. Antichrists, 
accusing angels, eternal sufferings, religions, are the 
products of doubt. 

Dante, 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 un~verse take ~P arms t~ 
def end him. A drop of water is n?t sufficient for .his 
preservation. Even should the universe prot~ct hun, 
it would not be more dishonored than that which does 
not protect him. Mankind knows .th~t its reign ~as no 
death, that the universe has a begmrung. The universe 
knows nothing: at most, it is a thinking reed. . 

I imagine Elohim to be cold rather than sentunental. 
Love of a woman is incompatible with love of hu

manity. Imperfection should be_ rejecte~. N~thing is 
more imperfect .than shared eg~lSDl. ~unng life, defi
ance, recriminatton, sermons wrmen m dust, swarm. It 
is no longer the lover of Chimene; it. is .the lover of 
Graziella. It is no longer Petrarch; It is Alfred de 
Musset. 

In death, a rock by the seashore, any lake, Fontaine-
bleau forest, the island of lschia, a workroom accom
panied by a raven, a Star Chamber with a crucifix, a 
cemetery whence arises the beloved one. be?eath the 
rays of a moon which finally become irr1tatmg, some 
stanzas or a group of girls whose names are unknown 
come parading in their tum, giving t~e .author the 
measure and expressing regrets. There is m the two 
cases no dignity whatsoever. 

Error is an unhappy story. 
Hymns to Elohim .accustom ~anity to. concern itself 

not with worldly things. Such IS the s?Ield of h~ns. 
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. 
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Any?ne could contrive a literary luggage for himself 
by statmg ~he contrary of what has been said by the 
~oets o~ this ce~tury. He would replace their affirma
t10ns with negat10ns. 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 def end 
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 I 
see so many in history, they please me greatly. They 
have not been alt~gether hidden. They have been 
kno~ about. Thetr small appearances augment their 
ment. 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 r~fusal 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 acknowledge mis
ery. Man's greatness refutes his miseries. Greatness of 
a king. 

Whe? I write ~own my thoughts, they do not escape 
me. This act remmds me of my strength, which I for
get always. I teach myself in proportion to my en
sl~v~d thoughts. I strive only to understand the contra
d1ct10n 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 chaos groans, the 
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 him. If he 
praises himself, I praise him more. I conciliate him. He 
comes to the understanding that he is the angel's sister. 

Nothing is incomprehensible. 
Thought is no less clear than crystal. A religion, 

whose lies depend upon it, may cloud it for a moment, 
speaking of those effects which are long-lasting. Speak
ing of those 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 between the first 
principles and the secondary truths of life. Each thing 
rests in its place. Poetry's mission is difficult. It does not 
involve itself with political happenings, with the man
ner of governing a people, does not allude to periods 
of history, to coups-d'etat, to regicides, to court in
trigues. It tells not of the battles between man and him
self, his passions. It discovers the laws by which exist 

[ 32 3 ] 



Poesies 

political theory, universal peace, Machiavellian refuta
tions, the paper hon11 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, fabricato.rs of epigrams against divinity. Let us 
retu;n to Co~ucius, to Buddha, to Socrates. to Jesus 
Chr~ 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 "Dhcours de la 
Mlthode" after having .read 0 Bhlnice,11 Nothing .is 
1':55 na~ than to read "Traitl de rJnduction" by 
B1Cchy, Probleme du Mal" by Naville. after having 
read "Les Feuilles d'A.ut011me," "Les Contemplation1/' 
!f1e transition loses itself. The spirit rebels against the 
ironmongery, t?e mystagogy. The heart is appalled by 
t!1ese pag~ scribbled by a puppet. This violence en
lightens him. He closes the book. He lets fall a tear in 
memory of the. sa:vage. authors. Contemporary poets 
have abused t?eir mtelbgence. 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 "Traite de l'lntelligence." The soul of the 
former is not adequate to those of the latter. Fatuity 
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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 duty. This 
is something. It is bad. It is not as bad as is modem 
lyricism. The "Medea" of Legouv6 is preferable to the 
collection of the works of Byron, Capendu, Zaccone, 
F6lix, Gagne, Gaboriau, Lacordaire, Sardou, Goethe, 
Ravignan, Charles Diguet. What writer amang you, I 
pray, con bear-what" is this? What are these uprisings 
of resistance?-the weight of the monologue of Augus
tus? The barbarous vaudevilles of Hugo do not pro
claim duty. The melodramas of Racine, Corneille, the 
novels of La Calprenede, do proclaim it. Lamartine is 
capable of writing the "Phedre" of Pradon; Hugo, the 
"Wenceslas'' of Rotton; Sainte-Beuve, the tragedies of 
La Harpe or Marmontel. Musset is able to invent prov
erbs. Tragedy is an involuntary mistake, admits strug
gle, .is the first seep towards good, will not appear in 
chis work. It conserves its prestige. This is not true of 
sophistry-after the metaphysical drivel of the auto
parodists of my heroic-burlesque times is over and done 
with. 

