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Translating Style in Dazai Osamu’s Ningen Shikkaku

MICHAEL TYNAN

Abstract

Dazai Osamu (1909-1948), born Tsushima Shiji, remains famous throughout
Japan, with his magnum opus, A /% %#% (Ningen Shikkaku), being the second
most purchased book in Japan of all time. Despite this fame, it is rare to see his
texts in circulation in English, and those that do exist are largely relegated to
manuscripts and translations put forward in journals (Lyons 1). However, with his
texts being released to the public domain, many have seen re-translation; notably
Ningen Shikkaku was translated as No Longer Human and recently retranslated as
A Shameful Life. This essay attempts to analyse Dazai’s style and most famous
literary techniques in Japanese, and considers the techniques used by different
translators to emulate these techniques in English. In doing so, it hopes to create an
understanding of the effect of these techniques on the audience, and how to recreate
them effectively in translation.

Introduction

Who is Dazai Osamu?

Dazai Osamu (1909-1948), born Tsushima Shiji, is regarded as one of Japan’s greatest authors,
due to, or perhaps despite, his numerous transgressions against not only the law, but also his
moral conduct in general; discussions of his life invariably return to his addictions to alcohol
and opioids, his many affairs, and his equally numerous suicide attempts. It is no surprise, then,
that when Dazai committed suicide shortly after completing the final chapter of A /4 #
(henceforth Ningen Shikkaku) that the mystery of Dazai and his near flagrant disregard for
Japanese societal norms became part of his charm. This charm continues to this day, with
Ningen Shikkaku spawning several manga, anime, and live action film versions as recently as
2019, and being revered as a classic in Japan; Lyons (1) likens his level of popularity and tone
to that of F. Scott Fitzgerald and J. D. Salinger in the West.

While he is famous within Japan, the selection of texts translated into English that is
commercially available to the public is limited: Lyons (iii) noted that at the time of his writing,
only ##/ (Henceforth Shays) and Ningen Shikkaku were commercially available, and they
had been translated in the 1950s. In the years since, Dazai’s works in their entirety have entered
the public domain, inspiring more translations, though much remains hidden away in academic
texts, or has simply not been translated at all.

Ningen Shikkaku
This research aims to interrogate how translators have attempted to emulate Dazai Osamu’s
style in translating his works from Japanese to English. To do so, | will consider his most
famous work, Ningen Shikkaku and its two translations by Donald Keene and Mark Gibeau.
Ningen Shikkaku is semi-autobiographical, fitting into the FA/Ngit. (shishosetsu), or “I-Novel”
genre, like most of Dazai’s other works. The main difference is that while Dazai’s short stories
were often single instances or events that he detailed without hiding that it was, in fact, his life,
Ningen Shikkaku dramatizes, alters, or entirely invents events, and is done so under the guise
of a man reading the diaries of the character meant to represent Dazai, Oba Y0z0.

Ningen Shikkaku opens with an unnamed narrator effectively stumbling upon three
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journals and pictures of a man he has never met, Oba Y6z0, and publishes them as a writer,
after which Y06z0 becomes the narrator. In his journals, Y5z0 details the varied events of his
life, and the reader follows him as he attempts to relate to those around him through consistent
pranks, which he refers to as “clowning”. Believing himself to be alone, fundamentally not a
human being and therefore incapable of understanding others and being understood himself,
he sinks deeper into depression and addictions to drugs and alcohol, before finally ending his
journals in a decrepit house. While the reader is left to ponder his fate, we switch back to the
unnamed narrator, who returns to discuss the journals with the madam of a bar from whom he
first received them. Here, the real question of the text is revealed: is Y0z0 the “angel” the
madam believes him to be, or the distasteful man with whom our narrator initially presented
us? Particularly when Dazai’s life so closely mirrors that of Y6z0, the internal conflict within
Dazai of whether he deserved pity and redemption or to be cast out of society is what stays in
the audience’s mind, and what spurred it to become a modern classic.

This closeness between Dazai and Y06z6 is key, and, mixed with the knowledge that
Dazai himself is a fictionalized version of Shiji, has been the source of much critical
consideration; notably, Keene, Gibeau, and Lyons all agree that the three are entirely distinct
characters, despite being superficially the same man. Lyons (3-4) summarizes this tension
succinctly by indicating that the main character, Oba Y6z0, is a fictionalized version of Dazai
Osamu, who himself is an authorial persona of Tsushima Shaji. For this reason, when | refer
to the author, | refer to him as Dazai Osamu; similarly, when | refer to the character, I refer to
Oba Y0z0. The lines between the two are blurry at times, so it is important that it is Dazai’s
style (as author) and Y6z0’s voice (as principal narrator): while Dazai is the one writing, it is
Y5z0 whose emotional response gives meaning to the words.

Research outline

This research focusses on Ningen Shikkaku not only because it is Dazai’s most commercially
successful work in Japanese, but also because it provides us with the greatest detail and number
of examples of his stylistic choices. | will also consider the importance of the sixty years that
divide Donald Keene and Mark Gibeau’s respective translations, which saw not only great
changes within Japan, but also in how Japan and Japanese people were seen, as well as norms
in Japanese to English translation.

In essence, this research intends to: (1) consider Dazai’s most famous techniques in
Japanese; (2) consider how these have been emulated in the English target text (TT); (3) search
for similarities and differences across the two translations; and (4) consider the effect of these
different techniques on a TT audience. To do so, | will: (1) Consider the analysis of style and
literary techniques put forward by academics and translators, and (2) analyse short sections of
the texts in the source text (ST) and two TTs that best display these techniques and what effects
these would have on their respective audiences. Currently, there is a lack of research on Dazai
from a Translation Studies perspective; indeed, most of the references pertaining specifically
to Dazai in this research are both several decades old and only included as part of anthologies
of translations done by the same translator who is commenting on Dazai. Given that Dazai’s
work in its entirety has recently entered the public domain, and there are likely to be a variety
of re-translations in the future, it would be beneficial to provide translators with an
interpretation of Dazai’s style and how to emulate it. There is also likely to be significant
overlap with Dazai’s style and that of other Japanese authors. Therefore, it would be useful to
consider the analysis put forward in this research in terms of how one might translate similar
stylistic techniques of other Japanese authors, particularly as authors such as Haruki Murakami
push Japanese translated texts into the mainstream in English bookstores.



Literature review

The nature of style

To begin a critical review of Dazai’s style in translation, we must begin with an understanding
of what “style” means, and how it is understood in translation studies. Wales (398) describes
style (in part) as “the set of features peculiar to, or characteristic of an author; his or her
‘language habits’” and, importantly in terms of translation, that “stylistic features are basically
features of language; so style in one sense is synonymous with ‘language’”; that is, that the
language in which a text is written is an important feature of its style.

Boase-Beier (32) follows the same definition given by Wales, and notes that style in
translation is difficult because there are effectively two styles: that of the ST, and that of the
TT. While the TT’s style is informed by the style of the ST, it is also informed by the
translator’s understanding of authorial intent, as the thematic message of the author is
intrinsically linked with their writing style; as each reader has a different understanding of
authorial intent, this can impact the translation. Boase-Beier (32) further notes that style is
merely “perceived”: meaning is “constructed according to the cognitive context of the person
reading”, and so while there may be “communal elements”, there will also be individual ones.
In short, a translation is read through the lens of the reader, who in turn is reading it through
the lens of the translator, who is reading it through a lens of perceived authorial intent and
thematic concerns (which may not be what the author had intended).

The translation of style

If we accept Boase-Beier’s suggestion that style is interpreted by the reader as much as it is
written by the author, and that as a result a translator will bring their own understanding of
style through in their translation, then we must understand how Dazai’s techniques affect the
reader. Reader-response theory supports this understanding, and essentially supposes that a text
is transactional: regardless of what the original author had intended, its existence is determined
based on those who read it, perceive it, and react to it (Johnson 161).

This is useful in terms of this research for two reasons: Firstly, as Boase-Beier has
indicated, translation of literary texts relies on the translator’s interpretation of a text, and
therefore is inextricably linked with the effect that the text has on the reader, rather than
authorial intent; Secondly, and perhaps most importantly, the translators of Dazai’s works, in
particular of Ningen Shikkaku, have admitted that Dazai is a mystery in terms of his intent.
Gibeau (137) notes that while Dazai’s suicide pushed Ningen Shikkaku’s sales, it “also made it
impossible for the mind of Tsushima Shiiji to ever be known”, and it is this mystery that
surrounds him that makes his intent almost impossible to confirm. Knowing that we cannot
understand Dazai as an author, all we can do in terms of analysing his works is to analyse the
range of potential effects on the audience, intended or not.

Translation as interpretation

Gutt (69-70) notes that contemporary (post-1960s) translational theory has generally focused
on translating the meaning of the text, rather than its stylistic features; this presents an issue
insofar as, as Boase-Beier noted, these interpretations of meaning may be incorrect, and
stylistic techniques are important in expressing this meaning. Because meaning and style are
closely linked, it is important that translators consider both the content and form of fiction in
their translation.

While it is impossible for one to be able to remove one’s prejudices and read entirely
as the author intended in any circumstance, this is particularly pronounced when the time and
place in which the author has written is distant from one’s own (Gutt 78). Given that we are to
consider Dazai in an increasingly modern context as we compare Keene and Gibeau’s
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translation, this is of particular importance. Gutt (78) notes that where contextual assumptions
about a text are incorrect, the ambiguities will be resolved incorrectly, and lead to a cascade in
which the original intention is missed entirely, and that this becomes more likely the further
away from the time and cultural context one is. In answer to this issue, Gutt (79) suggests that
this problem could be resolved two ways: either the translator supplies the contextual
information (e.g., in the form of a footnote), or adds an expository comment as part of the text
that explains the contextual implication.

Keene saw fit to include a foreword about the importance of Japanese writers of the
time as divorced from their own literary tradition, whereas Gibeau includes an afterword to
explain the relevance of Dazai’s life to the writing of Ningen Shikkaku, and necessarily its
connection to the shishasetsu. In comparing these commentaries, we can see that there is an
increasing need to explain the writings of Dazai to the average reader, as Gutt anticipated.

Japan and Orientalism

As this research intends to consider the difference between the two translations, we should also
consider how translation norms have changed over time. In Keene’s (3) foreword, he notes that
“for once nobody thought to use the damning adjective ‘exquisite’ about an unquestionably
Japanese product”, suggesting that views on Japan and the Japanese directly following WWII
were often exoticized as part of an Orientalist mindset. In his scathing discussion of
Orientalism, Said (9) suggests that “the Orient” is a European invention that allowed it to
contrast itself to its oldest and richest colonies, its cultural competitors to which it needed to
continue to be superior; following WWII, America continued this tradition with China and
Japan, becoming the pre-eminent power within the Pacific.

Keene was thoroughly frustrated with Orientalism and commented in his foreword that
the Japanese are no different to Americans than Europeans, and that this is particularly reflected
in their literature. Fowler (On Naturalizing 116) continues this critique, noting that languages
such as Japanese are often forced into awkward approximations and equivalents in English,
while English itself continues with no bending of the rules allowed, and lamenting that what
are considered the best translations are those that do not sound or feel like translations, despite
obvious differences in culture, setting and, of course, language. Two years later, Fowler
(Rendering Words 3) furthered this discussion, noting that the great strides of Japanese
translation in the 1950s were what had hindered later translations: the whiplash of change from
the pre-war Japan (an immediate encroaching power that encouraged nothing but fear) to post-
war Japan (an exoticized ancient land full of mystery and intrigue) was too much for the
average American audience to withstand. Thus, interest in Japanese literature dwindled as it
failed to capture both the reality of modern Japan and American preconceptions of it.

While interest in Japan increased in the 1980s, following the so-called “economic
miracle”, this interest was largely in society and economy, rather than literature; indeed, Fowler
(Rendering Words 4) cites that only fifty-four and twenty-two Japanese texts had been
translated into US and UK English respectively in 1981, while the number of texts translated
from all other languages that year was 1086 and 1035 respectively. So, while Japanese
literature saw a “golden age” in the 1950s (Fowler, Rendering Words 8), this was followed by
years of floundering in which Japan’s cultural sway was limited in comparison to that of its
economic power. As a result, many translators were encouraged to treat Japan as “the Other”,
exaggerate its foreignness, and encourage an exoticized view of the country (Fowler,
Rendering Words 6), yet simultaneously, and contradictorily, be accessible to the average
reader.



Modern Japan

Younger readers may express some confusion at this: Japan’s cultural power has been
considered a key part of its economic and political agenda for quite some time following the
nation’s rebranding efforts of “Cool Japan” that were solidified in the 2000s (Ronalds 27).
Hijiya-Kirschnereit (144) notes that while Japanese writers, up to and including the twentieth
century, were avid readers of international literature, they rarely aspired for their own literature
to be translated. This, Hijiya-Kirschnereit (145) says, changed in the 1990s, when periodicals
promoted translation out of Japanese, alongside support programs and prizes, though many
Japanese authors continued to refuse to grant translation rights. More modern writers, however,
have taken to performing what Hijiya-Kirschnereit (147) refers to as “pretranslation” (that is,
the act of writing in a manner that presupposes translation), and refers to Haruki Murakami as
a pre-eminent user of such a form. Hijiya-Kirschnereit (148) notes that while pretranslation is
not unique to Japanese, it is certainly very present in the ways that writers attempt to make a
text distant from its home nation, both linguistically and in descriptions of locales and
characters. In summary there appears to be an effort in STs to make texts less Japanese in order
to appeal to the international audience.

Keene and Gibeau

The theory discussed thus far can be seen in the different views that the two translators have
brought to their respective translations of Ningen Shikkaku. Donald Keene (1922-2019) is an
extremely famous translator, both within and outside of Japan, and was known particularly for
his work during Fowler’s (Rendering Words 8) aforementioned “golden age” of translation in
the 1950s. Working as an intelligence officer in WWII, Keene was interested in the diaries of
Japanese soldiers that he translated, leading him to gradually increase his role as a translator
after the war and become one of the leading Japanologists of his, if not all, time.

Mark Gibeau is a current senior lecturer of Japanese language and Culture at Australian
National University, specializing in literary translation and Japanese post-war literature.
Gibeau and Keene share some similarities insofar as both were professors at the time their
translations were published, and interest in similar Japanese authors; obviously, however, their
translations must certainly be different enough to warrant Gibeau’s retranslation. Commenting
on this, Gibeau (138) says that A Shameful Life “is not intended to be a criticism of [Keene’s]
work” but notes that his “answers” to the questions of translation “differ significantly from
Keene’s answers” (140).

Methodology
This research intends to consider how the effect of specific language techniques used by Dazai,
making up his “style”, have been replicated for English audiences by considering how his
magnum opus has been translated. Ningen Shikkaku was chosen because, as his last completed
work, it shows Dazai’s coming-of-age as an author (Lyons 17), as well as a variety of examples
of his stylistic techniques. Drawing on two translations, specific short sections, in which the
ST is compared with the TT and TT2, will be chosen for dissection.

In comparing the three texts, | shall consider the techniques that the translators of both
TT1 and TT2 have used to emulate Dazai’s ST, and their respective effects on the audience.
The aim is not to look for whether the translators have kept the exact same techniques as Dazal,
as this would be near impossible in some instances in English. Instead, this analysis explores
how, where, and why translations differ from one another, and the potential effects of
translation choices on readers, in order to inform later translations of new texts.



Analysis

Narrators and author

As has been discussed in the introduction, Oba Y6z0 and Dazai Osamu are fictionalized
versions of Tsushima Shiiji, and Ningen Shikkaku sets itself apart from large swathes of Dazai’s
work in being a far more fictionalized account of his life. Within Ningen Shikkaku itself,
though, lies a hidden fourth character: the unnamed narrator, who provides us with further
opportunity for unreliable narration. While Shiji masquerades as Dazai, Dazai fictionalizes
himself in Y5z0 (who, by his own admission, never speaks a single word of truth), and then
finally the obtrusive unnamed narrator who has never known Y0z0 reads his diaries and
immediately notes his contempt for him. The mystery of narration and truth becomes ever more
confusing, as while our unnamed narrator has no reason to lie, and Yoz0 is supposedly writing
a journal that is not intended for other readers yet reads as a performative memoir, we cannot
shake the belief that there are lies, hidden truths or a message from Dazai in the words of the
characters. These four characters (Shiji, Dazai, Y0z0, and the narrator), all similar and yet
distinct, create something of a house of mirrors, wherein truth is distorted, and any hope of
finding the reality of events becomes difficult, if not impossible.

The difficulty, then, becomes extracting Dazai’s sincerity from this web of writers: is
it Dazai, the unnamed reader of the diaries, or Y0z0 speaking? Is the lack of clarity intended
to be more “clowning” on the behalf of Dazai? Should readers even be concerned about this
given that Dazai’s suicide leaves these questions forever unanswered? These are questions
often posed by Dazai’s translators, and, of course, spring forth a variety of interpretations.

