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C' est 11 Extase 

This is lauguorous ecstasy; it is all the rustling of 
the forests in the embrace of the breezes, the mur­
muring cry which the ruffled grass exhales. This
soul which is lamenting in this subdued plaint, says
that it is ours, which breathes this humble hymn, so 
softly, on this mild evening.

Il Pleura dans mon coeur

Tears fell in my heart like the rain upon the city. 
This mourning has no reason. It is truly the 
greatest pain, knowing not why, without either love 
or hate my heart bears so much pain.

L'Ombre dee arbres 

The reflection of the trees in the misty river is 
vanishing like smoke. This landscape mirrors your
own pale self. Howsadly your drowned hopes weep 
in the high trees. 

Chevaux de bois 

Turn round, keep turning, good wooden horses and 
do not stop, Turn to the tune of the victorious 
trumpet which intoxicates you. Hurry, for the 
supper bell is sounding for the empty stomachs ·· 
and dizzy heads, Night disperses the crowd of 
gay drinkers. The church tolls a mournful knell. 
Keep turning. 

Green 

Bare are fruit t, flowers. leaves and branch, and 
here also is my heart, which beats only for you. 
Do not tear 1 t apart with your two white hand,
Let me be soothed after the gentle storm; let me 
sleep a little while you rest. 

Spleen 

The roses were all red, and the ivy all black. 
The sky was too blue, too tender, the air too 
mild. When you become restless, all mydespair 
1e reborn. I am w eary of the endless country-
s ide, of everything, except you. Alasl 