The principle of cults is pride. It is ridiculous to 
address Elohim, as did Job, Jeremiah, David, Solomon, 
Turquety. 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 idea of virtue is one. 
Since virtue in little is also virtue in much, I permit 
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 h~ will behave ~n a manner deserving of her praises. 
~e 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. 
~ach is probable. Familiarity 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 

smgs the ~ood, evil is eliminated by this adequate act. 
I do not smg 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 
~ collecti~n of arguments. An argument is perfected 
msofar 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. 
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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 take so much 

pleasure in correcting ourselves, in praising in others 
what is lacking in ourselves. 

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, as some would for 
a five-franc piece, it sometimes seems 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 former, he 
could. I suppose he would not sooner or later discover 
the definition of sophistry. 

The words expressing evil are destined to take on a 
useful significance. Ideas improve. The meaning of 
words participates. 

Plagiarism is necessary. Progress implies it. It presses 
after an author's phrase, uses his expressions, erases a 
false idea, replaces 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 
ros~s. A ~ave of ~nno~ence flows through valleys and 
capitals, stirs the intelligence of the most enthusiastic 
poets, lets fall protection for cradles, crowns for 
youth, belief in immortality for the aged. 

I have seen men weary moralists to discover their 
hea~s and bring down upon them the blessing from 
on high. They emitted the most extensive meditations 
possible, making rejoice the Author of our happiness. 
They respected youth, age, all that breathes and does 
not breathe, paid homage to womankind, consecrated 
to chastity those parts which the body reserves the 
right to name. The firmament, whose beauty I admit, 
the earth, image of my heart, were invoked' by me in 
order to discover a man who did not believe himself 
virtuous. The spectacle of this monster, had he ma
terialized, would not have caused me to die of astonish
ment: death takes more than this. All this is beyond 
comment. 

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 all the help that 
has been granted to us for our guidance. Vauvenargues 
said: "a part of the help." 

. Whatever his ~hrase, ~line is based upon personifica
uons of the soul m sentiment. reason, the one which I 
chose at raridom, 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. 

When a p~edecesso~ u~e~ in connection with good a 
word belongmg to evil, it is dangerous 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 m~st have the right. 
He who uses for evil, words belonging to good d~es 
not possess it. He is not b,eli~ved. No one would wish 
to wear Gerard de Nerval s tie. . . 

The soul being one, sensibility, intelligence, w~ll, 
reason, imagination, may be introduced into the dis
cussion. 

I have spent much time in the study of the a~stract 
sciences. The few persons with whom I commurucated 
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 exp:ct to find 
many companions in rny stndy of mankind. That 
belongs to him alone. I was strong. There are more 
who study him than who study geo~e~ry. 

We lose our lives joyfully, prov1dmg we do not 
speak of it. . 

Passions dwindle with age. Love, which should n~t 
be classed among the passions, dwindles too. W~at it 
loses on the one hand it regains on the other. It 1s no 
longer severe with the object of its vows., doing itself 
justice: the expansion is accepted. The s~nses no longer 
have their spur to excite fleshly desll'es. Love of 
humanity begins. In the clays when a man feels that 
he has become an altar decked with bis virtues, 
makes an accounting of every sorrow, his so?l in a 
fold of the heart wherein all seems to have birth, he 
feels sqµiething which fl.utters no more. I have named 
memory. . 

The writer, without separatmg one from t?e other, 
can indicate the law which regulates each of his poems. 
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Some philosophers are more intelligent than some 

~oets. Spinoza, Malebranche, Aristotle, are not Hege
sippe Moreau, Malfilatre, Gilbert, Andre Chenier. 

Fau~t, Manfred, Conrad are types. They are not 
reasonmg types. They are types of agitators. 

Descriptions are a meadow, three rhinoceri, and half 
a bier. They can be memory and prophecy. They are 
not the paragraph that I am about to finish. 