Dazai Osamu’s Style

Referring solely to Dazai’s ST for the moment, we can look to Dazai’s “language habits”
(Wales 346) for an idea of what we should consider in translation. Lyons (ix) summarizes his
style succinctly in writing that “while Dazai’s language is accessible and evocative, it is also
idiosyncratic and sometimes oblique”, and points to his “long and meandering” sentences,
repeating “words or phrases from one sentence to another”, paragraphs that “run on for a page
or more”, “direct quoted statements without quotation marks”, and “the shift of pronoun
referent within a single paragraph” as his most notable techniques. This typically means that
while Dazai’s style lends itself to short, simple clauses in Japanese that flow readily into one
another and excluding information such as the subject, it causes issues in translation with
sentences too long for English to sustain comprehensibly, and often requires changing subtle
shifts into new sentences and even paragraphs.

In this research, | will look specifically at his extended sentences (as they often include
far more clauses and sub-clauses than can realistically be used in English), quoted statements
without quotation marks, and others. These have been chosen because they directly relate to
the interpretation of the narrative voice within Ningen Shikkaku, as will be discussed
individually with examples. While I discuss Dazai’s style, there is no doubt that similar
techniques will be used by other writers, as is always the case in any language, and so this
research also hopes to add perspective upon which translators of other authors can consider
translation based on style.

Mind Style

Bockting describes mind style as being “concerned with the construction and expression in
language of the conceptualization of reality in a particular mind” (159); that is, that the use of
language indicates the way the world is perceived at any given moment by a character through
their narration. This is crucial within texts such as Dazai’s where the narrator is not omniscient
but merely a character: In Ningen Shikkaku, readers are always aware that Dazai is author, yet
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similar to his character and narrator, Y0z0, and so we can feel an overlap between the style and
voice of the two. In considering the below techniques, we should be aware of how they are all
representative of the mind of Y0z0, and indeed perhaps Dazai himself.

Example 1: Free Indirect Discourse

Maier (346) refers to dialogue without quotations as part of “free indirect discourse”. Free
Indirect Discourse (henceforth FID) is a mix of indirect or reported speech in which the speech
of a character and that of the narrator blends, so it is difficult to tell which of the two is speaking
and is often marked by a lack of reporting clause. This can be marked by a merging of narrative
and story-time, what Wales (120, 199-200) refers to as “Histoire” and “Discours” respectively.
For example, while a story may be narrated in past tense (Histoire), the character is
experiencing it in their present (Discours), and thus in a merging of the two voices one can see
the change in voice through tense.

However, FID does not wholly match with Dazai’s style: as mentioned before, our
narrator and character in Ningen Shikkaku are one and the same, and so we are not shifting
from omniscient narrator to character, but from narrator to deeper within the mind of the
character (who is that self-same narrator). It is often used to represent a form of retreat by
Y0520, who, unable to address his feelings nor communicate with others, falls back in on
himself.

For example, let us consider the below passage:

NG R -3

e, B, B2l ANHTHELS LD 2L 712,

CINKLEDEWHEDEHT., DT DED 5 THBEDRED /NS itz
AOVHEDOEAENTHWBIDNRRZLLEN, T =D &5, &
WIAAEARNKREQG LD, BRI RS HMBORRA., £ 5 4450 T
%5 &N 2> TRT. KBEARCBEECELS >l &
Halbid b )80l Mba. ZIFOLEE T L2028 0 f1]
LA T, ZOMRD. WARALWABRHELEDH B2 BT CICHE»
SEEN T, HETEEELEE2EILO TN, BAAKRKTL THL H
DEMARE. FPOROEHRP > TS NEEELS, ZRRICLAEWVT
W, CAOLOERETHEHLZBRLLLOZOFHTEHIOTL 12,

(Dazai 147)

Disqualified as a human being.

I had now ceased utterly to be a human being.

| came at the beginning of summer. Through the iron bars over the windows I
could see water-lilies blossoming in the little pond of the hospital. Three months
later, when the cosmos were beginning to bloom in the garden, my eldest brother
and Flatfish came, to my great surprise, to take me out. My brother informed me in
his habitually serious, strained voice that my father had died of gastric ulcers at the
end of the previous month. “We won’t ask any questions about your past and we’ll
see to it that you have no worries as far as your living expenses are concerned. You
won’t have to do anything. The only thing we ask is that you leave Tokyo
immediately. I know you undoubtedly have all kinds of attachments here, but we
want you to begin your convalescence afresh in the country”. He added that | need
not worry about my various commitments in Tokyo. Flatfish would take care of
them.

11



(Keene 167-8)

A human, failed.

| had, utterly and completely, ceased to be human.

When | arrived, it was early summer, and, peering through the bars of my
window, | could see the red blossoms of lilies floating atop the small pond in the
hospital garden. Three months later the cosmos were starting to bloom, and, my
eldest brother, with Flounder in tow, appeared out of the blue to get me out. Father
had died of a gastric ulcer at the end of last month. We don’t care about your past.
We don’t want you to worry about money. You don’t have to do anything. In
exchange, you have to leave everything, get out of Tokyo right away, and go to the
countryside to recover. We know you still have unfinished business in Tokyo but
Shibuta has already taken care of most of the loose ends so you don’t need to worry
about it. My brother spoke in his characteristically tense, somber manner.

(Gibeau 115-116)

In one of the most memorable sections of the text, as Y06z0 is at his absolute lowest and,
moments before his final diary ends, we see how the character’s mind wanders: He conflates
his arrival and departure within a single sentence, the blooming of the lilies and cosmos
painting the background of an otherwise sombre, one-sided conversation between himself and
his brother. As with most other times in which Dazai opts for this dialogue without quotations,
Y020 is devoid of agency, and has retreated to the recesses of his mind, incapable and/or
unwilling to voice his concerns or act on them. We understand here that Y0z0 is empty, and
that things happen around him, but he no longer acts; he is, as he was described in the final
photograph, “devoid of expression” (Keene 16).

In Keene’s translation, there is a considered use of quotation marks, alongside some
syntactic reformatting: while Dazai ends his sentence with a comment on his brother’s tone,
Keene precedes his quotes with this. However, Keene does eschew traditional English
conventions by including quotations within the paragraph, rather than beginning a new line. It
is interesting to note that he also follows the large slab of quotations with a simple sentence to
summarize Shibuta’s" role in this, which was otherwise included in the brother’s speech in the
ST. Finally, and most importantly, Keene has translated the singular, long, winding sentence
into a variety of shorter, sharper, sentences, moving hypotaxis to parataxis.

Keene’s use of quotation marks where there are none in the Japanese is fairly consistent,
as we will see in the other examples, and was likely used to avoid confusion because Dazai’s
technique is not used in the same way as FID. The use of parataxis, on the other hand, is an
effective way of communicating Y06z0’s apathy, particularly as, while the sentence itself is
extensive, the clauses are exceptionally short and simple to parse in the ST.

In contrast, Gibeau’s translation does not have quotation marks, and attempts to relay
at least part of the ST’s hypotaxis by using multiple commas and conjunctions until Y6z0’s
brother begins speaking. While the hypotaxis does give a momentary sense of confusion, the
sentences group specific ideas, such as Y6z0’s arrival followed by the arrival of his brother
and Shibuta in the next sentence: the hypotaxis is not sustained enough to capture the ST’s
strangeness nor detachment. The lack of quotation marks, emphasized by the pronoun “we”
that was present in the ST and indicate it is not Y0z0 speaking, do well to capture the strange
retreat by Y6z0 into his mind, however. This effect appears to better capture the ST’s escapism

The translation of the more commonly used nickname, t = # (Hirame) differs in the two translations, so I will
defer to his real name instead.
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and helps readers to imagine Y0z0 as the empty husk who is now beyond caring about the
situation.

Example 2: Hypotaxis

“Hypotaxis”, as per the definition put forward by Wales (204), is a heavy use of subordination
by means of conjunctions to connect clauses. In her research of English-language hypotaxis,
Cerban (52) refers to the 2006 short story Manhattan Days by Hermione Lee to describe its
use and effects: Interestingly, while there is indeed a heavy use of conjunctions and the
associated punctuation of commas and semicolons, the sentences are relatively short, in direct
contrast to Dazai’s use in which his sentences can span entire paragraphs, and thereby entire
pages.

Of importance is Cerban’s (53-4) discussion of how these clauses are either a form of
elaboration (a clause that expands on another, generally giving additional information while
focusing on the same event or idea), enhancement (a clause that qualifies another with
circumstantial information such as place or time, etc.), or extension (a clause that provides new
information, gives an exception or alternative). Dazai’s use of hypotaxis is largely one of
elaboration and enhancement: There are often ideas that have multiple new actions performed
while serving the same main action, and, when these actions have reached their limit of
information, he swiftly moves to a new action and fills it, too, with additional information. The
effect is largely one of confusion, wherein objects or actions are flooding one’s view while a
hyperactive narrator tries to detail every minutiae to his audience; at the same time, the
numerous actions can feel disjointed, like the fleeting memories of a dream not fully
remembered.

While hypotaxis can be seen in the example above, similar examples are recorded
throughout Ningen Shikkaku, such as below:

Lol @Lo»id. COFRE2HTAT. F0CHIGANIELH 0 B
ANE, STHANHRMOHE L L HBZ2 L T, HED L WERAFH
Kies KL oTwE L. Bk, Fid. 0D TR, BHEICE
BEHENRBEZ AL WEBLEANE WD L TEH. DOIEH X B D4
DB N TH ZBEROMPNCIA T > TORZRNELBNEZ
2LV LAMTIYAIGWVWRE, ABDOBRICVO->Z20D A>T, MO H
COERFE > TOBHBMAEDR—ABnEZAL L. BRicvhEE L OK. &
. ETHBHZVHSDODFEDE, HAGHLUYE L T8 % FHE TR
. XHEOZT4HL. HEVDER, bFVOMTNLL S, HE VDA
7. B, << AsHELL T, HAPEBCZ D, X & A EFTEE
DRFFEC B >TLE->T, YR EZ A0, BHEZUTWMBDEEN 3
0 THl, BEoltieEfFsR20esEnizHsZ2. LELEH-
EELXDT, ETH, VENVTHREDEBEBUT T, T THITL
o —HIEOWKDOHFT, TATBLTwkEVINFHEH-DTL
1z

(Dazai 45-6)

At first, however, | was convinced that Horiki was a nice fellow, an unusually
nice fellow, and despite my habitual dread of human beings I relaxed my guard to
the extent of thinking that | had found a fine guide to Tokyo. To tell the truth, when
| first came to the city, | was afraid to board a streetcar because of the conductor; |
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was afraid to enter the Kabuki Theatre for fear of the usherettes standing along the
sides of the red-carpeted staircase at the at the main entrance; | was afraid to go
into a restaurant because | was intimidated by the waiters furtively hovering behind
me waiting for my plate to be emptied. Most of all | dreaded paying a bill — my
awkwardness when | handed over the money after buying something did not arise
from any stinginess, but from excessive tension, excessive embarrassment,
excessive uneasiness and apprehension. My eyes would swim in my head, and the
whole world grow dark before me, so that | felt half out of my mind. There was no
question of bargaining — not only did | often forget to pick up my change, but I
quite frequently forgot to take home the things | had purchased. It was quite
impossible for me to make my way around Tokyo by myself. I had no choice but
to spend whole days at a time lolling about the house.

(Keene 60-1)

In the beginning, however, | thought him a fine fellow indeed. So fine a fellow
one hardly saw his like, and, terrified of people though I was, even | was put off
my guard as | found myself thinking I had discovered the perfect guide to Tokyo.
To be honest, left to my own devices, | was even terrified of the conductors when
| set foot on atrain. | yearned to see a Kabuki play but was frightened of the young,
female ushers who lined either side of the red carpet leading up the theatre steps.
At restaurants | was scared of the busboys, lurking silently behind me, waiting to
clear my plate. And when it came time to pay the bill — oh, how | fumbled. I grew
dizzy when it came time to hand over the money. My head spun, the world went
dark, and I thought I was going half mad. Not out of parsimony, you see, but
because | was so nervous, so embarrassed, so anxious and terrified. Far from trying
to haggle the price down, not only would I often forget to take my change, it was
so bad that I often even forgot to take the thing | had just purchased. It was utterly
impossible for me to go walking about Tokyo on my own. That was the real reason
| spent whole days lazing about at home.

(Gibeau 39)

As Y0z0 meets Horiki, the audience is presented with a sentence far longer than could
be sustained in English, using commas as its only form of punctuation in the ST, describing
Yoz0’s inability to live in Tokyo. The three rapid fire [ X at the beginning immediately prepare
the audience for what is to be a fumbling speech, as we can see again in his triplicate repetition
of 525 L < and & £ v, only for it all to be contained, finally, as an expansive relative
clauseto & W\ Wl & H > 72 D T L /2. Yoz0 presents the audience with a variety of verbs
strung together to create a feeling of hyperactivity, as if it is all too much all at once, and thus
give readers the same feeling of desperation that he himself feels.

Keene’s translation captures this by repeating “I was afraid” and connecting the clauses
via semicolons, alongside the repetition of “excessive”; however, in contrast to the earlier
example, he does not use parataxis in place of hypotaxis, and instead groups ideas into
sentences with often fewer than two clauses, much like Gibeau in the earlier example.

Gibeau’s translation instead replaces the three “& Z » L < ” with “terrified”, then
“frightened”, and finally “concerned”, making Y0z0’s speech seem far more controlled than in
the ST, though he does keep the three “& £ ¥ > as “so”. Further, he largely uses the shorter,
sharper sentences that Keene utilized in the earlier example, creating a sense of rapid-fire
examples in which we can see Y0z0 falling over himself repeatedly. While each case of
hypotaxis is individual and should be treated according to the effect at the time, Dazai often
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uses hypotaxis in this way, flooding the reader’s view with a variety of examples. In such cases
it appears that parataxis, as used by Keene in the first example and Gibeau in the second, is the
ideal way to capture this sense in English.

While it may initially seem counterintuitive to use these shorter sentences to express
rambling, it is also important that readers appreciate that Dazai is attempting to overwhelm
them with numerous examples, and parataxis achieves this effect. It is important that translators
approach these technigues not only with an eye to being faithful to them, but also to the effect
it has on the audience and, particularly in this case, the characterization of the protagonist. This
is particularly important in texts such as Ningen Shikkaku where the character’s journey and
self-image are the driving force of the novel, rather than necessarily the events that occur
around them.

Example 3: Parentheses

To summarize briefly, stream of consciousness is a form of writing in which a person’s
thoughts and impressions are written down as they occur, including the mistakes, dead ends,
recursions, and so on that one might expect within their own thought patterns (Wales 393-5);
Dazai often relegates his innermost thoughts to within the parentheses, or, in other cases, goes
on extended tangents about unrelated events or memories, similar to stream of consciousness.
Let us consider the below example:

D, FORT L. B, VAT (Lot E®HZTWLETH,
IEAHMN., LA TEDY F0A. HEOHTOLAT 2 S 2 ERTWL
2L EDTT) v OU LB, MEED, B3R
HOBHEEPLT. PLiBL LK AVEEEEXZRS. (ZDV & DLH]
HENTH., 20BOIEO T3 0E. EILHL, d- & DEE
- Tw&Ed. 2oL C. BREOBICULEODED, IIFED B X
LA BERVIED. b EFAl0c T anl ahsfifziEo T
WAREL. RATWC R 2 & 2w BulHan, BE, BHELET. |
TREEE. LWAWAREZ, AR, DOFBOHBYLOHF L TH 2
A ERPMEEELLLFH LB =b->72IZETLL. DOV & DLH]
b, o Bh b3 20EI»ESho> TOBRHELB. HOIEXD
PHOBL TR AT BIEEEMIIEZ THWBEEE. FoFEDHDK
DN ET . BRUXEIEHEsS52 0B bhiad. &b
EL HOWE. YFnfEEEDLEBIEE LI E A, vEzERSENT
IToTE-TEH. YFWWEHESHI, Wb ELHVFVATL . K
EWEDZDTYT. B LDREILXCFFyv EENLOVLEDML 5,
EVWDEEZTHWELEL) ZOVEE. fFo T &L,

(Dazai 61-2)

It was a cold autumn night. | was waiting at a sushi stall back of the Ginza for
Tsuneko (that, as | recall, was her name, but the memory is too blurred for me to
be sure: I am the sort of person who can forget even the name of the women with
whom he attempted suicide) to get off from work. The sushi | was eating had
nothing to recommend it. Why, when | have forgotten her name, should | be able
to remember so clearly how bad the sushi tasted? And I can recall with absolute
clarity the close-cropped head of the old man — his face was like a snake’s —
wagging from side to side as he made the sushi, trying to create the illusion that he
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was a real expert. It has happened to me two or three times since that | have seen
on the streetcar what seemed to be a familiar face and wondered who it was, only
to realize with a start that the person opposite me looked like the old man from the
sushi stall. Now, when her name and even her face are fading from my memory,
for me to be able to remember that old man’s face so accurately | could draw it, is
surely proof of how bad the sushi was and how it chilled and distressed me. | should
add that even when | have been taken to restaurants famous for sushi | have never
enjoyed it much.

