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Psaume 86 

Mon Dieu, preste moy 1 1 aureille, 
Par ta bent' nompareille~ 
Responmoy, car plus n 1 en p~is, 
Tant povre et afflig~ suis. 

Garde jete pri 1 , ma vie: 
Car de bien faire ay envie: 
Mon Dieu, garde tort servant 
En l 1 espoir de toy vivant. 

My God, lend me your ear and 
. hear me, for I am poor and 
needy. Keep Thy servant in 

.. th~ hope of 'Ihee. 

Psaume 77 

A Dieu ma voix j~ai hauss~e, 
Et rna clameur addressge 
A Dieu Jffi~1 .. vo-i.x ,a mor_tO., , 
Et mon Dieu m1 a escoutg. 
Au jour ~e rna grand 1 destresse 
Dieu a est~ mon addresse, 
Et du soir au lende~ain 
Je lui ai tendu la main. 

To God I raised up my voice, 
and my God heard me~ - in time of 
trial He ~as my comfort, and 
I held out to Him my ·harid. 

P sa time 137 

Er3tans assis ' aux rives aquatiques . ' By the rivers of Babylon, there 
De Babylon, pJ.orions ··mEiilancoli'q ue s, vre sat do~:m, yea, vie t-iept, 1:1hen 
Nous souvenans du pays de Sion: we remembered Zion. By the 
Et au milieu de 1 1 habitation, ~~eping willows we hung Gp our 
0~ de regrets tant de pleurs harp s and wept. Alas, how c~n 
/ ~· t epanu1smes, we sine he praises of our Lord 
Aux saules ver ds nos harpes no us ·in a strant;e Laric1? 
pendismes. 

Lors ceux qui 1'3. captifs nous 
emmenerent, 
De les sonner fort nous 
importunerent, 
Et de Sion les chansons r~citer • 
'T .,. ,~ ,~i i r · "' ,., · .. , ,..., , ' ~ ro tl_J. · , 1 ·· .. •· >-~· J• ''' C 1' t B I~ ·· ··~-.: ~ .. ... . ,;e,::.••Lv~' '9 '.i . .. ~ - Q •.. J: .~<J:l•t> -•-· 
: os t r istes coeurs A ciha~ter . la 

' 1 Ol: <' ~·!.LO 
De nostr e Dieu en une terre estrange? 



The Sinking Ship 
from 

Thirteen by Remy Charlip and Jerry Joyner 

This is a very old ship. 
In fact it 1 s so old it can hardly float anymore. 
In fact it's sinking. 
But it doesn't mind. 
It's been everywhere 
Seen everything. 
Be e n in many battles too! 
Too many. 
Tha t's why it's sinking. 
And although it has been around the worldp 
It's going down happy. 
Because 
It has never been to the bottom of the sea before. 

Lost . 
Eve Recht (ag e 11) 

from Miracles: Poems bv children of the English-speaking world 
Collected by Richard Lewis . 

He lost it over tl;le dark gray hills 
Of wonder-
Where fingerless oaks Brow; 
Where the fruitless orange groves blow 
In the merciless 
Hungry 

Wind. 

It must, by novJ, 
Be torn 
BetvJeen 
The lush brown Earth 
And the raging winter sky. 

The wind must have 
I}i~::! gg ed it, 
Ove r Noors, 
Fie lds and Mountains 
Whi le he was at home 
Enj oying his pipe. 



Chansons Mad~casses 

(Songs from Madagascar) 

I 

Nahandove ~ o belle Faha.riclove! .. 
L'oiseau nocturne a commenc~ ses cris, la pleine lune brill~ sur rna 
t@te, et la ros€e naissante humecte mes chevaux. Voici 1 1 heu~e: 
qui peut t 1 arrite~, N&h~ndove, o belle Nahandove? Le lit de fauiiles 
est pr€par'; je 1 1ai parsem~ de fleurs et-dtherbes odorif~rapt~sr 
il est digne de tes ch~rrnes, Nahandove, 8 belle Nahandove! 
Elle vient. J 1 ai i~c~rin~ _ la . respiration pr~cipit~e que donn~ une 
marche rapide; j 1 enterid~ le froissement de ld pagne qui 1 1 enveloppe: 
c 1 est elle, c 1 est ell~, · c 1 est elle, c 1 e~t Nahandove, · ~a belle · 
Nahandovel · · 
6 reprends haleine, me jeune amie; repose-toi sur 6es g~noux. Que ton 
regard est enchant~ur, que 1~ mouvement de ton sein ·est vif et 
d~licieux soti~ la main qui le presse! Tu souris, Rahandove, ~ belle 
Nahandove! 
Tes baisers p~n~trent juiqu 1 ~ 1 1ime; tes c~resses brfilent tous mes 
sans: arr8te, ou je vais mourir. Meurt-on de vblupt~, Nihand6ve~ 
6 be lle Nahandove? 
Le plaisir passe comme una ~clair; ta ·douce halaine s 1 affaiblit, 
tes yeux humides se referment, ta t~te ae penche mollem~nt~ et tes 
transports %'6teignef!.t dans la l angueur. Jam.ais tune fus si belle, 
Nahandove, o belle Nahandove! . 
Tu pars~ et j e vais languir dans les regr0ts et les' de sirs; j e 
languira.i jusqu 1 au soir;, tu reviench~.a s ce soir, Na bandove, ~ belle 
Nahandove! · 