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 soul are sufficiently confused 
to affirm that a governor is a governess only in the 
imagination of a jesting fool. 

Phenomenon passes. I seek laws. 
There are men who are not types. Types are not 

men. One must not pennit one's self to be dominated 
by the accidental. 

Judgments on poetry have more value than poetry. 
They are the philosophy of poetry. Philosophy, thus 
unders~ood, compr~ poetry. Poetry cannot do with
out p~osc;»phy. Philosophy can do without poetry. 

Racme JS not capable of condensing his tragedies 
in~o. precepts. A ~gedy is not a precept. To a similar 
spmt, a precept 1s a more intelligent action than a 
tragedy. 

Place a goose quill in the hands of a moralist who is 
a first-class writer. He will be superior to poets. 

Love of justice is with most men the courage to 
suffer injustice. 

War-hide yourself! ., 

Sen?ments ~xpress happiness, bring smiles. The 
analysis of sentiment expresses happiness, all personality 
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apart; and brings smiles. The fo~er uplift the soul, 
independently of space and duran~n, up. to ~e .con
ception of humanity considered as itself~ m their illus
trious arms! The latter uplifts the soul, ~ndependently 
of duration and space, up to the con~epbon of .human
ity considered in its highest expression, the will! The 
former is concerned with vice and virtue. The latter 
is concerned with virtue alone. Feelings know not the 
order of their going. The analysis of feeling tea.ches 
how to know this, increases the vigor of the feelings. 
With the former, all is uncertainty. They are ex
pressions of happiness, of unhapp~ess, two ext~emes. 
With the latter, all is certainty. It ~ the expremon of 
that happiness which results at a gwen mo":1cnt ~om 
knowing restraint in the midst of good and _evil pamons. 
It uses its calm to dissolve the description of those 
pamons in a principle which ci~culat~ throughout the 
pages: the non-existence of evil. Feehngs ~eep w~en 
they must as when they must not. Analysis of feeling 
does not ~eep. It possesses a latent sensibility ~hich 
takes hold without warning, bears up beyond misery, 
teaches to dispense with a guide, prO\rides a wea.pon 
for combat. Feelings, sign of weakness, are not feeling! 
The analysis of feeling, sign of strength, b~eeds the 
most magnificent feelings I know. The writer who 
permits himseli to be taken in by feelings ~hould n~t 
be considered in the same category as the writer who JS 

taken in neither by feelings ~or himself .. Youth . treats 
itself to sentimental lucubrations. Matunty begins to 
reason without difficulty. It was necessary only to feel, 
he thinks. He let his sensations drift: here he gives them 
a pilot. [f I were to consider humanity as a woman, I 
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shoul.d not ma.intain that its youth were in its decline, 
that its matunty were approaching. Its spirit changes 
for the_ better. The ideal of its poetry will change. 
Tragedies, poems, e~egics: will no longer prevail. The 
coldness of the maxlDl will prevail! In Quinault's time 
they could have understood what I have just said. 
Thanks to . a few sparse glimmerings during the Inst 
few yea:s in magazines and folios, I can myself. The 
style whic.h 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 
m~lodramas, funeral orations, odes, and religious 
science: T?ere is ~o feeling of struggle. 

Elohim is made in the image of Man. 
~1any certain thi~gs are contradicted. Many false 

thi~gs are uncontr:ad~cte~. Contradiction is the sign of 
falsity. yncontrad1ct10n is the sign of truth. 

A philosophy of science exists. It does not exist for 
po~tr:y. I know of no moralist who is a first-rate poet. 
This _is strang~, someone will say. 

. It is a horrible thing to feel what one possesses slip
ping a~ay. O~e becomes attached only with the idea 
of ~nd1?g out :f there is not something permanent. 

. Man is a sub1ect e~pty of errors. Everything shows 
him the truth! Nothing abuses him. The two principles 
~f ~th, rea~on and sense, provided they do not lnck 
smcemy, enlighten one another. The senses enlighten 
reason .by real appearances. The same service the 
render it, they receive from it. Each takes its reveng~ 
!he p~enomena of the soul pacify the senses, make 
impr~ss10ns upon them which I will guarantee not to be 
vexatious. !hey. 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. , Not by one. P.oo~ 

Hugo! Poor Racine! Poor Coppee! Poor Corneille. 
Poor Boileau! Poor Scarron! All ticks! 