(Keene 78-9)

It was a cold, autumn night. At Tsuneko’s request (I think that’s what she called
herself but my memory has faded so I can’t be sure. That says a lot about the kind
of person I am. | even forget the name of the person I tried to commit suicide with),
| went to a sushi stall in one of the alleys of Ginza and, eating truly terrible sushi
(though I can’t recall her name, the sushi — or rather, how bad it was — remains
firmly fixed in my memory. | remember the old man running the stand had a crew
cut and a face like a Japanese rat snake. He made a show of flailing about as he
made the sushi, pretending he actually knew what he was doing. I can see all of
this as clearly as if it were right before me. Years later and more than a few times
| have caught myself looking at a face that seems oddly familiar before realizing,
with a wry smile, that it looks like that old man from the sushi stand. Though the
woman’s name and, by now, even her face have faded from my mind, the fact that
I can still recall that old man’s face so clearly I could draw it from memory shows
how bad the sushi was and how cold and miserable it made me feel. In any case,
though I’ve been taken to supposedly famous sushi restaurants, I’ve never enjoyed
sushi. The pieces are too big. Why couldn’t they just make them smaller? Why not
just make them thumb-sized?), | waited for her to finish her shift.

(Gibeau 52-3)

Here we see that Y6z0 discusses the events prior to one of his many suicide attempts.
Within the brackets, specifically the second in which he includes six individual sentences, we
see that Y0z0’s mind wanders, seemingly more interested in the sushi that he ate than the
woman with whom he is about to commit suicide. Nonetheless, it is obvious that this is an
attempt to deflect from the situation unfolding, and despite Y6z0’s protestations, the audience
is aware of the importance this moment holds for him: ironically, in his attempts to hide what
he truly feels behind glib humour, Y0z0 instead brings greater attention to it. Whether Y0z0 is
truly trying to hide this information, or instead highlighting it, is largely up to the reader: we
are left to wonder whether Y620 is the callous individual who forgets the name of the woman
he commits suicide with, or instead so thoroughly ashamed of the event that he tries to palm it
off with more “clowning”.

The most obvious difference between the ST and Keene’s translation is the lack of a
second set of brackets. While Y06z0 interrupts himself twice within his sentence, Keene elects
to make this interruption once and instead push the second set of brackets out so that, instead
of an interruption, it appears as a more natural flow of mind from Tsuneko to the sushi he is
eating. Unsurprisingly, this creates something of a departure from the ST: while Y5z0 brings
us back to the present by ending his sentence with “Z D U & #. ffo T & L 127,
emphasizing Tsuneko’s existence when outside of his brackets, Keene’s translation instead
leaves the audience focusing on the sushi at the end of the paragraph. As a result, it appears
that Y6z0 is indeed more focused on the foul sushi than Tsuneko, creating a much more callous
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appearance than is present in the ST. Furthermore, Keene also removes Y0z06’s more strange
musings on sushi, in that they are “too big” and should be “thumb-sized”, which again adds to
his strange and desperate clowning even in this situation.

In contrast to Keene, Gibeau’s translation does include the second set of brackets, as in
the ST. Interestingly, he opts for several instances of parataxis within the brackets, breaking up
often much longer sentences. It is otherwise a fairly direct translation that keeps the emphasis
on Tsuneko at the end of the paragraph, and manages to place the brackets within the same
area as the ST; given the opposing syntax of Japanese and English, alongside Dazai’s intent
to delay the final verb in the sentence to emphasize Y6z0’s evasiveness, this is an ideal, if at
times difficult, way to translate the use of brackets in this instance and others.

Discussion

Unsurprisingly, there are many differences between the translations of Keene and Gibeau; even
Gibeau himself notes that if this were not the case, his translation would need not exist. We
shall begin, then, with surface level differences indicative of the shift in translation and the
view of Japan over the past sixty years: the role of foreignization within the texts. While Keene
makes note that the text is an “unquestionably Japanese product” (3), it is obvious that the
average reader at the time did not know much about Japan aside from the propaganda that had
been involved in WWII (Fowler 6), a war that had ended little more than a decade before the
translation was published. This is reinforced by Keene’s translation of what are now more
commonly accepted words: fi§ is sushi (italicized as foreign), ¥#34< is “summer suit” or
otherwise “kimono” (despite being a different article of clothing), Bl is gin, and several other
minor changes abound in the book. Aside from the lack of commentary on sushi, as was noted
earlier, this rarely manifests as a complete omission or edit within Keene’s translation, but it
does speak to a softening of the Japanese-ness of the text that Keene himself champions. In the
60 years since, Japanese culture (at least in clothing, food, and beverages) has become
significantly embedded enough that these changes do not exist in Gibeau’s translation, and
while only a minor shift towards the ST, it certainly speaks to a change in views of Japan, as
well as creating a more Japanese image of the world as presented within the text.

There are, however, much greater differences that exist between the two in terms of
their language use. As has been discussed, the major concern in translating Dazai is the effect
on the reader, as the author is both dead and mysterious, and so it is important to consider the
context of the technique being used, rather than considering the technique in isolation. For
example, while Dazai frequently uses hypotaxis, it was noted that in some areas parataxis better
replicated the emotional frenzy in English, though this was not always the case. In Example 2,
while Gibeau changes hypotaxis to parataxis, which is more apt for representing Dazai’s
repeated fumbles, Keene presents this just as well using semicolons and repeating “I was
afraid” in the beginning, though the latter end is perhaps better represented through Gibeau’s
parataxis. Keene appears to be of the same mind that parataxis is an apt replacement for a
linguistically impossible level of hypotaxis, as we see in Example 1, though he uses it
infrequently in comparison to Gibeau. In short, effective techniques depend on the surrounding
context, so while parataxis has been effective in many instances, it is not definitively the
“correct” choice.

Dazai’s lack of quotations are perhaps easier to make a definitive suggestion upon,
given that Keene’s translation reintroduces quotation marks. It is understandable, given the
outright strangeness and confusion this technique can bring to a reader, and he does attempt to
recreate this strangeness by eschewing English quotation style, but it is still undeniably a
significant change that does not meet the ST’s effect on the reader. With the benefit of
hindsight, Gibeau’s translation opts to keep this technique, which does undeniably help the
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effect on the reader, and while it is not perfect (Dazai relegates the quotative clause from a
new speaker to the end of the sentence, if it is included at all, which is not as simple in English
where an audience is familiar with this clause in the middle) it is certainly a closer translation
to the ST. This is perhaps Dazai’s most idiosyncratic technique, and one with few similarities
to English, so it is understandable that it caused issues for both translators.

Finally, Dazai’s use of brackets is more inline with the Western canon and accepted
techniques, and so we would assume to find few issues with it in translation; despite this, Keene
once again decided to drop the extended brackets as seen in Example 3. While it is difficult to
ascertain Keene’s exact reasoning, it would not be unreasonable to assume that, as with the
lack of quotations, it was deemed to be too strange for the average English reader, despite
similar examples existing in Western literature. Regardless of the reasoning, Gibeau’s
translation shows us that it is possible to recreate the use of brackets in translation, and indeed
that it works well with a very similar effect on the audience. While the hypotaxis within the
brackets could not be recreated, parsing it to relatively short sentences and including Dazai’s
musings on sushi make for a very close translation. This is in contrast to Keene’s, which can
leave the reader thinking more of sushi than Y5z06’s desire to avoid thinking about Tsuneko.

In summary, while various techniques have been trialled by both authors, and while
they are not always exactly the same as the ST, it appears that the 60 years that have passed
since the release of No Longer Human have given Western audiences greater insight into Japan
and allowed for wider understanding of less familiar techniques such as Dazai’s lack of
quotations and extreme hypotaxis. Whether this is true, or whether modern audiences will still
refer to Keene’s translation, remains to be seen, but the difference in translations speaks to an
increasingly globalized world of literature.

Conclusion

In conclusion, this research has aimed to explore how Dazai’s style has been translated over
sixty years by considering the translation of Keene and the contemporary Gibeau. In doing so,
it has become evident that close analysis of both the meaning and the style of any given text
are important to fully achieve a translation, notwithstanding that the translator’s interpretation
of a text is only one possible interpretation. As a result, translators should aim to preserve the
style of the text as much as the meaning, as the two are interconnected and combine to produce
effects on the reader.

One of the more surprising revelations of this research was that a one-to-one translation
of style will not always yield the same effect on the audience: while Dazai regularly used
hypotaxis, this was often better relayed in English through parataxis. Once again, this
reinforces the need for translators to focus on the effect of any given style and consider how
this might best be shown in their own language. Particularly, Dazai was known for novel
stylistic techniques, and a desire to make the text more accessible, as was seen in Keene’s
translation at times, only removed the markedness of certain sections, denying the audience of
the TT a deeper understanding of the character’s emotions. While translation norms,
particularly in Japanese-English, have changed with respect to such domestication strategies,
it remains a balancing act for translators.

Finally, while this research has focused on Japanese-English translation, and on a single
author, it should be noted that many of the suggestions made here could be related to other
authors, and indeed other languages. This research encourages translators to be conscious of
their approach to translating style and make use of the possibilities of their target language,
noting that changing the stylistic techniqgue may sometimes create a better outcome in
translation if it more closely renders the effect of the source text. As always, however, research
can always be improved, and such is the case here: Dazai wrote a variety of stories using a
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variety of techniques, and this research has barely covered the surface of Ningen Shikkaku, let
alone his numerous short stories. Furthermore, the entire premise of this article, “style”, is one
with varying views and definitions, and leaves it open to further criticism and research beyond
the limited scope | have ascribed it.
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Translating the Bestiary:
Roque Larraquy and Diego Ontivero’s Informe sobre ectoplasma animal

AILEN CRUZ
OCAD University, Toronto

Informe sobre ectoplasma animal (Report on Animal Ectoplasm) written by Roque Larraquy
and illustrated by Diego Ontivero, is an unorthodox bestiary, with entries that enclose the
ectoplasm of animals that perished in the cities of Buenos Aires and Montevideo. Published by
Eterna Cadencia in 2014, Informe is part of the larger phenomenon of bestiary resurgence in
contemporary Hispanic literature. Briefly, the bestiary was a medieval literary genre which
employed animal plasticity in short entries to indoctrinate readers with Christian values. This
resurgence in contemporary Hispanic literature is supported by the eighty bestiaries published
in the past twenty or so years, media coverage of said works, and a growing academic interest
on the subject. Despite this fascinating appropriation of a medieval genre by contemporary
Hispanic authors, not many of the bestiaries have been translated. While more established
bestiaries, including Jorge Luis Borges’ Manual de zoologia fantastica and Libro de seres
imaginarios, Juan José Arreola’s Punta de plata and Augusto Monterroso’s La oveja negra y
demas fabulas have been translated, in part due to the renown of their authors, contemporary
experimenters with the form have received little acclaim beyond the Spanish-speaking world.

There are several reasons as to why no full, purchasable translation exists of Informe
despite the media attention both book and author have garnered. The first is the uncertain space
bestiaries occupy in contemporary Hispanic literature. The genre has only recently begun to
attract media and scholarly attraction. While foreign readers anticipate experimentation and
idiosyncratic interpretations of old forms from Latin American Avant-garde authors like
Nicolas Guillén and Jorge Luis Borges, as well as from the Boom movement as with Julio
Cortazar, translation from Spanish is largely reserved for “safer genres”—novels and poetry,
vessels for more established exports such as magical realism. Another likely reason for the
translation lacuna is that Informe is, a priori, an unconventional text. The premise of the
bestiary evades classification even for those already familiar with the genre: the “beasts” in
this work are not live animals that function as vessels for Christian dogma, rather, they are
leftover ectoplasm from dead creatures spread through mid-century Buenos Aires and
Montevideo. As foreshadowed by its title, elements of Informe read much like a
pseudoscientific report, abounding in impersonal sentences, jargon, and staccato prose,
elements which mark the text as peculiar even in the source language.

Achieving effect equivalency (Nida 159) with this translation posed a challenge, as the
text narrates supernatural, mystical events with a style and detail most often found in scientific
reports. This balance between the absurd and the sterile, the abnormal and the scientific is
pivotal to the ruse interweaving Informe. To reproduce the jarring and comical effect of such a
mixture | translated as closely to the original as possible, conveying the supernatural with
clinical rigor. The humour in the source depends on this play between form and content, and
so, was as difficult to convey as humour depending on idioms, wordplay, puns, or
colloquialisms. I avoided literalism as it is often and commercially perceived as “bad
translation” (Grieve 103), so, while respecting the style, | maintained syntax, grammar, and
usage most natural to English readers. Working to adhere to Tytler’s second principle (“the
style and manner of writing should be of the same character with that of the original” 209), I
have tried to preserve the unique characteristic of the prose, peppered with objective-sounding
constructions such as those the impersonal “se” produces. To render this same distance obvious
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in the translation, I opted for passive constructions: “Se cubre la zona con carne vacuna a medio
cocer”, for instance, became “The zone is covered in semi-raw bovine meat”. “Semi-raw
bovine meat” maintains the effect produced by an equally rare term, “carne vacuna” in the
original text, as opposed to more common words such as “beef” or “meat”. Along these same
lines, phrases like “habitantes de la casa” are better rendered as “house inhabitants” and not
“family members”, preserving the surgical edge of the prose. Admittedly, this “scientific style”
of writing was not the most challenging aspect of the translation. As Venuti stated, current
translations favour a “plain style” of prose (5) and Bernstein described as “the historical
movement toward uniform spelling and grammar, with an ideology that emphasizes non
idiosyncratic, smooth transition, elimination of awkwardness, &c.— anything that might
concentrate attention on the language itself” (27). I thus found that Larraquy’s short, unadorned
sentences lended themselves remarkably well to translation.

Another challenge was choosing between a foreignizing or domesticating approach to
the translation. Venuti’s identification of scientific style of prose and translation as the most
pervasive correctly predict that the syntax itself would not be the main difficulty, not posing
many turns of phrase that could be identified as characteristic of Spanish. Where the content is
concerned, however, there were a number of variables for which to account. | opted to maintain
cultural elements and most names, aiming to mediate a compromise between Schleiermacher’s
author and reader. The contrast between Informe’s hyper-specific context and its impersonal,
scientific prose made way for several possibilities. Informe conspicuously anchors itself in
mid-century Buenos Aires and Montevideo, referencing landmarks, cultural elements like titles
and customs, and the 1930 overthrowing of Hipolito Yrigoyen’s government by those loyal to
General José Félix Uriburu. Because the early to mid-twentieth century, Latin American
context is intrinsic to the work, | did not adapt or anglicize any aspect of the content. In the
entry “Fairy”, two aspects of the entry’s namesake pose difficulty. The first is that the English
word “Fairy”, is presumably an eccentric nickname for an eccentric man. To side-Step the
offensive connotation that the term might have when applied to a man in specific contexts,
especially when the fact that the events described in the entry unfold in 1930, long before
English was as ubiquitous in Latin America as it is today, I changed the name to “Hada”. This
change preserves the eccentric effect of someone choosing a foreign nickname in a largely
monolingual culture, and also hints at the character’s predilection for showmanship and “magic”
tricks. Fairy is also referred to as “Licenciado”, a commonly used term to distinguish someone
with a university degree. Since there is no real English equivalent, I changed the title to
“Doctor”. This title conveys the effect of someone who is presumably learned and cultured
performing a rather vulgar trick and sending his ex-wife spectral tadpoles in the mail.

Closely linked to my choice to forego adaptation, there were instances of linguistic
untranslatability which exercised my creativity. The term “confiteria” in Argentina, is not, as
the name suggests, an establishment which exclusively sells confections and sweets. Because
one can dine and enjoy other foodstuffs at confiterias, including, as the entry reveals, duck, |
chose to translate it as “Richmond Café¢”, which also communicates casual, albeit tasty, dining.
Confiteria Richmond is a known Buenos Aires landmark, frequented by authors like Jorge Luis
Borges and Leopoldo Macheral, and it is sometimes translated as the “Richmond Tea Rooms”,
which necessarily brings up a British connotation, by changing it to café the sense of the place
is maintained, while also referencing the cultural and intellectual heritage of the now gone
institution. Related to the bistro, I translated the word “bano” as “lavatory”, instead of
bathroom or washroom, thus keeping the fact that the entry took place in 1952 and avoiding
siding with any particular English dialect. The word “asado”, for instance, is specific to
Argentine and Uruguayan culture, distinct from, say, North American barbecue, so I chose to
keep the word as a calque, italicized.
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Following Jakobson’s axiom that languages vary not in what they can convey, but
rather in what they must convey (Jakobson), | found some challenges at the code-unit level. In
Federico, for instance, the source text mentions a family member (“Un familiar se ofrece para
ahuyentarlo” 9) without specifying the gender, and the sentence following this introduction
contains a tacit subject: “Reza frente a él, le grita” (9). I thus defaulted to a male family member
as the entry is most concerned about the science of capturing an ectoplasm and delivering
objective facts, and a female pronoun might have proven distracting. English also does not
inflect for gender, so I translated all animal pronouns to “it”. The phrase “El cocinero lo
reconoce” (13), for instance, yields “The cook recognizes it”. This rather obvious observation
is important when the larger goal of keeping the prose objective and sharp, at times allowing
me greater word economy due to not having to clarify between subjects.