Nahandove, oh beautiful · ~ahandove! 
The night bird has begun its, cries, the full moon is shinirl.g on my . 
head, and the nasc~dt dew is ~oistening my hair. The time has cchle~ " · 
t-.rho can stop you, 1-Hiha.ndove, oh beautiful Nahandove? The bed of . 
leaves is prepared; .I have strewn it with sweet-smelling flbwers apd 
herbs. It is wortHy of your charms, Nahandov~, oh beauti£ril · · 
Nahandove! 
She is coming. I reco gnized the rapid breathing b~ought . on by qtiick 
steps. I hear the rustling of the lo:;i.n .. cloth .that covers her: · :Lt is 
rhe~ it is she, it is she, it is Nahandove 9 the beautiful Nahandove! 
Oh, catch your breath~ my young friend; re8t upon my kn~s~. Hrrw 
encb.anting is your gaze, ho\V" alive and delid.cus is tlw mo•··eme11t of 
ycur breast beneath the hand that presses itl Yet~ smile, Nahandove, 
oh beautiful Nahandove! 
Your kisses penetrate to my soul; your careRses burn al l my sense8: 
s t~p, or I shall die. Can one die of pleasure, Nahandove 9 oh 
bGa utiful Nahandove? 
Tb ~ pleasure passes like a flash of lightning; your swe et breath 
we akens, your moist eyes close, your head bends softly, and your 
ecstasy is extinguished in languor. Never were you so bea utiful~ 
N ~handove, oh beautiful Nahandove! 
!0u leave, and I will l angui sh in re ~re ts and desires ; I wil l 
Janguish unti l the evening ~ you 'vV'ill come back tonight;; Nahandove , 
oh beautiful Nahnndove! 



II 

Aoua! Aouai l1~fiez-vous des blancsp habitans du rivage. 
Du terns de nos p~res, des blanca descendirent dans cette 1le; on 
leur dit: VoilA des ter~es; que vos fenmes les cultiv~nt. Soyez 
j ustes p soyez bons, et devene ~:; nos freres. 
Les blancs promirent, et cependant ils faisaient des retranchemens. 
Un fort mena9ant s 1 ~leva; le tonnc:,·:ce fut renferme dans des 
bouches d 1 airain; leurs prfttres voulurent nous donner un Dieu que 
nous ne connaissons pas; ils parl er e.nt enfin C-. 1 obeissance et 
d 1 esclavar;e~ plutt'>t la mort!, Le car;:: ~. 2 0 fut long et terriblep 
mais, malgr~ la foudre qu'ils vomissaient, et qui 'crasait des 
armees enti~res, ils furent tous extermines. Aoua! Aouai M6fiez­
vous des blancs! 
Nous avons vu de nouveaux tyrans, plus forts et plus nombreux ,· 
planter leur pavilion sur le rivage~ le ciel a combattu p6~r nous; 
il a fait tomber sur eux les pluies, les tempete s et les vents 
empoisonn6s. Ils ne sent plus, et nous vivons, et nous vivons 
libres. 
Aoua! Aoual Nefiez-vous des blancs, habi tons du rivafe. 

A0ua! Aoua! Beware of the whites,who live on the shore. 
During our fathers' time, the whites d escended upon this island; 
we said to them: There is land; let your wives cultivate it. 
Be fair, be good, ·and become our brothers. 
The whites promised, and in the meantime they were building fort­
ifi~ations. A threatening fortress arose; the thunder was en­
closed in throats of bronze; their priests wanted to giv e us a 
God that we did not know; finally they spoke of obedience and of 
slavery: Sooner death! The carnage -vms J. on g and terrible 9 but 
in spite of the lightning wh~ch th~y vomited, and which crush~d 
entire armies, they w~re all exterminated. Aoua! Aoua! beware 
of the lvhites! 
~'Je have seen nEnv tyrants, stronger a_nd more numerous, p lant their 
flag on our shores: the sky has fought . f or us9 it has made rain 
fall on them, storms and poisonous winds. They are no longer~ 
and we live, and we live free. 
Aoua! Aoua! Beware of the wHites, who live on the shore. 



III 

Il est doux de se c.oucher durant la chaleur sous un arbre touffu, 
et d 1 attendre que le vent du soir am~ne la fra1cheur. 
Femmes, approchez. 
Tandis que je me repose ici sous un arbre touffu, occupez mon 
oreille pa r vous accens prolong~s; r6p~tez la chanson de l a jeune 
fille, lorsque ses doigts tressent la natte, ou lorsqu 1 a s si se 
aupr~s du riz, elle chasse les oiseaux avides. 
Le chant pla!t i mon ime, l a danse est pour moi presqu 1 aussi 
douce qu 1 un baiser. Que vos pas scient lents, qu 1 ils imitent 
les attitudes du plaisir et 1 1 abandon de la volupt~. Le vent 
du soir se l~ve; la lune commence ~ briller au travers des arbres 
de l a nonta gn e. 
Allez, et pr~parez le repas. 

How pleasant it is to lie down during the heat un-~r a shady tree, 
and to wait for the evening wind to bring coolness. 
Nom en, approach. 
While I rest here under a shady tree, fill my ear with your pro­
loneed tones; repeat the son c of the young girl , when her fingerG 
weave the matting, or when sitting near the rice, she chases away 
the greedy birds. 
The song is pleasing to my soul, the dance is for me, almost as 
gentl e an a kiss. May your foot steps be slow 9 may they imitate 
the attitudes of pleasure and the ease of sensuality. The evening 
wind is rising; the moon is beginning to shine through the trees 
on the mountain. 
Go, and prepare the meal. 
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