The sciences have two ends which meet. The first 
is the ignorance in which man finds ~mself at birth. 
The second is that attained by great mmds. They have 
been through everything men may know, find they 
know all and meet in that same ignorance whence they 
departed'. It is a learned ignorance, which knows itself. 
Those among them who, having emerg~d from the 
first ignorance, have not been abl~ to at.tam the other, 
have a slight touch of that sufficient science and pr~
tend to wisdom. These will not trouble the world, will 
not judge everything worse than the others. The 
people, the experts, set the pace of a nation. The others, 
who respect it, are no less respected. . 

To know things, one must not know the details. As 
it is finished, our understandings are sound. 

Love is not confused with poetry. 
Woman is at my feet! 
To describe the heavens, the sky, it is not necessary 

to carry earthly materials up there. We must l~ave the 
earth and its materials there where they are m order 
to embellish life with its ideal. To speak familiarly to 
Elohim is an unsuitable buffoonery. The best way to 
acknowledge him is not to trumpet in his ears that he 
is powerful, that he created the world, that we ar_e 
maggots compared to his greatness. He knows this 
better than we. Men may refrain from informing him 
of it. The best way to acknowledge him is to console 
humanity, to attribute all to it, to take it by the hand, 
to treat it as a brother. This is truer. 
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To study order, do not study disorder. Scientific 
experiments, like tragedies, stanzas to my sister the 
gibberish of the affiicted, have no place here belo~. 

Not all laws are good to state. 
To study evil in order to produce good is not to 

study good itself. A good phenomenon being given, I 
shall seek out its cause. 

Hitherto, unhappiness has been described in order to 
inspire terror and pity. I shall describe happiness in 
order to inspire their contraries. 

A logic exists for poetry. It is not the same as that for 
philosophy. Philosophers are not as much as poets. 
Poets have the right to consider themselves above 
philosophers. 

I do not need to occupy myself with what I shall do 
later. I ~ust do as I do. I need not discover what things 
I shall discover later. In the new science; each thing 
comes in its turn, such u its excellence. 

There is the stuff of poets in moralists and philoso
phers. The poet comprises the thinker. Each caste sus
pects the other, develops its qualities to the detriment 
of those which approach it from the other caste. The 
jealousy of the fonner wH! not admit that poets are 
stronger than they. The pride of the latter declares 
itself incompetent to render justice to more sensitive 
brains. Whatever be the intelligence of a man, the pro~ 
cedure of thought must be the same for all. 

The existe?ce of ticks having been established, let no 
one be surpnsed to see the same words recurring more 
often than in their tum: in Lamartine, the tears that 
fall from the nostrils of his horse, the color of bis 
mother's hair. In Hugo, shadow and disorder form part 
of the building. 
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The science undertaken by me is a ~istinct ~cience 

of poetry. I do not sing this latter. I strive ~o 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. m
decent. The theorem does not ask to serve as applica
tion. The application made of it degrades the theor~m, 
makes it indecent. Call application the struggle against 
matter, against the rav~g.es of the. mind. 

To strive against evil is to do It too m~ch honor. If 
I pennit 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 ~e ~re. We labor 
to preserve this imaginary being, which is none other 
than the real. If we have generosity, fidelity, we a~e 
eager not to make it known, in order to attach their 
virtues to this being. We do not detach them fro1? ou~
selves to bring about this coupling. We .are valiant m 
order to acquire the reputation o! not bemg ~oltr?ons. 
Sign of the capacity of our bemg, to be d1ssati~fied 
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, 

' . I which we cannot repress, which elevates ~s. . 
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 
~heir justice is m~de to depend upon something else, it 
~s easy to make it doubtful. The people are not sub-
1ects for revolt. 

Those who are in disorder tell those who are in 
or~er 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 
~ound in man. He is created to know truth. He seeks 
1t. When he tries to seize it he is dazzled, confused in 
such a. manner. that there is no arguing with him the 
possession of 1~. Some seek to deprive Man of the 
knowl~dge ~f truth; others seek to assure him of it. 
Each is acn;ated by. motives s~ different that they 
destroy mans 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 
rever.se ~f o~der. One should incline toward generality. 
The mchnation toward self is the end of all disorder in . . ' war, m economics. 