A few words which encode more than one meaning posed challenges as well. In the
phrase “para estimular la aparicion” (9) could be translated with “apparition” or “appearance”.
The scientific treatment of supernatural events makes the translation of this word rather tricky,
as the tone of the text would demand ““appearance”, but the subject matter suggests that the
reader is before an “apparition”. Given that the most striking feature of the entries is the
treatment of the supernatural and mystical as ordinary, | chose to keep the objective, distant
tone and translate “aparicion” as “appearance”. The word “amaestrado” in the entry “Mono
albino” could be translated as a “trained monkey” or a “performing monkey”. No decisive
conclusion could be made from the text, however, so to not coerce the original meaning, and
not start the reader with the possibilities behind a “performing monkey”, I chose “trained”, the
more general of the two meanings.

It is worth mentioning that short sections of Informe were used as part of a translation
exercise by Fundacion TyPA’s Contemporary Argentinian Literature Translation Workshop.
TyPA’s translation is a collaborative effort, rendering the Spanish source text into German,
English, French, Portuguese, and Italian. The bestiary lends itself to these “vignettes” of
translation, as the genre —and consequently the book— is comprised of short entries, each no
more than 250 or so words. To my knowledge, this is the only attempt made at translating the
book. Said translation is not complete, the translators have picked entries that do not follow the
order of the source text. TyPA’s translator, Mara Faye Lethem and | have both translated
“Federico”, “Mono albino” and “Confiteria Richmond”, but I chose to follow the order of the
source text and translated “Fairy”, “Palacio del pollo al minuto” and “Vifiedo” as well, which
were not translated by the workshop and thus, | can assume, since there are no full existing
translations of the source text, by anyone else.

Despite having received significant media attention and being considered a text
representative of contemporary Argentine literature, Informe sobre ectoplasma animal has not
been translated into English. The bestiary merits a wider reputation for both its aesthetic
contribution and value, and for its role as a text representative of how contemporary Hispanic
authors interpret a medieval genre, merits a wider circulation. While there are certainly
difficulties to rendering the text into English, the prose style lends itself well to translations
and its humour, so often impossible to translate properly, relies on mechanisms not beyond the
scope of what can be gracefully rendered in a target text and enjoyed by an audience far
removed from that of the source text. Translating the full text of Informe sobre ectoplasma
animal, as well as other bestiaries belonging to this resurgence would also invite further study
on the curious phenomenon of resurgence, and what about the genre resounds so strongly today.
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Informe sobre ectoplasma animal
Roque Larraquy & Diego Ontivero

Federico
Buenos Aires, 1949

Los habitantes de la casa dicen que algo
invisible les interrumpe el paso en la puerta
de entrada. Creen que es Federico, perro
querido de la familia, que muri6 en el umbral
en 1948.

Para estimular la aparicion se cubre la
zona con carne vacuna a medio cocer, su
alimento preferido. El ectoplasma de
Federico se presenta ovillado en el piso, en
fulgor de 2 a 5 watts, con los 0jos cerrados.
Un familiar se ofrece para ahuyentarlo. Reza
frente a él, le grita. Lo atraviesa con un
fésforo encendido. No hay reaccién. Con las
horas el perro se disipa, pero sigue siendo un
obstaculo para entrar a la casa.

Se contrata al ectografista Julio Heiss para
documentar el hecho y tentar una solucion.
Heiss, promotor de la ectografia materista,
concluye que la Udnica perduracion de
Federico es la de su gusto por la carne. La
imagen, los 0jos cerrados, la respiracién en su
vientre, son materia tenue residual, sin
sobrevida: no es posible pedirle que se vaya.
Sobre €l se construye un peldafio que
resuelve el problema de la entrada.

Mono albino
Montevideo 1940

El 31 de diciembre de 1939 un mono
albino escapa de un barco amarrado en el
puerto de Montevideo. Por las marcas en sus
manos, y por su habilidad para romper la
cerradura de una puerta de la iglesia y subir
al campanario, donde se refugia, los vecinos
deducen que es un animal amaestrado.

A la hora del nuevo afio el parroco acciona
la campana con su peso, ignorando que el
mono cuelga del carillén. 1940 comienza con
el sonido de un craneo roto. Desde entonces
el espectro del mono  reaparece
periédicamente como una mancha nocturna.
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Report on Animal Ectoplasm
Roque Larraquy & Diego Ontivero

Translated by Ailén Cruz

Federico
Buenos Aires, 1949

The house inhabitants state that something
invisible obstructs their front entrance. They
believe it is Federico, beloved family dog that
died on the threshold in 1948.

To stimulate its appearance, the area is
covered in half-raw bovine meat, his
favourite sustenance. Federico’s ectoplasm
presents itself curled up on the floor, glowing
between 2 and 5 watts, its eyes closed. A
family member offers to chase him away. He
prays before Federico; he yells at him. He
pierces it with a lit match. There is no
reaction. With the hours the dog dissipates
but continues to obstruct the entrance.

Ectographist Julio Heiss is hired to
document the event and find a solution.
Heiss, advocate of the materialist ectography,
concludes that the only remaining aspect of
Federico is his preference for meat. The
image, the closed eyes, the breathing in his
belly, are residual matter, with no excess of
life: it is not possible to ask him to leave.
Overtop of him a step is constructed,
resolving the matter of entrance.

Albino monkey
Montevideo, 1940

On December 31, 1939, an albino monkey
escapes from a boat docked at the
Montevideo port. By the marks on its hands,
and its ability to break the lock on a church
door and climb to the bell tower, where it
takes refuge, neighbours deduce it is a trained
monkey.

On New Year’s Eve, at the stroke of
midnight, the priest uses his weight to ring
the bell, ignoring that the monkey hangs from
the chain. 1940 begins with the sound of a
broken skull. Since that day, the spectrum of
a monkey periodically reappears like a blot in
the night.



Para conseguir su imagen se sigue el
procedimiento habitual: series de veintidds
ectografias por segundo disparadas en
automatico, con el ectografista en puntas de
pie sobre una placa de cesio en frio. Se
obtienen seis segundos de giroscopio en los
que el mono camina erguido como un ser
humano.

Confiteria Richmond
Buenos Aires, 1952

En agosto de 1952 cuatro clientes de la
confiteria  Richmond  dicen  sentirse
observados al usar el bafio. En septiembre, un
cocinero del local abandona el bafio a causa
de un horrible graznido que brota de los
orinales. Luego, contrae glaucoma.

El ectografista Martin Rubens registra la
imagen de un pato espectral con el cuello
quebrado asomando entre dos mingitorios. El
cocinero lo reconoce. Dice haberlo horneado
tras una larga persecuciéon. Rubens ironiza
sobre la memoria del cocinero: “Conserva en
ella a todos los muertos de su cocina”. Le
explican que la confiteria raramente sirve
pato. La escena de su preparacion es inusual
y facil de recordar.

El glaucoma empeora. Se habla de una
venganza del pato. Rubens, promotor de la
ectografia animista, comenta que se trata de
un espectro con sentido del tiempo: “Para
macerarse en rencor necesita una memoria, y
para vindicarla requiere de un futuro, o una
idea de futuro”. Julio Heiss sefiala que tales
percepciones no se corresponden en grado
alguno con las de un pato, vivo o muerto.

Fairy
Buenos Aires, 1938

El licenciado Fairy tiene la habilidad de
tragarse una rana vivia y hacer que las patas
delanteras le asomen por los agujeros de la
nariz. La gracia no supera el minuto; durante
ese lapso la rana se refriega con deleite contra
la campanilla del licenciado, liberando una
sustancia que humecta el conducto.
Conforme el numerito se repite en cenas,
asados y un vernissage inolvidable, la
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To obtain its image the usual procedure is
followed: a series of twenty-two ectographs
per second, shot automatically, with the
ectographist on tiptoe overtop a cold cesium
plaque. Six seconds of gyroscope images are
obtained, in which the monkey walks,
upright, like a human being.

Richmond Café
Buenos Aires, 1952

In August of 1952 four clients of the
Richmond Café claim they feel observed
while using the lavatory. In September, one
of the café’s cooks abandons the lavatory
because of a horrible squawk emanating from
the urinals. He later develops glaucoma.

The ectographist Martin Rubens records
the image of a spectral duck with a broken
neck peeping from the urinals. The cook
recognizes it. He claims to have roasted him
following a long persecution. Rubens
ironically says of the cook’s memory: “He
retains in it all the deaths transpired in his
kitchen”. They explain to him that the café
rarely serves duck. The scene of its
preparation is unusual and easy to remember.

The glaucoma worsens. There is talk of
the duck’s vengeance. Rubens, an advocate
of animist ectography, comments that they
are dealing with a spectrum with a good sense
of timing: “One needs memory to stew in
such resentment, and to vindicate said
memory one requires a future, or the idea of
a future”. Julio Heiss points out that such
perceptions do not correspond to those of a
duck, dead or alive.

Hada
Buenos Aires, 1938

Doctor Hada can swallow a live frog and
make its front legs poke out of his nostrils.
The trick does not last more than a minute;
during that time the frog enjoys rubbing itself
against the doctor’s uvula, releasing a
substance that lubricates his trachea.
Satisfied with the show, he repeats it at
dinners, asados, and an unforgettable
vernissage. Hada’s throat, exposed to the



garganta de Fariy, expuesta a las emisiones
quimicas del anfibio, alcanza un alto nivel de
lubricacion.

Su esposa lo abandona. Esto conduce al
licenciado a un pico de exposicion social.
Repite su acto con el guante de un amigo. Se
mete la mano en la boca y saluda con los
dedos desde su nariz, pero el pablico pide una
rana. La saca de una, lata deja que sola le salte
a los labios, se los cierra en la cabeza y la
absorbe. Por error, el viaje concluye con el
estdbmago. La concurrencia se entrega a
comentarios en torno al tracto digestivo de
Fairy. Algunos sugieren purgantes, otros una
visita a un medico de guardia. Otro
compadece a la rana. Con la rana
desovandole en las tripas, Fairy asiste a la
destruccion de su vida social.

Esa misma noche vomita los huevos y se
toma el trabajo de enviarlos en una probeta a
Su ex esposa por correo. Las manos de la
mujer ser vuelven viscosas apenas abre la
probeta. A causa de esta afeccidn, que resulta
ser cronica, ya no puede tocar a nadie. En las
ectografias de la Coleccion Solpe se las ve
cubiertas por un banco de renacuajos en
fulgis de 3 a 4 watts.

Palacio del pollo al minuto
Buenos Aires, 1955
Un reloj cucu con pajarito minutero
preside el salon del Palacio del Pollo al
Minuto, sobre la calle Corrientes. La noche
del 16 de septiembre el pajarito se traba en su
riel y el mecanismo de giro queda inutilizado.
Una cuchara comienza a flotar sobre un
omelette. La sefiora Celia Daumes, clienta
ocasional, llama al encargado del restaurante
y sefiala con el dedo la magia que ocurre
frente a ella. El encargado intenta bajar la
cuchara de un tirén, pero esta elevada en el
aire. A la par, Celia Daumes siente que algo
le sujeta la cabeza desde el ojo. Dice que es
una fuerza de tal magnitud que podria
balancearse en el aire colgando del todo el
peso de su cuerpo. El encargado intenta
moverle la cabeza, pero también esta clavada.
La cena queda interrumpida en su
altima posicion. En lo que demanda
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chemical secretions of the amphibian,
reaches new levels of lubrication.

His wife leaves him. This leads to a peak
in the doctor’s social exposure. He repeats
the act with the glove of a friend. He puts the
hand in his mouth and waves with his fingers,
through his nose, but the public demands a
frog. He pulls the frog out of a tin, leaves it to
jump up to his lips, which he closes over its
head, absorbing it. By mistake, the voyage
concludes in his stomach. The concurrence
lends itself to commentary on Hada’s
digestive track. Some suggest purgatives,
others a visit to an on-shift medic. Others
sympathize with the frog. With the frog
spawning in his guts, Hada partakes in his
own social demise.

That same night he vomits the eggs and
takes it upon himself to send them in a test
tube to his wife in the mail. His wife’s hands
become viscous as soon as she opens the test
tube. Because of this affliction, which turns
out to be chronic, she can no longer touch
anyone. In the ectographs belonging to the
Solpe collection her hands can be seen
covered in tadpoles glowing between 3 and 4
watts.

Minute Chicken Palace
Buenos Aires 1955

A cuckoo clock featuring a little bird
presides the main hall in the Minute Chicken
Palace, on Corrientes Street. The night of
September 16 the bird becomes stuck in its
track, rendering its spinning mechanism
useless. A spoon starts to float above an
omelette. Sefiora Celia Daumes, occasional
client, calls the restaurant owner and points
with her finger at the magic occurring before
her. The owner attempts to yank down the
spoon, but it remains elevated in the air.
Simultaneously, Celia Daumes feels that
something is gripping her head by her eye.
She says it is a force of such magnitude that
she could be balanced in the air, hanging
from all the weight of her body. The owner
attempts to move her head, but it is also fixed
in place.



conseguir un ectografista, el omelette
comienza a pudrirse y deja al descubierto el
pico cartilaginoso de un pollo neonato.

Martin Rubens se encarga de obtener las
imagenes. Muestran el ojo de Celia Daumes
envuelto por el ectoplasma calcareo de un
huevo, y en su interior el espectro de un pollo
en gestacion. Rubens teme que al nacer
destruya el ojo y asome por la cuenca. “Y
cante la hora”, bromean los mozos del
Palacio.

El ectoplasma que rodea la cuchara es mas
sutil. Rubens lo describe como un “Girdn
informe de vapor etérico”. (Julio Heiss
deplor6 esta metafora en la Sociedad
Ectogréfica Argentina. La primera edicion
del Nomenclador fue aprobada pocos meses
después).

Dando el ojo por perdido, Rubens propone
esperar los veinte dias que corresponden al
tiempo de incubacion del huevo vy
documentar la ruptura del cascaron. En
giroscopio se ve al pollo etérico naciendo del
ojo de Celia Daumes, y la cuchara que cae.

Vifiedo
General Alvear, Mendoza, 1947

El ectografista Martin Rubens recorre un
vifiedo de noche, sin linterna; sabe que los
lugares abiertos suelen ser ricos en espectros
animales. Un perro etérico, pequefio, asoma a
sus pies. Rubens casi tropieza con él; trata de
no pisarlo, pero no es posible porque el perro
literalmente le brota de la pierna.

Sentir algo ajeno en su cuerpo produce en
Rubens la necesidad de huir. La obedece. De
todos modos realiza mas de cien tomas en
automatico a lo largo del recorrido. En
giroscopio se obtienen cinco segundos en los
que el perro dirige la huida de ambos como
siempre el miedo le fuera propio y siempre
hubiera sido un pie.
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The dinner is interrupted in this last
position. In the time that securing an
ectographist demands, the omelette begins to
rot and leave behind the cartilaginous beak of
a newborn chick.

Martin Reubens works to obtain the
images. They show Celia Daumes’ eye
enveloped in the calcareous ectoplasm of an
egg, and inside the spectrum of a chick in its
gestation stage. Rubens is afraid that when
the chick is born, it will destroy the eye and
poke out of the socket. “And sing the time,”
the Palace waiters joke.

The ectoplasm surrounding the spoon is
more subtle. Rubens describes it as an
“uneven fabric of etheric vapor”. (Julio Heiss
deplored this metaphor at the Argentine
Ectographic Society. The first edition of the
Nomenclator was approved months later).

Assuming the eye lost, Rubens proposes
that everyone wait the twenty days that
correspond to the egg’s incubation time and
document the breaking of the shell. The
gyroscope shows the etheric chick being born
out of Celia Daumes’ eye and, and the fall of
the spoon.

Vineyard
General Alvear, Mendoza, 1947

The ectographist Martin Rubens walks
through a vineyard at night, without a
flashlight; he knows that open spaces tend to
be rich in animal spectrums. A small, etheric
dog gets near his feet. Rubens almost trips
over it; he tries not to step on it, but it is
impossible as the dog literally sprouts from
Rubens’ foot.

The feeling of something foreign in his
body produces in Rubens the need to escape.
He obliges it. Regardless he manages to get
more than a hundred automatic takes during
his trek. The gyroscope obtains five seconds
in which the dog leads both their escapes, as
if the fear were its own, as if it had always
been a foot.



Jean Jacques-Bouchard The Holy Week in Naples

ALESSANDRO GIARDINO
St. Lawrence University, N.Y.

Born in Paris in 1606, Jean-Jacques Bouchard is rarely mentioned by scholars due to the
scarcity of his literary output and the philological nature of most of his works. With the
exception of classicist renditions of Greek and Latin texts, Bouchard’s Oeuvre can be
subsumed to his volume Confessions and a few travel journals. Confessions was reprinted a
number of times under different titles, since it was considered a seminal work on European
libertinism. Bouchard’s journals, instead, were published only once in the 1970s by G.
Giappichelli Editore — a specialized academic press —, but they were never translated or made
available to the general public. The translated excerpt that follows is drawn from Bouchard’s
Voyage to Naples, as this is his most voluminous work, but also a veritable unicum for the
sociological and cultural understanding of everyday life in seventeenth-century Naples. In the
writings of Voyage to Naples, in fact, Bouchard identified a number of urban itineraries
consisting of must-see venues, but also of alternative sites discovered through city-strolling.
By depicting a fresco of Neapolitan ceremonies, trends, and ways of living that went well
beyond the impressionist reports of his predecessors, Bouchard acted less like a philologist and
more like a travel writer.

