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Three by Rimbaud

Ma Bohème (Fantaisie), Sensation, and Oraison du soir

Rendered by Richard Evanoff

Paul Verlaine:
You should do something about getting it published.

Arthur Rimbaud:
Why?

Paul Verlaine:
Why? Because that’s what writers do.

Arthur Rimbaud:
I couldn’t care less about being published. The only thing


that matters is the writing itself. Everything else is literature.

—Total Eclipse
Copyright 2024 by Richard Evanoff

My Bohemia

(Fantasy)

I ran away, fists thrust in torn pockets,

my coat as well looking holy.

I followed you, Muse! beneath the sky, under your spell;

Oh la la—what fantastic loves I dreamed!

I tore my only trousers.

—Tom Thumb in a daze, on my way

making rhymes—I slept out under the Dipper.

The stars rustled through the sky.

I listened to them, sitting on the roadsides

those fine September evenings, when the dew fell

on my face like an intoxicating spirit.

I spun poems from the shadows,

and like a lyre, plucked the laces

of my worn-out shoes, one foot near my heart.

Rapture

In the blue summer evenings I’ll walk along the paths,

through the fields, the prickly grass underfoot.

In a dream I’ll feel its coolness.

I’ll let the wind bathe my naked head.

I’ll be silent; my mind completely empty.

But infinite love will rise in my heart,

and I’ll wander far, far off, like a vagabond

through Nature—happy, as if I were with a woman.

Vespers
I live sitting, like an angel ensconced on a barber’s chair

clinging to a deeply etched beer mug,

my abdomen and neck both arched, clenching a clay pipe

in my teeth. An imperceptible veil of smoke fills the air.

Like steaming excrement in a dovecote

a thousand sweet dreams burn themselves into me.

At times my heart is like sapwood

dripping with youthful gold and somber blood.

Then, when I have carefully imbibed my dreams

in thirty or forty mugs, I turn

and gather myself to release a pungent need:

Gently as the Lord of cedar and hyssop

I piss as high and as far as I can into the empty sky

consecrated by purple flowers.
Annotations
The epigraph is from the film, Total Eclipse, directed by Agnieszka Holland (Burbank: New Line Cinema, 1995). Renderings are based on the original French.

