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English dialogue list

Voice of the poet (off)

If this sleepy globe froze suddenly

If nothing woke up tomorrow !

Just a stupid block without memory.

No other noise than the eternal wind

Nothing but a lost coffin floating in the night

Voice of the poet

No new books. No one. The cabs, the mud and always the rain…

Then dusk and gaslight

The lamppost song

O Moon the blest

Of sleepless rest,

Fossilised star

Exiled afar,

Port of sail

Of Mystery’s trail

Holy Seer

Of our orgies here

The poet

Someone knows ! Somone sees ! And from the bottom of the abyss, 

he must have mercy for the anxiety of my nights.

The lamppost song

Lady bored, braving

Our café paving

Philtre igniting

Glow-worm lighting
The poet

Tells me it’s time to be

Reborn in my mocker’s part.

The lamppost song

Rosace and dome

Where last psalms roam,

Be the Ambulance

Of our credulence !

The poet

The Moon ! The Moon is my obsession…

The lamppost song

And be the quilt, Full Pardon for guilt.

The poet

Is there a cure for this confession ?

The lamppost (without answering)

I am a lamppost that is bored. Oh, you should have noticed me. Can you imagine the life of someone that can only sees at night ? A step in the distance. A sleepy cab. A drunkard who does monologues. Sometimes the moon is a puzzle for me with her good chlorotic face. Then nothing. And I’m bored, I’m bored.

I wish I could be part of the footlights of a stage. If only a spider would spin its web from one of my windows to another ! I would witness tragedies, silent death pangs. But no. Not a geometrid! Last spring, I only grilled two cockchafers.

The poet

You keep this pose with such persistance

While I am chocked in lonely distance.

The lamppost

What, still at all this rhyming Moon ? Ah,

What a most regrettable lacuna !

The poet

Arcadist

Eucharist,

The lamppost

Which winks at hearts

That mourning parts,

The poet

Sky of idylls

Wished barren vigils,

The lamppost

Baptismal font

White clowns want,

The poet

Last ciborium,

History’s moratorium,

The lamppost

Vortex-Fix

Of the Whole-Nix,

The poet

Impassive’s tribal

Mirror and Bible,

The lamppost

Infinity’s well-

Furnished hotel,

The lamppost

Good morning Mister Poet. Always sad. Well, what do you have ?

The poet

I have life

The lamppost

And what do you find so sad in life ?

The poet

Death

Hamlet
(in english in the original french version)

Words, words, words!

Hamlet

I may still have twenty or thirty years to live and

then I’ll go like the others. Just like the others ? Like all the others ! The wretchedness of not being here any longer ! Ah ! I’d like to start out  tomorrow, and search the world for the most adamantine embalming processes.

Hamlet

They also existed, the little people of History,

learning to read, doing their finger nails, lighting

their dirty lamps every evening, amorous, greedy,

vain mad about compliments and pressures of the hand and kisses, living lives that were cancans dangling in a belfry, saying : What will the weather be tomorrow ? Now winter will be beginning…

We had no plums this year. Ah ! everything is all right if it has no end.

Hamlet
And you. Silence. Forgive the Earth ;
Ah! isn’t my boredom of a superior quality !

But what am I waiting for here ? Death ! Death ! Death. Ah ! Have I time to think about death ? And can I die ? We have time, we can talk about that later.

Dying ! The idea is that one can die without noticing it, just as one can go to sleep every night.

One isn’t conscious of the last clear idea before sleep, before syncope or before Death. That’s the idea. But not to be, not to be here, not to be among the others.

Not to be able to sit down on an afternoon and press the secular sadness of  a musical chord against one’s human heart !

My father is dead, I am the prolongation of a body which no longer exists. He is over there stretched out on his back, with his hands joined.

The trapeze artist

Biblis, my sister Biblis, you have turned yourself into a source, you ! …

Hamlet

Can I do anything except lie down there on the day when my turn comes ? And people will not laugh when they look at me, properly stretched out on my back, mith my hands joined.

They will say « What, is this that spoiled young Hamlet who was stuffed with such a bitter humour ? There he is, as serious as the rest of us. Did he rebel agains the crying injustices of being there, or did he accept it in that dignified manner ? »

Oh ! Come ! Come ! Let’s be serious ! I should be able to find words, words, words ! 

Words, words, words !

Then if the idea of death remains so remote to me, it must be because I am overflowing with life, because life is holding on to me, because life wants something of me ! So, my life, we two together !

The executioner

The dead, T

hey’re discreet.

Their bed

Out of the beat.

The poet

For me clowns seem to have reached the real wisdom.

I should be a clown, I’ve missed my destiny.

Tramp
(in english in the original version)

Good night, ladies; good night, sweet ladies!

The poet

And Nature is a wife whose ploy's

To cannon us with ecstasies,

Then, without ceremony, slays

As soon as we relax or pause.

Well, let her take things at her ease

And may the lot work in her ways.

But we, the Muses we shall house,

The Nine Immortal Gleaners choose.