Details on Bouchard’s life have been recorded by the many detractors, and notably by
René Pintard. Expelled from the family because of a scandalous relationship with a servant (in
fact, this episode represents the central theme in Confessions), Bouchard joined the prestigious
Academy of the Dupuy brothers, quickly gaining entrance into Parisian cultural circles. In
February 1631, however, Bouchard decided to set off for Rome by taking a long detour in
Southern France where he met the famous savant and antiquary Nicolas-Claude Fabri de
Peiresc. Bouchard’s decision to arrive in Rome with Peiresc’s support was based on the
assumption that a clean slate, recommendation letters, and the possible acquisition of an
ecclesiastic title could grant him full freedom of movement as a libertine. Besides, the Vatican
constituted the best employer for linguists and philologists and, as evident in his studies,
Bouchard’s curiosity extended well beyond the sphere of sexuality. Emanuel Kanceff, for
instance, has poignantly highlighted how Bouchard can be considered both an example and a
protagonist of that shift from erudition per se to proto-journalism which occurred in the early
Modern age.

At the time of his departure for Italy, Bouchard had planned to spend one year in Rome
and then travel to Constantinople with Parisian libertines Gassendi and Lullier. However, when
the trip to Constantinople fell apart, Bouchard decided to leave for Naples instead. Bouchard
remained in the city between March and November of 1632, journaling his presence in town
and the many events he witnessed. The excerpt below is a perfect example of his ideas on
Neapolitan religious practices as at once gory, performative, and barogue. Upon his return to
Rome, Bouchard was offered the position of Secretary for the Latin letters by Cardinal
Francesco Barberini. Barberini was the nephew of Pope Urbano VIII. From that moment on,
he was offered a series of commissions that made him various enemies in Vatican circles. He
died an early death because of an ambush planned by his professional contenders.

Bouchard’s testamentary provisions portrayed him as a perfectly religious man, though
a slightly narcissistic one. Indeed, he financed one hundred masses for the day of his death and
a perpetual mass on the day of his death. Bouchard also opted for an Italian burial at the Chiesa
di Santa Maria degli Angeli and bequeathed all his journals and more personal writings to the
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Roman erudite Cassiano del Pozzo. Yet, while Del Pozzo did attempt to censor his friend’s
most scandalous passages, Bouchard’s writings soon became the object of rumors and
speculations. For instance, shortly after his death, Christophe Dupuy wished “that everything
went burnt”, (Pintard 238) and characterized Bouchard’s youth journal as shameful (later
published as Confessions). In reality, Dupuy was not only dismayed by Bouchard’s sexual
experiments with the housemaid, but he also feared Confessions’ numerous references to
Bouchard’s homosexual encounters during his college years; in fact, many college friends of
Bouchard had turned out to be key figures of the French political establishment.

Rather fortuitously, following Del Pozzo’s death, the section of his library containing
Bouchard’s travel journals was dispersed and, most likely, versed in the Albani library. It then
resurfaced on the antiquary market as two separate volumes in the 1850s, that is around the
time of the library’s dismemberment. The first volume — that is the one that immediately
garnered the interest of critics — was the one containing Les Confessions and Du Voyage de
Paris @ Rome. This volume was brought to the attention of Paulin Paris in 1840 upon request
of a Parisian bookseller and attributed to Bouchard by the former (Tallemant des Réaux 161).
After that, the manuscript fell in the hands of Isidore Liseux, who would donate it to the
National Library, after publishing its first commercial edition as Les Confessions de Jean
Jacques Bouchard, Parisien, suivies de son Voyage de Paris a Rome en 1630, publiées pour la
premiére fois sur le manuscrit de [’auteur. This edition, however, appeared in a limited edition
and ran out of print. A second edition was then published by Gallimard in 1930 as Confessions,
and the next-to-last edition, before the Skira edition of 2003, came out in 1960 with the Cercle
du Livre Précieux, under the controversial title of Les confessions d’un perverti. In these late
editions, however, the travel sections had been left out. On the other hand, Del Pozzo’s second
volume — the one titled Voyage dans le royaume de Naples, from which the translated excerpt
is drawn — was bought by the Marquis de Chenneviéres; it was then bequeathed to the Library
of the Ecole des Beaux-Arts and only published in 1897 by Lucien Marcheix for the Editions
Léroux as a single, considerably abridged, and soon forgotten book titled Un parisien a Rome
et a Naples en 1632, d’aprés un manuscript inédit de J.H. Bouchard, Paris.

Today, the erudition and potential contribution of Bouchard’s work to the studies are
hardly acknowledged. Mauriés, as one of his early biographers, depicted him as a dandy ante-
litteram, by also claiming he consciously made his life as art (Bouchard, Confessions 111-X1X).
Unsurprisingly, in fact, it was among the homosexual circles of the European intelligentsia that
the name of Bouchard kept some of his original resonance. For instance, there is an unforeseen
reference to Bouchard and his Voyage to Naples in Roger Peyrefitte’s biographical novel on
Jacques d’Adelswird-Fersen, published as L'Exilé De Capri. This is certainly because
Bouchard wrote the first modern journal on Capri and his inhabitants, all the while hinting to
their sexual practices and “perversions”. One can therefore assume that Adelsward-Fersen and
Peyrefitte were among the very few readers of Lucien Marcheix’s abridged version titled Un
parisien & Rome et a Naples en 1632. Indeed, it seems unlikely, though not impossible, they
read the original handwritten manuscript at the Library of the Ecole des Beaux-Arts. While the
Confessions was certainly the work that brough Bouchard back from oblivion and gave him
some infamous notoriety in the first half of the twentieth century, it is my opinion that his travel
journals represent his most significant legacy for scholars and readers alike. Most importantly,
for having been dismembered, lost, and displaced, Bouchard’s Voyages to Naples deserve the
attention it never received.

The following excerpt from Voyage to Naples focuses on the Holy week that Bouchard
spent in Naples during April 1632. In the left column, readers will find the French text,
transcribed in its original spelling and accentuation. In the right column, they will find my
annotated translation into English. In this respect, a number of observations might be in order.
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First, it is important to state that the translation from early modern French to contemporary
English, and most importantly the translational shift towards a different epistemic context
could only be achieved here through an imperfect compromise. Indeed, on the one hand, there
was an attempt to remain as close as possible to the source text by creating a calque of
Bouchard’s seventeenth-century idiolect (that is, the cursive language of a French scholar with
a penchant for old languages and seventeenth-century Italian dialects); on the other hand, it
seemed crucial not to sacrifice the intelligibility of the text and the pleasure of reading.
Secondly, should one situate this translation on the scale evoked by Hervey and Higging in
Thinking French Translation (i.e. literal, faithful, balanced, idiomizing, free), one could opt for
“balanced”, but it would also be possible to recognize a sense of “faithful” for what relates to
lexicon, and a rather idiomizing approach in regard to syntax and matrix. Furthermore, in spite
of my quest for historical exotism, annotations were used any time a pedantic translation might
have marred the reader’s experience. Overall, one can claim the translation was written for the
contemporary reader, but it was a translation that tried to conjure up the same curiosity and
sporadic estrangement a seventeenth-century reader would have felt when learning about the
vice-kingdom of Naples. In other words, the translation incorporated the principle by which
“the relationship between receptor and message should be substantially the same as the one
which existed between the original receptors and the message” (Nida 159). What is more, in
selecting such an approach, a new sensibility towards translation — that is the one that had
emerged in Bouchard’s century — was involuntarily captured and echoed. And as Munday
reiterated after Flora Ross Amos, this approach did not aim to emulate; rather, this was the
method that permitted the ‘spirit” of the ST to be best reproduced. Finally, my hope is that the
wealth of ethnographic, historical and cultural details unlocked by this exceptional text will stir
a novel scholarly interest towards Bouchard, inasmuch as he was a very unique protagonist in
seventeenth-century culture.
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Semaine Sainte a Naples
Jean-Jacques Bouchard

Le mercredi saint septiéme Awvril.

Le plus belle musique que 1’on fasse est
au vieus palais, a la chapelle du viceroi, mais
pour ce que la vicereine voulut ce jour la
assister aus tenebres, les dames y entrerent
seulement, et n’ouvrit on a aucun home. Le
soir, & une heure de nuit, se dirent tenebres a
I’oratoire de St Jan des Florentins, ou la plus
part des musiciens du palais se treuverent.
La musique fut assez bone, mais courte, car
ils ne chanterent que les respons et antienes
et une seule lecon.

Le jeudi I’on dit qu’il se fait une grande
solennité a ’archevescshé, et I’on feste ce
jour la, toutes les boutiques estans serrées,
qui ne s’ouvrent que le vendredi matin et
samedi ; Orestes fut au palais ou, la messe
dite, toute la famille du viceroie communia,
puis le viceroi et sa femme furent en
procession derriere le St. Sacrement, lequel
estant posé dans une cassette faite en forme
de sepulcre, le prestre ferma la cassette a clef
et pendit cette clef au col du viceroi avec un
ruban de soye blanche; lequel en doibt
respondre et la remettre €s main du prestre le
lendemain a la messe, lors que 1’on va tirer
lesus Crist du sepulcre. Et pendant tout ce
temps 1a, du midi du jeudi jusques au midi

The Holy Week in Naples
Jean-Jacques Bouchard

Translated by Alessandro Giardino
Holy Wednesday, April 7h.

The most beautiful music which is out
there is performed in the old palace, in the
chapel of the viceroy, but since on this day
the vicereine wished to attend le tenebre,
only the ladies had access, and no man was
let in. At one o'clock at night, there was a
celebration of the tenebre in the oratory of
St. John of the Florentines,! and the great
majority of palace musicians attended. The
music was quite good, but short, because
they sang only responsories, antiphons, and
a single lesson.

On Thursday, it is said that a solemn
ceremony takes place at the archbishopric,
so there are celebrations on this day, with all
stores being closed, and only reopening on
Friday morning and Saturday. Orestes? was
in the palace where, once the mass said, all
the family members of the viceroy took
communion. Then the viceroy and his wife
followed the procession, standing behind the
Holy Sacrament, which was put in a box
shaped as a sepulcher, locked by the priest
with a key that he then attached to the neck
of the viceroy with a ribbon of white silk.
The viceroy, in fact, must answer for it and
hand it back to the priest the following day
during the mass, that is when one is going

! The Church of St. John of Florentines was originally located on the Via Toledo, as the regional church of the
many Florentine merchants and bankers who had started to flow into the city under the reign of Frederick II.
Having been established by Viceroy Pedro di Toledo in the sixteenth century (Vice-Kingdom: 1532-52) in order
to replace a smaller church founded by Isabella Chiaromonte, wife of Ferdinand | of Aragon, King of Naples
(Kingdom: 1458-1494), the church hosted the works of the best Naples-based Tuscan artists, such as Balducci
and Naccherino, as well as the tombs of Artemisia Gentileschi and Bernando Tannucci, tombs irremediably lost
after the demolition of the church in the 1950s. For a complete study of the church, see: Francesco Strazzullo, La
chiesa di San Giovanni dei Fiorentini a Napoli, Arte tipografica, Napoli, 1984. For the original sixteenth-century
artistic program by Giovan Battista Dosio, see P. Leone Castris, Dosio e la chiesa di San Giovanni dei Fiorentini
a Napoli, in “Napoli Nobilissima”, serie 6, 111 (2012), 5/6 pp. 225-236.

2 Bouchard alternates between Greek and Latin letters for the handwritten rendition of his pseudonym Orestes.
There is no apparent logic in the choice of one or the other.
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du vendredi, il est deffendu a toute sorte de
persones, de quelque qualité qu’ils puissent
estre, horsmis les soldats, de porter espée,
sur peine de prison, perte de I’espée, et 2
écus d’amende ; comme aussi d’aler en
carosse : et en tout ce temps la Orestes ne
rencontra par Naples que le seul carosse de
la Princesse de Stiliano, tout le reste de la
noblesse allant ou a pied ou dans une chaise.

Le Viceroi estant descendu du sepulcre,
qui estoit come un dome assez eminent
derriere le grand autel, et tout revestu par le
dehors de luminaires, lava les pieds a douse
pauvres dans la salle qui tient a la chapelle,
et leur dona a manger ; puis leur fit distribuer
a chasquun six escus, outre 1’habit. A la
sortie du palais, Orestes rencontra quantité
de gens qui aloint nuds en chemise et
deschaus, se fouetans jusques a grande
effusion de sang, aus sepulcres et par les
rues, et d’autres portans de grandes et
lourdes croix de bois sur I’espaule, et ne vit
on autre chose par les eglises et les rues de
Naples tout ce jour I3, et le vendredi suivant.
L’aprés disnée il fut ouir tenebres a la
congregation que les cavaliers napolitains
font al Gesu nuovo dans une salle
particuliére, ou les Jesuites ont attiré tant de
noblesse que les six dernieres lecons furent

“to draw Jesus Christ out of the sepulcher”.
And throughout this time, that is from noon
on Thursday till noon on Friday, it is
forbidden for everyone except soldiers, and
regardless of their status, to carry sword, on
penalty of prison, loss of the sword and two
scudi of fine; similarly it is forbidden to ride
in a carriage and, in fact, in those days Oreste
did not encounter any carriage, with the
exception of the Princess of Stigliano’s
coach,® the whole nobility going either on
foot or by sedan chair.

*

[Later on] after having descended from
the “sepulcher,” which had the appearance
of a rather impressive dome behind the great
altar and which was covered in lights, the
viceroy washed the feet of twelve poor men
who gathered in the room outside the chapel
and he then served them food. He then
demanded six scudi and some clothes be
distributed to each one of them. Outside the
palace, Orestes met a large quantity of
people who went around shirtless and
barefoot, flogging themselves with great
effusion of blood in front of the sepulchers*
in the streets, while others were carrying big
and heavy crosses of wood on their
shoulders. Indeed, on that day and
throughout Friday, it was the only spectacle
one could see, not only in the proximity of
churches but pretty much on every street of
Naples. In the afternoon, he attended the

3 Anna Carafa della Stadera, Princess of Stigliano, was one of the richest women of early seventeenth-century
Naples, and the first vicereine actually born in Naples. As the only surviving daughter to Antonio Carafa della
Stadera and Elena Aldobrandini, she became the only heir of a large estate and an immense fortune. She would
be remembered for the entitlement, capriciousness, and privilege her position allowed. For instance, as recounted
by Onofrio Melvetti, in the year 1632, at the time of Bouchard’s presence in Naples, she ordered the execution of
several Spanish soldiers, due to the annoyance and fear generated by some shots accidentally fired at the windows
of the Palazzo Cellamare at Chiaia, where she was currently residing. Similarly, in 1639, in spite of the extreme
poverty experienced by the Kingdom of Naples she threw lavish parties, and in particular a masquerade ball in
which she decided to dress as an Amazon, together with twenty-four ladies at her court, thus defying the current
standard of female modesty (14). See Onorio Melvetti, Anna Carafa. Una viceregina napoletana. Torre del Greco,
2018. Her presence remains visible in Naples through the Palazzo Donn’ Anna she had built during her regency
as vicereine.

* 1t was common to call the altars of repositories for the ciborium as “sepulchers”. Therefore, the processions were
often planned by using the altars of churches as stations. From Thursday to Easter, in fact, those altars would be
decorated as sepulchers and no holy wafer would be dispensed. The tradition as well as the denomination of
“sepulchers” is still used in several areas of the Christian world.
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chantées par six princes. La musique fut fort
bone. Les tenebres finies, 1’on apporta sur
I’autel quelque deus ou trois cents
disciplines, et lors les confreres, qui sont
tous cavaliers di seggio, s’enfermerent.

Le vendredi neufviesme, il fut visiter les
sepulcres, dont il avoit our faire tant de cas
autrefois, qu’il treuva neantmoins assez
simples et ordinaires, n’estant composez que
d’une fagade de portiques et colomnes
peintes en prospective sur la toile, sans
aucune statue ni autres representations, fors
qgue quelque deus ou trois petites poupées
d’enfans. Ce qui estoit de plus beau estoit la
guantité et bel arrangement des lampes et
cierges qui estoint allumées par dedans,
autour du St. Sacrement, qui presque partout
estoit enfermé dans des vases faits en forme
de sepulcre, sans qu’on le peust voir ; come
aussi le grand nombre d’agenterie, entre
autres a St. Claire, il Gesu Nuovo, San
Paulo, Monte Oliveto, etc., mais par sus tous
alla Concettione d’i Spagnoli a strada
Toledo, ou il y avait une quantité inestimable
de pierreries, entr’autres un ange qui tenoit
un dragon enchaisné, aussi hault presque que
le naturel, tout de diamants et de perles ; I’on
dit aussi que les dames de la Trinité delle
Monacelle en avoint fait un fort riche, mais
Orestes ne le put voir pource qu’a Naples
I’on deffait les sepulcres a ’heure mesme
que l’'on en a auté le St. Sacrement, le
vendredi a la Messe.

tenebre at the congregation that the
Neapolitan chevaliers formed at the Gesu
Nuovo in a special room, wherein the Jesuits
attracted so much nobility that the last six
lessons were sung by six princes.®> The music
was really good and when the tenebre were
over, two or three hundred disciplines® were
brought to the altar; at that point, then, the
confreres, who are all chevaliers of Seggio,
locked themselves in.