Men, having been able to recover from death from 
mise~, from ignorance, have decided, in order ~o gain 
happmess, not to th~nk about them. This is all they 
have been able to discover as consolation for so few 
evil~. A s~per-rich consolation! It does not go as far as 
~urmg. ev~l. It conceals i~ for a little while. By conceal
mg. ~vil, it makes us thmk about remedying it. By a 
legmmate 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. M~re than an~ng el~. it ~an 
contribute most to the discovery of bis rehab1htat10~. 
This is all. Amusement, which he looks upon as his 
greatest benefit, is the ver>: l~ast of his evils. More than 
anything else, he employs 1t m the searc~ for a remedr 
for his ills. Each is a counter-proof of nusery, of man s 
corruption, with the exception of his greatness. Man is 
bored he seeks a multitude of occupations. He has an 
idea of happiness won; which, finding itself within ~ 
he seeks in exterior things. He Is happy. Unhappm~ 
is neither within us nor within other creatures. It JS 

within Elohim. 
Nature makes us happy in all states; our desires 

depict for us a state of unhappiness. lt connects wi~h 
the state in which we are the sorrows of the state m 
which we are not. When we shall arrive at these 
sorrows, we shall not be unhappy because of this; we 
shall have other desires in keeping with a new state. 

The strength of reason appears better in those who 
understand it than in those who do not. 

We are so little presumptuous that we would ~esire to 
be known upon the earth even by those who will come 
when we are no more. We are so little vain that the 
respect of five persons, or say six,. amuses. us, honors us. 

Few things console us. Many things afflict us. . 
Modesty is so natural in man's heart that ~ wor~g

man is careful not to brag, wants to have his admirers. 
Philosophers want them. Poets above all! Those ~ho 
write in favor of glory wish to have the glory of having 
written well. Those who read it wish to have the glory 
of having read it. Those who will read it will boast 

similarly. 
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Man's i~ventions increase. The goodness, the malice, 
of people m 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 
~proar that goes on about it. The silence of a cannon 
1s 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 suffi~ient to ~ake it incapable of good 
counsel. If I desire that It should discover truth, I 
~hould chase away that animal which holds its reason 
1~ check-disturbs that intelligence which governs 
kmgdoms. 

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 
t?e er1;1dite that they have resolved an algebraic equa
tion hitherto unsolvable. Others expose themsel~es to 
dangers in order t~. brag of a place that they would 
have taken less spmtually, 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 sropid of the bunch; and they are 
conscious of a. One may think of ochers who would 
not be, lacking this consciousness. 

The example of the chastity of Alexander has not 
created more continent peoples than that of his 
drunkenness ha~ created temperate people. One is not 
ashamed of havmg 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 sees one's self among the 
virtues of these great men. We hold on to them by the 
end where they hang on to the people. However high 
they may be, they are united somewhe.re with .the rest 
of mankind. They are not suspended m the arr, sep~
rated from our saciety. If they are greater than we, it 
is because their feet are as high as ours. They are all at 
the same level, rest upon the same earth. By this 
extremity they are as high as we, as children, a little 

more than the beasts. 
The best way to persuade is not to persuade. 
Despair is the least of our errors. 
When a thought offers itself to us like a truth run

ning through the streets, when we take the trouble to 
develop it, we find that it is a discovery. 

One may be just, if one is not human. 
The storms of youth precede brilliant days. 
The unconsciousness, dishonor, lewdness, hatred, 

contempt of men is worth money. Liberality multiplies 
the advantage of riches. 

Those who are honest in their pleasures are sincere 
in their business. It is a sign of a mild nature when 
pleasure make us human. . . . 

The moderation of great men lumts only their 

virtues. 
It is offensive to humans to offer them praises which 

enlarge only the bounds of their merits. Many persons 
are modest enough to suffer appreciation without pain. 

Everything should be expected, nothing feared, from 

time and men. 
If merit and glory do not make men unhappy, that 

which is called unhappiness is not worthy of their 
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sorro_w. A s~ul dei~ns to accept fortune and repose if 
the vigor of 1ts feelmgs 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 

extraordmary ones. 
Nothing true is false; nothing false is true. All is the 

contrary of dream, of falsehood. 
We must not believe that what Nature has made 

friendly should be vicious. There has not been a cen
~y or a p:ople 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 a 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 impertinent 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. 

Everything lives by action. Thence, communication 
among beings, harmony of the universe. This law, so 
fertile in Nature, 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 that springs from a random atom, lasts only 
for a day, destroys the spectacle of the universe 
throughout the ages. 

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 modems. 

We are susceptible of friendship, justice, compassion, 
reason. 0, 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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