On Friday the 9™ he visited the
sepulchers, which he had heard so much
about in the past, but which he found to be
quite simple and ordinary, consisting of
nothing else but a facade of porticos and
columns painted in perspective on a canvas,
without any statue or other representation,
except for two or three small dolls. Instead,
what was the most beautiful thing about
them was the quantity of lamps and candles
lit inside them, as well as their nice
arrangements around the Sacred Host, which
almost everywhere was enclosed in vases in
the shape of sepulchers, so that it was not
possible to see inside them. What was also
worthy of attention was the great quantity of
paraphernalia in silver one could see in
churches such as Santa Chiara, the Gesu
Nuovo, San Paolo, Monte Oliveto, but above
all in the Concezione dei Spagnoli in Toledo,
where it was accompanied by an inestimable
quantity of gems and, among other things,
the statue of an angel holding a chained
dragon, almost as tall as the original one and
entirely made of diamonds and pearls. He
also heard that the ladies of the Trinity of the
Monacelle had built a very rich sepulcher,
but Orestes could not see it because in
Naples the sepulchers are undone at the same

® It was only in the early 1620s, a decade before Bouchard’s trip, that the church had become the meeting site of
a number of congregations. Moreover, at the time of Bouchard’s visit the church was probably under partial
renovation due the earthquake of 1631 that had damaged a section of the dome. See Luigi Catalani, Le chiese di
Napoli, Naples : Tipografia fu Migliaccio, 1845: p. 71; and p. 81.

% In absence of context, it is not possible to determine whether Bouchard wished to refer to volumes of study or
to instruments for flagellation, instead. The term discipline had a plurality of meanings by the time it was used by
the author.
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L’apres disnée, il fut ouir les tenebres du
viceroi ; la musique fut assez mediocre,
horsmis a la fin, qu’il y eut un echo repetant
trois et quatre fois, qui fut excellent. La
chapelle ou le viceroi estoit, et ou il vient
toutes les fois qu’il oit la Messe en public,
est dans les vieus chasteau, au bout de la
salle ; cette chapelle est mediocrement
grande, toute incrustée de marbre blanc,
avec sept ou huit grandes statues de mesme
fort bien faites. Elle estoit tendue de damas
incarnat a franges d’or. Aus deus costez il y
a come deus chapelles vis a vis 'une de
I’autre : dans celle de main gauche est
I’orgue et le lieu des musiciens ; elle estoit
ce jour la toute pleine de cavaliers ; dans
I’autre est le lieu du viceroi, divisé en deus
estages ; celui d’en hault est tout bouché de
treillis de bois, et d’ordinaire la vicereine s’y
met avec ses femmes pour n’estre pas vue, et
celui d’en bas a deus grandes fenetres qui
regardent sur I’autel. Ce soir le viceroi, sa
femme et une siene cousine estoint en celui
d’en bas, et tout le reste de la chapelle estoit
pleine de dames napolitaines ; pour ce a la
porte de la chapelle I'on avoit fait un
retranchement avec des bancs au milieu du
passage, et y avoit des portieri de son
Excellence qui faisoint passer les femmes
d’un costé et les homes de I’autre, lesquels
se devoint tous tenir sous le portail, n’estant
par permis de passer jusques au large de la
chapelle sinon aus moines, pour lesquels
I’on avoit fait un petit parquet de bancs. La
vicereine se fit aporter une ou deus fois a
boire, come aussi la plus part des dames,
ausquelles 1’'un des portiers portoit
simplement un grand verre d’eau sous le
manteau. L’office fini, environ les deus
heures de nuit, se comencea la procession ;
ce sont les Espagnols de la confrairie de la
Solitaire qui la font faire, ou ils font porter li

hour that the Blessed Sacrament is placed
away, that is on Friday during the mass.

End of Page 15.

In the afternoon, he attended the tenebre
performed for the viceroy; the music was
rather mediocre, except at the end, when
there was a refrain which was repeated three
or four times and which was excellent. The
chapel where the viceroy was and where he
comes every time he listens to the mass in
public is located at the end of the hall of the
old castle; this chapel is relatively large, all
inlaid with white marble, and with seven or
eight large and very well-made statues. For
the rest, the chapel is covered by crimson
damask curtains with golden tassels, and is
flanked by two smaller chapels facing each
other: in the chapel of the left hand, there is
the organ and the area for the musicians; on
that day, however, it was full of knights. The
other chapel, instead, is destined for the
viceroy and it appears divided in two floors;
the top floor is covered by a trellis of wood,
and it normally hosts the vicereine and her
ladies, as it allows them not be seen; the
lower floor has two large and open windows
which look onto the altar. That evening the
viceroy, his wife and a cousin of hers were
all in the lower level, while the rest of that
side chapel was occupied by Neapolitan
ladies. For this, at the door of the main
chapel, benches had been added as an
entrenchment in the middle of the
passageway to the main chapel’s portal, and
there were doorkeepers of his Excellency
who let the women pass on one side and the
men on the other side. All of them, however,
had to stand under the portal and nobody was
allowed to get to the central chapel with the
exception of the monks, for whom benches
had been set close together. The vicereine
had a drink brought to her once or twice, as
so did most of the ladies, to whom one of the
porters simply carried a large glass of water
under his coat. The office finished around
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Misterij della Passione qu’ils appellent : ce
sont des representations des principales
actions de la Passion, faites de statues a
hauteur du naturel, de bois, peintes et vestues
d’habits, qui sont posées sur des grands
eschaffauts quarrez portez sur le col de sept
ou huit homes. Or, a chasquun de ces
Mystéres les Espagnols invitent quelque
persone eminente et chef de quelque
principale famille a Naples, a ce qu’il aie a
le vouloir accompagner a la procession et a
ceste heure ceus qui sont invitez invitent tous
de leur famille, clients, dependents, etc. , et
font a D’envi a qui amenera plus des
persones : lequelles aportent toutes un grand
cierge de cire blanche, et accompagnent le
chef qui les a invitez, lequel va
immediatement aprés le mystere auquel il a
esté invité, de sorte que par ce moyen la plus
grand part de la noblesse et de tous les corps
des arts se treuvent a cette procession. De
plus les Espagnols louent quantité de gents a
deus rari’ ou trois carlin par teste, qui
doivent se foueter jusques au sang. La
procession part de la Solitaria, chappelle sise
au dela de Santa Croce in Palazzo, descent
par D’escalier de Santa Croce, passe par
devant le palais au milieu de deus barrieres
que le viceroi fait faire en cet endroit avec
des hauts pieus sur lesquels sont alumez de
grandes lampes ; puis entrant nella Strada di
Toledo, tourne vers il Lago del Castello.
L’ordre qu’elle tient en marchant est tel :
premierement vien un vestu en perlerin, la
face couverte, qui sont une trompette fort

two o’ clock at night when the procession
began. It was the Spaniards of the
Brotherhood of Solitaire who had the task of
organizing it and who carried Li Misteri
della Passione as they call them; these
mysteries are reenactments of the principal
scenes of the Passion with life-sized statues
in wood,” which are painted and clothed, and
then placed on big square scaffolds and so
carried on shoulders by seven or eight men.
Now, for each one of these Mysteries, the
Spaniards invite one eminent figure who is
at the head of one of Naples’ most prominent
families, so that he can accompany the
mystery throughout the procession. And at
this time those who are invited can in turn
invite their family, customers, dependents,
and therefore compete as to who will bring
more people. All guests, in exchange, bring
a large white wax candle and accompany the
head of the family who has invited them,
while he stands immediately below the
mystery to which he had been invited. As a
result, the majority of people hailing from
the nobility or the liberal arts participate in
this procession. In addition, the Spaniards
hire a lot of people at two or three carlini per
head, who must whip themselves to the point
of drawing blood. The procession leaves
from the Chapel of Solitaire (that is situated
beyond Santa Croce in the Palazzo), walks
down the staircase of Santa Croce,® then in
front of the palace, between two fences got
made out of tall poles on which big lamps
are lit; then, having exited into the Strada
Toledo, it veers towards il Largo di Castello.

" The chapel, then Church of Santa Maria della Solitaria, was situated on the east side of Via Solitaria. It must
have given the name to the Via (of Vicolo) perpendicular to what just below is the current Via Santa Lucia,
previously called Via Guzmana and built between 1599-1620, that is during the last years of Enrique de Guzman,
Count of Olivares’s vice-kingdom. For information about the Cappella, also mentioned in Celano, see:
www.lascuolaadottaunmonumento.it.

8 The Church of Santa Croce in Palazzo was one of the many ancient churches located in the area surrounding the
current Piazza del Plebiscito. Like many others, it would disappear after having been encapsulated in other
buildings and progressively dismantled, to then be replaced by the current Church of San Francesco di Paola
during the restoration of the Bourbon family. In its heyday, Santa Croce in Palazzo was part of a larger complex
made up of church and monastery, and located in the corner of the square now leading to Via Cesario Console.
The complex had been built over the nucleus of an ancient church under the auspices of Sancia of Majorca, wife
of Robert | of Anjou, as a space for the Clarisse nuns who would be relocated to Santa Chiara shortly after. For a
detailed history of the religious institutions on site and the construction of the Church of San Francesco di Paola,
see Fernanda Capopianco and Katia Fiorentino. Il tempio dei Borbone. La Chiesa di San Francesco di Paola in
Piazza Plebiscito. Napoli: Altrastampa: 1999.
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lugubrement sur le mesme ton qu’ils sonent
lors qu’ils menent pendre quelqu’un ;

Puis suivent li battenti, qui vont vestus
d’une longue aulbe de toile, avec un certain
accoustrement de teste haut de deus pieds,
tout rond, et qui va tousjours en apointissant
vers la pointe come une mitre a la persiene;
cela est couvert d’un long capuchon de toile
blanche, qui leur couvrant toute la face,
hormis qu’a I’endroit des yeus il a deus petits
trous, leur descend jusques sur I’estomach,
de sorte qu’ils en tienent le bout de la main
gauche et avec la droite se fouettent vers le
milieu du dos, ou leur aube est trouée tout
exprez, sur la chair nue, avec des grosses
poignées de petites cordelettes qui ont au
bout certaines petites pointes de fer qui
entrent dans la chair, et en font couler le
sang, de sorte que tous leurs habits en estoint
couverts, jusques mémes au pave. lls font a
I’envi 2 qui se fouettra plus fort et de
meilleure grace, y aiant un certain art
particulier pour le pouvoir bien faire, et
passants devant quelque dame favorite, ou
quelque ami, ausquels ils ont doné certaines
marques pour estre recognus, ils redoublent
les coups; chose estrange que pour ’interest
de 20 ou 15 sols, ou par simple vanité, ils
puissent exercer sur eus une telle cruauté
qu’elle fait horreur aus regardants, et qui ne
cede en rien a celles que nous detestons si
fort dans les religions ancienes du
paganisme. Il y en avoit mesme a cette
procession qui avec certains moreceaus de
liege pleins de piquants se battoint les
mamelles jusqu’a en faire pisser le sang. Ce
n’est pas qu’il y en aie quelques uns parmi
cette trouppe qui se fouettent par simple
devotion, et y voyoit on mesme quelques
femmes. D’autre portoint de grosses croix de
bois sur le dos, mais ceux ci n’avoint de paye
qu’un tari

The order of the procession is the following:
first comes a man dressed as a pilgrim, with
his face covered; he plays the trumpet very
mournfully and in the same tone they play
when they hang someone. ****

*

The battenti follow; they go dressed in a
long cloth alb and have a hairdo which is two
feet high, goes around the head and is
pointed towards the top like a Persian miter.
This hairdo is then concealed by a long hood
of white cloth which covers the whole face
(except for two small holes at eye-level) and
reaches the belly, so that they hold one end
of it with the left hand, and use the other
hand to whip the middle of their backs,
where their alb has an opening for that
purpose and they can whip the naked back
with a bunch of small strings with pointed
ends in iron which penetrate the flesh and
make the blood flow; indeed their clothes are
drenched in blood down to the ground. In
doing so, the battenti compete to see who can
whip himself the hardest and with the most
grace, having a certain technique to do it
well; also, when passing in front of a favorite
lady of theirs or some friend who will
recognize them by some special signs they
intensify the whipping. It is strange that for
the price of 20 or 15 coins or out of mere
vanity, someone can exercise on himself a
cruelty such as to make the onlookers
horrified; that is a cruelty that is no way
inferior to the one we hate so much in the
ancient religions of Paganism. Indeed, at this
procession, there are some who go as far as
beating their breasts with pieces of cork full
of thorns until they piss blood. Of course,
there are also those who whip themselves out
of simple devotion, and among them even a
few women. Some others wear large wooden
crosses on their backs, but these latter only
had one tari as payment. ****
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Aprés ces battans, suivent quantité de
faquins tous vestus de longues aulbes de
toile et la face couverte, qui portent les uns
au bout de longues perches de grans
chaudrons pleins de poix, graisse et huile
alumez, les autres des cierges de cire
blanches au bout de certains cannes fendus
en quattre, en entourant tout le mystere, au
devant duguel marche un cheeur de musique,
et au derriere le cavalier il quale conduce il
misterio, avec tous ceus qu’il a invitez, ayant
tous un cierge allumé en main. En ce mesme
ordre suivent tous les autres mysteres, qui
ont aussi chasqu’un leur troupe de battenti
marchant au devant d’eus, dont il y eut sept
ou huit : le premier fut Jesus Crist priant au
Jardin des Oliviers, et le dernier, estant dans
le tombeau.

Le samedi matin, la Messe, outre le gros
cierge paschal, ils en alument un autre petit,
qui est divisé en trois branches en I’honeur
de la Trinité, et le mettent au haut d’un
chandelier de bois fait en piramide, assez
eslevé et tout couvert de feuillages et
verdure ; et conservent dans une lampe le
nouveau feu qu’ils ont alumé avec le fusil
pour le cierge paschal, et a cette lampe le
peuple vient alumer la siene, portants au
logis ce feu saint d’une main, et I’eau beniste
de I'autre. Alors, s’ouvrent les boucheries,
ou l’on wvoit une quantité incroyable
d’agneaus, chevreaus, vitelle aniccie qu’ils
appelent, c¢’est a dire d’un an, et de vaccina,
le mouton et le vrai veau, qu’ils appellent
vitella di Sorrento, laquelle ne cede rien en
delicatesse a la vitella mongana de Rome,
estant assez rares en cette saison. Ils prenent
plaisir a orner la viande de quantité de

Follow many faquins dressed in long albs
and with their face covered, who carry either
long poles holding cauldrons full of pitch,
grease, and lighted oil or white wax candles
at the top of canes split in four. These
faquins surround the whole mystery,
whereas at the front of the mystery march the
chorus and at the back the chevalier — il
quale conduce il misterio — together with all
the people he has invited holding a lighted
candle. And this was the order for the
following mysteries — as they were seven or
eight of them — each of them having their
own troop of battenti at the front, the first
one representing Jesus Christ praying in the
garden of Gethsemane, the last one his
entombment.

End of page 16

Note: The passage between **** is at page
17. The compiler notes it has to be inserted
in the middle of the text, as I did.

On Saturday morning, at Mass, in
addition to a larger Easter candle, they light
another small candle which was divided into
three branches in honor of the Trinity; they
then put this latter candle on the top of a
wooden candlestick that had the shape of a
pyramid and was placed quite high and
covered with foliage and greenery. They also
kept rekindling the fire of another lamp; in
fact, they had lit this lamp with the same
starter used for the Passover candle,® and
people came to this lamp to light their
candles, thus bringing home the holy fire on
one hand, and the holy water on the other. It
was around this time that butcher shops
open, putting out an incredible quantity of
lambs, lambkins, vitelle anniccie — they are
so named to highlight the fact they are one
year old calves — vaccina, sheep and the true
calf, which they call vitella di Sorrento and

® The word used by Bouchard is the Italian “fucile”, whose currently meaning is rifle but which was anciently
used to refer to any steel instrument used to light a fire, often through striking against a flintstone ( See Grande
Dizionario).
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bouquets de fleurs, et la dorent mesme, entre
autres les agneaus et chevreaus, comme
aussi les vendeurs de salures dorent leurs
jambons, saucisses, lard etc ; dont il y a de
fort belles boutiques, come aussi de
fromages, provatures, etc. Il faut acheter tout
ce dont I’on a besoing ce jour la, carle
lendemain, quand ce seroit pour mourir, I’on
ne treuveroit ni pain ni vin ni la moindre
chose a vendre.

Le soir se fait la processione della
Resurrezione, qui est beaucoup plus belle
que celle du vendredi ; car premierement elle
fait beaucoup plus de chemin, car se partant
de Monte Calvario et traversant quasi toute
la longuer de la Strada Toledo vient tourner
tout autour de cette grande place qui est au
devant du palais. Cette grande longuer de
chemin par ou elle passe, qui dure plus d’un
grand mille.

[Cette grande longuer de chemin est]
bordée des deus costez de deux ou trois rancs
de carosses ou sont les dames, qui, pour
mieux Voir et estre mieus vues, font tenir aus
pages cing ou six grans flambeaus de cire
blanche allumez autour de la portiere ; et
deus heures durant avant la procession c’est
un perpetuel cours de cavaliers qui passent
et repassent, quelques uns a cheval, mais la
plupart a pied, saluant les dames, leur disant
le mot en passant et leur jettant de confitures.
Orestes passa par deus fois d’un bout a

1% Though it technically meant “unweaned”.

is no way inferior for tenderness to its
Roman counterpart, that is vitella
mongana, X° and just as rare during this
season. They also take pleasure in decorating
the meat with a lot of flowers, and they even
gilded it (for instance, they often gild lambs
and goats among others). Similarly, the
sellers of salted meats gild their hams,
sausages, bacon etc. and there are very
beautiful stores selling those products, as
well as cheeses, provature, etc.!! And yet, it
IS necessary to buy all one needs on that day,
because on the following day, one would not
even find bread, wine or the last thing on
sale, were one even on the verge of dying.

*

The processione della Resurrectione
takes place on that evening, and it is much
more beautiful than the one on Friday, first,
because it takes a longer tour — since it starts
from Monte Calvario —, crosses almost the
whole length of the Strada Toledo and turns
all around the large square which is in front
of the royal palace. This great length of road
through which it passes is longer than a mile.

End of Page 17

[This great length of the road is] lined by
two or three rows of carriages in which the
ladies are seated. Now, those same ladies in
order to both see better and be better seen ask
their pages to light five or six big torches of
white wax and hold them around the
carriages’ doors, so that starting two hours
before the procession it is a perpetual
coming and going of chevaliers who — some
on horseback, but most on foot — greet the
ladies, saying a word to them and offering
them sweets.'? Orestes passed between them

11 The word provatura was formerly used in reference to fresh cheese prepared with freshly curdled buffalo milk;
the pasta was shredded after salting and packaged in round shapes, especially in Central and Southern Italy (See

Grande Dizionario).

12 The precise translation from French would be “jams”, but the word would be restrictive today.
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I’autre, et ne se ressouvient point d’avoir
rien vu de si beau ni de si magnifique,
premierement pour la grande quantité de
dames, dont la plus part sont parfaitement
belles, toutes vestues de riches estofes d’ou
ou de soye et parées d’une infinit¢ de
pierreries, et ce qui paroissoit entre autre
extremement estoint certains petis voiles de
tafetas incarnat, avec de la grande dentelle
d’or alentour, que la plus part s’estoint mise
sur la teste, de peur du serein. Outre celles
qui estoint dans les carosses, toutes les
fenestres estoint pleines encore d’autres
femmes, come aussi quantit¢ d’eschafauts
qui estoint dressez en divers endroit. Les
portes, les boutiques et la rue, estoit toute
bordée de peuple rengé en haye; et ce qui
fasoit encore plus paroistre tout cela, estoit
la grande quantité de luminaires dont estoint
bordez non seulement les carosses, mais
encore toutes les fenestres et portes et sur
tout les boutiques, dont certaines, entre
autres celles des epiciers, estoint remplies
par dedans de lampes depuis le haut jusques
au bas. Outre ce, d’espace en espace il y
avoit sur des eschafauts des chceurs de
musique d’instruments et de voix. Orestes,
pour voir plus commodement, fut en la place
du palais, vis a vis de la fenestre d’ou
regardoit le viceroi, lequel fit un tour ou deus
en carosse par la place tout au travers des
carosses des dames.

Devant le palais il n’y avoit des carosses
que d’un costé, le long de la barriére faite de
pieus, sur lequels il y avoit des lampes
alumées, et de 1’autre costé, le long des
murailles du palais, estoint rengées les
compagnies de la garde du viceroi. Enfin, sur

twice from one end of the road to the other
and does not remember having seen
anything so beautiful or magnificent,
especially for the great quantity of ladies,
who, for the most part, were perfectly
beautiful and all dressed in rich cloths of
gold or silk and adorned with an infinity of
jewels, as well as small yet flashy veils of
crimson taffetas with large gold laces that
were particularly distinctive, the majority of
them having covered their head with such
veils in fear of sereno.!® In addition to the
women in the carriages, all the street
windows overflowed with women, and so
did the scaffolds which were set up in
various places. The doors, the stores and the
entire street were all lined with people
organized in rows, and what made all this
even more striking was the great quantity of
lights that appeared not only on the side of
carriages, but also on all windows, doors and
stores, of which some, and among others the
grocery stores in particular, were filled with
lamps from top to bottom. Finally, at each
corner, one could appreciate scaffolds with
musical choirs of both instruments and
voices. In order to watch the procession
more comfortably, Orestes moved to that
area of the palace which stands opposite to
the viewing window of viceroy; the viceroy
who, early on, made one or two tours of the
square meandering through the ladies’
carriages.

End of page 18

In front of the palace, there were carriages
only on one side, that is along a barrier made
of poles crowned by lighted lamps, while on
the other side, that is along the walls of the
palace, the viceroy's guards were lined up.
Finally, at two o’clock at night, the

13 This quite idyllic description is in more in line with the tradition of Descrittione for travelers generally written
by local writers, and thus magnifying the beauty of the city. Among those, almost simultaneous to Bouchard’s
journal is Enrico Bacco, Nuova descrittione del Regno di Napoli diviso in dodici province. (Naples, 1629). Clearly
the word “sereno” is used here for a slight alteration of weather tending towards cooler temperatures or light rain.
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les deus heures de nuit, la procession partit
de Monte Calvario et, apres avoir passé la
rue de Tolede et fait un grand tour dans la
place, tout le long des maisons qui sont a
I’opposite de la faciade du palais, vint, par la
haut de la place, passer sous les fenestres du
palais en cet ordre ci : le regent Battaglino,
qui est le chef de la congregation, et qui fait
les frais principiaux de cette procession, qui
luy montent & deus ou trois mille escus, en
cierges, faquins, musiciens, et pour les
mysteres, ausquels il invite les cavaliers,
come nous avons dit que fasoint les
Espagnols en la procession precendente,
mais avec bien plus de choix, la pemiere
estant meslée de toutes sortes de gents, et en
celle ci n’y ayant presque autres que
cavaliers ; ce regent, dis je, venoit a la teste,
vestu d’une soutane et d’un roquet bleu, avec
un chapeau de tafetas blanc, porté in sedia,
laquelle il fit arrester sous la fenestre du
viceroi, affin de voir passer devant soy toute
la procession. Auprés de luy s’arrésterent
aussi trois ou quatre cavaliers vestus de
belles aulbes, avec quantité de dentelles et
mesmes quelques pierreries, et un roquet de
tabis bleu, tenants une espece de bourdon
doré en main, dont il rengeoint et faisoint
garder les rangs aus processionants. Les
premiers qui passerent furent une troupe de
petis garcons des plus beaus que ’on avoit
pu trouver, vestus en anges avec ailes au dos
et cierges aus mains, lesquels dancerent
devant le viceroi; puis vint le premier
mystere accompagné de son cheeur de
musique et de ses luminaires. Ce premier
come aussi les cing ou six autres suivants
estoint la representations des epithetes que
I’on done a la Vierge dans les litanies par
exemple  Speculum Justitiae, Hortus
Conclusus, etc. Les autres suivants, qui

procession took off from Monte Calvario
and, after passing through Via Toledo, made
a great turn around the square — that is all
along the houses that stand opposite to the
facade of the palace —* finally coming to
the forefront of the square and passing under
the windows of the palace, in the following
order: at its head the regent Battaglino, who
is the leader of the congregation and who
covers the main costs of the procession, with
these costs amounting to two or three
thousand scudi in candles, faquins, *°
musicians, and mysteries; mysteries to
which, not unlike the Spaniards in the
previously mentioned procession, the
Regent invites his chevaliers, yet with more
selectiveness, since the former [ i.e. the
Spaniards] mix all kinds of people while the
latter only invites knights; this regent, | was
saying, was at the head of the procession,
and he was dressed in a cassock, a blue
roquet ¥ and a hat of white taffeta.
Furthermore, he was carried in a sedia, to be
halted under the window of the viceroy, in
order to see the whole procession going in
front of him. Next to him stood three or four
knights dressed in beautiful vestment with
abundant lace and even some jewels. They
also wore a little blue tabis roquet and held
a golden bourdon®” in hand, with which they
kept in check the rows of the procession’s
participants. The first order to pass by was a
group of the most beautiful boys they were
able to find, and they danced in front of the
Viceroy dressed as angels with wings on
their backs and candles in their hands. Then,
came the first mystery accompanied by its
choir of music and lights. This mystery, like
the five or six others that followed,
represented the epithets that are normally
assigned to the Virgin in the litanies, as for

141t has to be noted that the facade of the new Royal Palace had been completed only in 1616, while the Palace
and its decoration, with the exclusion of the chapel, were completed in 1631, that is just one year before the arrival
of Bouchard. See Franco Strazzullo, Architetti e ingegneri napoletani dal Cinquecento al Settecento (Naples,
1968): 279-81

15 Porters.

16 The word roquet referred to a small cloak reaching to the elbow and with no collar. Over time, this type of little
cloak would be passed down from the masters to the lackey, and was finally taken over by the buffoon of the
Commedia dell’Arte. See: https://www.lerobert.com.

7 Normally a long staff, adorned with a boule on top, and associated with the image pilgrims.

42



furent environ au nombre de 10 ou 12,
representoint les principales actions de la vie
de la Vierge, le premier estant
I’ Annonciation et le dernier son Assumption
au ciel. Les personages estoint petits et
tenoint de la pouppée; la magnificence
estoit en la quantité de cierges en la quantité
de cierges et de musiciens et joueurs de toute
sorte d’instruments, dont il y avoit au moins
15 ou 16 gros cheeurs. Mais ce qui estoit le
plus digne d’admiration estoit la grande
quantité de chevaliers, leur port majestueus,
et leur bone mine, en quoi ils surpassent
toutes les nations d’Italie, et ne le cedent a
aucune de dela les monts; et se fasioint
tellement discerner d’avec ceus du peuple,
dont il y avoit quelques uns a cette
procession, qu’il sembloit qu’ils fussent de
quelque differente espece. La jeunesse entre
autres est divinement belle, et Orestes n’a
jamais rien vu si ravissant come une troupe
de ces petits cavaliers qui passerent en de
cette procession, tous vestus de soutanes
blanches et roquets bleus, avec le baston de
confrairie en main. Les derniers qui
passerent furent les capitaines, alfiers et
sergents des compagnies nouvellement
faites, tous gens encore de bone mine et fort
lestement vestus de couleur avec or, portant
chasqu’un en main la marque de sa charge ;
les capitaines leur regimento ou ginetta ou
canne d’Inde, les alfiers leur scettro ou petit
espieu et les sergents leurs hallebardes. Tout
cela demeura plus d’une heure a passer. En
somme, tant pour la quantité et beauté des
dames et autres regardants comme aussi des
processionants, que pour cette grande
multitude de luminaires et musiques qui fait
dans les tenebres de la nuit un effet mille fois
plus admirable que 1’on ne sgauroit
s’imaginer, l’on peut dire que cette
procession ci merite d’estre mise au nombre
des choses (les) plus remarquables et
singulieres de I’Europe. Aussi lorsque
I’Infante passa il y a deus ans par Naples en
allant en Hongrie, encore que ce fust en esté,
les cavaliers la firent hors de temps, affin de

18 Small sword

instance  Speculum  Justitiae, Hortus
Conclusus etc. The others following, which
were about ten or twelve, represented main
scenes from the Virgin’s life, the first one
being the Annunciation and the last one her
Assumption to heaven. The figures were
small and doll-like, and the magnificence
came through a quantity of candles,
musicians, and players of all kinds of
instruments, and organized in at least fifteen
or sixteen large choirs. But what was most
worthy of admiration was the great quantity
of chevaliers, as well as their majestic
posture and good complexion, since it
surpassed that of all nations of Italy, and had
nothing to envy to the one of those on the
other side of the Alps. Indeed, it was so
different from that of the commoners
(commoners were present at this procession
in droves), that it seemed as they belonged to
a different species. Among other things, the
youth was divinely beautiful, and Orestes
never saw anything so delightful as the troop
of little knights who passed in this
procession, all dressed in white cassocks and
blue roquets and with the rod of their
brotherhood in hand. The last groups to pass
were the captains, the standard-bearers, and
the sergeants of the newly formed
companies, all of them also of good
appearance and very elegantly dressed in
colours and gold, with each one carrying in
his hand the mark of his office: the captains
their regimento or ginesta or cane of India,
the standard-bearer their scettro or
venablo,!8 and the sergeants their halberds.
The whole thing took more than one hour. In
brief, for the quantity and beauty of the
ladies and other spectators, as well as of the
procession members, as for this great
multitude of lights and music which makes
in the darkness of the night, an effect
thousand times more admirable than one
could imagine one can say that this
procession deserves to be listed as one of the
most remarkable and singular of Europe.
Indeed, when two years ago the Infanta

43



la luy voir come 1’'une des choses les plus passed by Naples on her way to Hungary, the

remarquable(s) de leur ville. chevaliers recreated the same procession in
spite of the fact that it was Summer, and
* therefore out of season, in order to show it to
her as one of the most remarkable attractions
of their city.

End of Page 19
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An epistolary story by Artyom Vesyoly, translated from Russian

KEVIN WINDLE
Australian National University

The name of Artyom Vesyoly, pseudonym of Nikolai Kochkurov (1899-1938), is less familiar
to English readers than those of some other Russian writers of his time, such as Isaak Babel,
Konstantin Paustovsky, Boris Pasternak, Mikhail Bulgakov or Vesyoly’s close friend Mikhail
Sholokhov. If he has suffered from neglect in the Anglophone world, this may be attributed to
a combination of circumstances: first, his early death in Stalin’s Great Terror cut short a
promising career and meant that he was “unpersoned” in the USSR. His works were removed
from libraries and destroyed, while no public mention of the author could be made until his
posthumous rehabilitation in the 1950s. Second, his prose does not lend itself easily to
translation: in an afterword to a German version of his major novel, Jekatherina Lebedewa,
described it as “so gut wie uniibersetzbar” [virtually untranslatable] (Wesjoly 632).

The work in question was Vesyoly’s masterpiece Russia Washed in Blood, a modernist
novel written in the 1920s and early 1930s about the Russian Civil War of 1918-1921. Though
published in the USSR and widely applauded, within a few years it was found to be
ideologically suspect and therefore proscribed, while the author, a veteran of the Civil War,
found his loyalty to the regime called into question. He was accused of failing to recognize the
leading role of the Communist Party and slandering the regime and its rulers. He was duly
arrested in October 1937 and shot in April 1938 (see Vesyoly Xi-xvi).

Despite Lebedewa’s comment on Vesyoly’s untranslatability, his novel has long been
known in translations into Polish, Czech, Bulgarian and French; an excellent German version
is now available, and in 2020 an English version was published by Anthem Press (Wesjoly;
Vesyoly).

His short story “The Barefoot Truth”, written concurrently with parts of Russia Washed
in Blood, marks the onset of his serious difficulties with the guardians of ideological purity.
When it appeared in the journal Molodaya gvardiya in 1929, the Central Committee of the
Communist Party reprimanded the journal’s editors for allowing into print a “one-sided,
tendentious caricature of Soviet reality”. It was, they declared, “of value only to our class
enemies” (see Vesyolaya 160). Clearly, the story gave deep offence by expressing the feelings
of those who, like Vesyoly himself, had fought to establish Soviet rule in a savage conflict, yet
soon found themselves neglected, their service and suffering dismissed as of no account while
the new bureaucracy took root.

The story takes the form of a letter from a group of Civil War veterans to their former
commander, describing the plight of some of their comrades-in-arms and seeking his help in
achieving justice for them. It describes village life in the Kuban region in the late 1920s, a time
when a kind of stability had returned after the ravages of the Civil War. To the veterans, it is a
highly unsatisfactory stability: well-to-do peasants and opponents of the revolution prosper at
the expense of the poor, former Red Army soldiers are reduced to penury, and criminals such
as the “rich Cossack” rapists go unpunished. The letter recalls scenes of fratricidal bloodshed
and mayhem which have left their mark on the survivors. A note at the end states that “the
commander’s reply will appear in a forthcoming issue of Molodaya gvardiya”. If Vesyoly was
indeed planning to publish such a reply, it did not eventuate. He and his protagonists were not
to know that very soon the stability would end with the onset of collectivization, mass
deportation of the wealthier peasantry (kulaks), and famine (the golodomor). The concluding
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lines, warning that “our republic will still be licking its wounds in a hundred years”, may be
seen to have prophetic resonance in the light of events in nearby Ukraine since February 2022.

Like Russia Washed in Blood, this story shows the author’s mastery of skaz, in which
the narrative is heard directly from an uneducated participant, unmediated by any “intellectual”
intervention. Vesyoly’s unnamed narrator is a man of limited schooling but strong opinions,
striving to master a genre — letter-writing — which does not come naturally. Nevertheless he is
able to make his points forcefully, in colourful language. Much humour derives from
incongruities of register: fragments of officialese conflict with earthy demotic expressions,
eloquent colloquialisms and terms of abuse, and occasional poetic turns of phrase. Markers of
sub-standard Russian are frequent, and seldom amenable to a close or “literal” translation.
Instead the translation resorts to a compensatory method, introducing ungrammatical forms of
English, not necessarily at the same points, to give some indication of the writer’s distinctive
voice: double negatives, “ain’t”, “we was”, “they was” etc.

English lacks the resources to form the expressive diminutives favoured by the narrator:
e.g. rubliki (from rubli [roubles]); kupchishki (from kuptsy [merchants]) and even advokatishki
(from advokaty [lawyers]). A suffix which usually denotes young animals such as kittens and
piglets is applied creatively to the young of the aristocracy and the bourgeois: grafyata (from
graf [count]), and burzhuyata (from burzhuy [bourgeois]). “Princelings” will serve for
knyazishki, but in other cases the translator has little choice beyond recourse to a compensatory
adjective. The translator’s task is further complicated by two stanzas of song. These are clearly
important in as much as they vividly encapsulate the theme. If the song moves war veterans to
tears, as the writer claims, some indication of its emotive power must be given in the
translation. To that end, it needs to appear singable (although we may not know the melody),
and this can only be achieved by some semblance of the original rhyme scheme and dactylic
metre.

A literal translation of a work such as this, assuming it were possible, would at many
points give the reader considerable difficulty. The translation given below, while of the
“domesticating” variety, makes occasional concessions to the “foreignizing” tendency when
untranslatable Russian terms are retained and footnoted (e.g. GPU, bandura, Komsomol,
stanitsa). Annotation is also needed for references to historical personages unlikely to be
familiar to the new readership. The translation of skaz-like texts shares features with that of
drama. Since we are dealing with a kind of performance, the product needs to be no less
performable than the original. Two criteria proposed by Fabienne Hérmanseder for the
translation of drama therefore come to the fore: Sprechbarkeit (“speakability”) and Spielbarkeit
(jouabilite, “playability”’) (Hormanseder 97-111; Windle 156ff.). These concepts have served
the translator of Vesyoly’s “Barefoot Truth” as guidelines, along with Korney Chukovsky’s
well-known warning against what he termed “imprecise precision”, or excessive literalism
(Chukovsky 56ff.). In a similar vein, Walter Arndt, the distinguished American translator of
Pushkin, spoke of conveying the “total effect”, in which the “import” and the “impact” need to
be considered equally (Arndt xiv-xv). The aim here has been to create a performable text which
produces in the reader or hearer an impression roughly equivalent to that made by the original
on its audience, while acknowledging that such impressions cannot be in any way measurable.

The translation is based on the text published in VVesyoly 1990. The translator is grateful
to Dr Elena Govor, Vesyoly’s grand-daughter, for much background material and advice on
matters of translation, and to the journal’s reviewers for their detailed comments and
suggestions.
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Bocasi npaBaa
Aptém Becéablit

Hoporou Muxaun
BacuibeBuu!

IIpoBenaB, d4rO ThI, Hall CTapbld
KOMaHAMp, )KUBEIIb B MOCKBE U 3aHMMaelb
XOpOLIyK  JOJDKHOCTb, MBI, KpacHbIE
HapTU3aHbl BBEPEHHOro TeOe MOJIKa, MUIEM
CepJIeUHbI IIPUBET, KOTOPBIM na He Oyner
IPOIMYLIEH TOOOI MUMO YIIEH.

I'ope 3acTaBuIIO HAC MUCATh.

Hazno oTKphITO CKa3aThk NpaBLy — B KU3HU
Haliel 0oJbIIe MJI0X0r0, YEM XOPOLIETO.

W3BectHbiii BaM nynemerdyuk CeMeH
['opbaToB rONBIE W OOCHIH 3aXOTUT B
npodcoro3, nmpocut padory. Kakas-to ¢ Bot
TakKUM pBUIOM CTEpBa, KOTOPYIO Mbl HE
nobwin B 18 rofy, HaxanbHO CHpAIIMBaeT
ero:

— Kakas
CHEUAIBHOCTD?

— S He rpaxnaHuH, a TOBapull], —
orBeyaer Cemen [IopbatoB. — Bocewmb
OTHECTPEIbHBIX M JBE KOJOTHIX DPaHbl Ha
cebe Homly, KajJeTckas IMyis mnepeduna
pebpo, 3acena B IpyId U 10 CEro JHsS MHe
cep/iie 3HOOUT.

— O panax nopa 3a0bITb, HHKOMY OHH He
UHTEPECHBI. Y Hac MUPHOE CTPOHUTENIbCTBO
convanuzMa. Kakas TBOs, TIpaxkIaHuH,
CHEIUAIBHOCTD?

— IlyneMeTuuk, — TUXO OTBETUII I€pPOH, U
CEep/ILie €To 3aHBUIO OT OOHUIBI.

— Uinen npodcoroza?

— Her.

— Hy, Toraa u pasroBop ¢ T000i KOPOTOK.
Bo-nepBbIX, TakoBas CeMaIbHOCTh HaM He
TpeOyeTcsi, BO-BTOPBIX, Y HAC MHOT'O YJIEHOB
0e3pabo0THBIX, a ThI HE YJICH.

— Ilouemy ckpeIBaeTe pacrnopsKEHUs
Hamed wmarymku BKII? — cnopammBaer
Cemen ['opbaroB. — He MOMKHBI M BBI
MIPEJIOCTABIIATh padOTy JEMOOMIM30BAaHHBIM
BHE ouepenu’?

— MBI He CKpBIBAEM paCHOpPSDKEHUN U
naeM paboTy MOJIOJBIM I€MOOHIIN30BaHHBIM

TOBapHILL,

TBOA, I'paXa1aHHH,
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The Barefoot Truth
Artyom Vesyoly

Translated by Kevin Windle
Dear Comrade Mikhail Vasilyevich,

We have learned that you, our old
commander, are living in Moscow and have
a good job, so we Red partisans of the
regiment you commanded send you our
cordial greetings, which you shouldn’t turn a
deaf ear to.

Hard times have forced us to write.

We have to call a spade a spade: we’re
seeing more bad than good in our lives.

Semyon Gorbatov, the machine-gunner
you will remember, goes to the Union office
barefoot and skint, to ask for work. There
some slut we didn’t finish off in 1918 has the
nerve to ask him,

“What’s your trade, citizen?”

“ ‘Comrade’ to you, not ‘citizen’,”
Semyon replies. “With eight bullet wounds
and two stab wounds. A cadet bullet broke
one of my ribs and lodged in my chest, so my
heart’s playing up to this day.”

“Time to forget about your wounds.
Nobody’s interested in them now. We're
peacefully building socialism. What’s your
trade, citizen?”

“Machine-gunner,” says the war hero
quietly, feeling his heart pained.

“Union member?”

“No.”

“Well, in that case, we’ve nothing to talk
about. First of all, we don’t need your trade.
Second, we have lots of unemployed
members, and you’re not a member.”

“Why are you keeping our mother-Party’s
instructions secret?” says Semyon Gorbatov.
“Ain’t you supposed to offer jobs to
demobilised soldiers first?”

“We aren’t hiding any instructions; we
give jobs to young soldiers demobilised in the



MOCJICTHETO TOJIa, & Bac, CTaphIX, CIIHUIIKOM
MHOTO.

— Kyna e Ham, cTapbIM, 1eBaThCs, €KEITH
HE BCeX Hac mnepebuna Oenas KOHTp-
peBoJOIUA?

— IIpodcoro3 He GoranenbHs.

— A CKaXXHTe, CKOJIPKO y Bac B TPECTax H
KAHIISJISIPUSIX CUJIUT KyMOBBEB U CBOSIUCHHUII?

— He memaiite, rpak1aHuH, 3aHUMATbHCS.

— 3HauuT, — ¢ OECCUIIHBIM MPE3PEHUEM
roBoput CemeH ['op6aToB, — BBl CMOTPHUTE Ha
MEHS B MOEM OTEYEeCTBE XYXe€, 4YeM Ha
rmacelHka?

Ha stm cnoBa OH He MOMy4Yus OTBETA H
TOJIOJIHBIN yIIIeT OT opora mpogcoro3a.

Komanaup 2 ockagpona  Adanacuit
CrIueB, exenu Bbl, Muxauni BacunbeBud, ero
MPUIIOMHUTE, OOpoJicA B HAIIUX psax,
HaunmHas ¢ KopHwioBa W BKIHOYas 10
pasrpoma Komuaka u Bpanrens. B 1921 rony
Ha3BaHHbI CblUeB BEpHYJCS Ha POJUHY,
4yTOOBI MONPABUTH 3J0POBHE U PA3OPEHHOE
XO3SICTBO, HO XO35HCTBA HHUKAKOrO HE
0Ka3aJIoCh, TaK KaK Ha IJIaHE JIBOpA TOpUYATH
nuib ropenelie neHbku. Korma netom 1918 1.
JIeHUKWH 3aHsUT Hally CTaHWILY, TO B P C
JIpYTUMH TOBapuIllaMu Oblia moBemieHa 60-
JICTHSS MaTh Crruena, ABIIOTBS
[TonukapnoBHa. JXKeHa ero ¢ mepemnyry us
CTaHMIIbI yOexxana Ha XyTop JIONMINHCKUH,
I7I€ U BBIIIUIA 3aMY>K 3a BJOBOI'O Ka3aka.

[Tpunnock AdaHnacuio co BCeMH CBOUMHU
O0enamu mpuMupuThes. [IpuHsics oH, B cuy
NapTAUCIUIUIMHBI, TOOWBaTh  OaHJIUTOB;
moOuBal HMX OECHOIIagHO 1O IOJIHOTO
YHUYTOKEHUSI U B KaMbllllaX 3a BOMCKOBOM
rpebeii caMOpy4YHO 3aCTpeIiII MOJIKOBHUKA
Kocrenkoro. CycTsi CKOJIBKO-TO BPEMEHH,
32 HEMMEHHUEM KaluTaJoB, momien Adanacuit
OarpaunTh K  HENpUATENI0  CBOEMY
I'aBpunenke. TallkomM OT X03g1MHA IOCELIAN
OH coOpaHusl SYEHKH, HO TOT JO3HAJICT M
BBITHAJI €r0, KPUKHYB Ha NpPOIIaHbe:

past year, and there are too many of you old
ones.”

“So what are we old ones supposed to do
if the White counter-revolution didn’t wipe
us out?”

“The Union’s not a poorhouse.”

“So tell me: how many of your folks and
relations do you have sitting in your branch
offices and sub-branches?”

“Let me get on with my work, citizen.”

“So in the land of my fathers you see me
as something worse than a stepson, do you?”
says Semyon Gorbatov, filled with impotent
contempt.

To that he received no reply and left the
Union office empty-handed.

Afanasy Sychyov, commander of the
Second Squadron, if you remember, Mikhail
Vasilyevich, fought in our ranks, starting
when we was fighting Kornilov and
including when we beat Kolchak and
Wrangel.! In 1921 the said Sychyov returned
home to restore his health and fix up his
ruined small-holding, but there was nothing
left of it. Just a few burned stumps in the yard.
In the summer of 1918 Denikin had occupied
our stanitsa, > and Sychyov’s 60-year-old
mother Avdotya Polikarpovna was hanged
along with some other comrades. His wife
fled in panic to the village of Loshchilinsky
and married a widowed Cossack.

So Afanasy had to make the best of his
troubles. Party discipline meant he went to
work to lick the bandits, lick ’em mercilessly
till they was completely crushed, and he shot
Colonel Kostetsky with his own hand in the
reedbed above the weir. Some while after
that, not having no capital, Afanasy goes and
takes up farm labour with his enemy
Gavrilenko. Without telling his boss, he went
to meetings of the Party cell, but Gavrilenko
found out and kicked him out, shouting at
him, “Out of my sight! If you like the Party
cell so much, the Party cell can feed you.”

! Lavr Kornilov (1870-1918): general, commanded the anti-Bolshevik forces in southern Russia. Alexander
Kolchak (1874-1920): admiral and leader of the White movement. Executed by the Bolsheviks in February 1920.
Pyotr Wrangel (1878-1928): commander-in-chief of White forces in southern Russia after Denikin.
2 Anton Denikin (1872-1947): general, assumed command of the White Volunteer Army after Kornilov’s death.
Stanitsa: Cossack township.
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— Crunp ¢ rna3. Kak Tel npuBepxkeH K
syeiike, myckai Te0s siueiika 1 KOPMHUT.

Onpenenunu  CplyeBa CTOPOXKEM IIpHU
UCIIOJIKOME, HO U TYT €ro CTeperia Heyaaya.
Ha macxy kak OoJbplION  JTHOOUTENH
LIEPKOBHOI'O 3BOHA 3aJI€3 OH Ha KOJIOKOJIBbHIO
W, s Becelbs cepana, IO03BOHUI B
KOJIOKOJIA. 32 TaKOBYIO cinabocTh Adanacuii
1 ObLT U3THAH U3 APTHH, KAaK «MHTEJUTUTEeHT,
3apaKCHHbIN PETUTHO3HBIMU
3a0JTyKICHUSAMU», a OH JIBYX CJIOB IMOAPST
NpaBUIBHO HaNHMCaTh HE yMeeT M Oora He
MPU3HAET C MEPBBIX JHEH peBomtonuu. Korna
IpPOYMUTA B Ta3eTe 00 HCKIIOYEHUH, TO
OenHATa 3aIUIaKall U cKa3an:

— OpnoBckue... OTpBIBAIOT OHU CEPALE
OT TeJna.

CoOpanuch MBI HECKOJBKO MapTUHIICB,
OTHcay repoiickue noasuru Adanacus npu
B3TUM CTaBpOIIOIISA, BCIOMHIIIN aTaKy IOJ
Jluckamu, U3JIOXKUIM B  MOAPOOHOCTSX
JefCTBUS 2 3CKaJpoHa Ha MOJIbCKOM (ppoHTE
U BCE 3TO IMOCIanu B pailkoM. B oTBer HU
3Byka. lllnem emie oJ1HO 3asiBIE€HHUE U OIATH

HU Ty-TY.
TyT MBI ¥ 33 lyMaJINCh. ..
Amm ©  BOpSAMBb  OPJIOBCKHE  TaKylo

BO3bIMENI CHJTy, YTO HU C OEIHOTOM, HU C
HAMH, PSAOBBIMH ~ KOMMYHUCTaMH, U
pasroBapuBaTh HE XOTST?

IToxoxe — Taxk.

[TocukuBaloT OHM B XOJIOAOYKE, Yau
TOHSIOT, O Macce He IyMaroT, caMu cels
BbIOMpalOT, caMu  cebe  KalloBaHbE
HA3HAYaroT.

Uro ke 7TO 3a 3BepH Takue?

K KxoHIy rpa’kJaHCKOW BOMHBI, Kak Bam,
Muxaun BacuibeBuY, XOpOIIO H3BECTHO,
KpacHasl culia TOJKHyJIa W TIOTHajga Wu3
Poccun  OGemyro  cwiry.  XJABIHYIH — C
HACW)KEHHBIX MecT Tpadel u rpadsra,
Oypkyu U OypKysiTa ¥ Tak U Jajiee, U Tak U
nanee. [1aBHBIE Ty3bl YTEKJIM 3a TPAHHUILY, a
BCsAKas WIyIiepa — KHSI3WUIIKW, KYMTIHIIKH,
aABOKATHIIKH,  oduiepsl, MONBl U
UCTIPAaBHUKH — OCTAJIUCh, KAK PAKH HA MEJIH,
Ha KyOaHCcKoM Oepery. Bo3Bpamarbes B cBou
OPJIOBCKHE TyOepHUN OHH MOOOSUTUCH — Tam
UX 3HAJH B JMLO ¥ MOUMeHHO. Ocenu oHH Y
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The executive committee took Sychyov
on as a watchman, but here again disaster was
lurking. He really loved the sound of church
bells, so at Easter he climbs up the belfry and
rings them to gladden his heart. For that
weakness, he gets expelled from the Party, as
an “intellectual infected with religious
delusions”, although he can’t write two
words properly and rejected God as soon as
the revolution started. When he reads in the
paper that he’s been expelled the poor soul
bursts into tears and says, “It’s that lot from
the North, from Oryol. They rip the heart out
of you.”

Some of us Party members got together
and drew up an account of Afanasy’s heroic
deeds in the capture of Stavropol and the
attack on Liski; we set down in detail all the
action of 2nd Squadron on the Polish front
and sent it off to the District Committee. Not
a peep in reply. We sent another statement,
and again not a word.

Then we fell to thinking ...

Maybe the Oryol lot really were so strong
they couldn’t be bothered even talking to the
poor or the likes of us rank-and-file
Communists.

That’s what it looked like.

They was sitting taking their ease, brewing
tea, not thinking of the masses, electing
themselves and setting their own pay rates.

What sort of creatures were they?

As you well know, Mikhail Vasilyevich,
by the end of the Civil War the Red forces
had kicked the White forces out of Russia.
All the lords and lordlings and bourgeois and
their brats and so on and so on had fled their
lofty perches and run away abroad, and all
kinds of riff-raff — princelings, merchants,
pettifogging lawyers, officers, priests and
police inspectors were left behind like so
many stranded crabs on the bank of the
Kuban. They was too scared to go back to
Oryol, where everybody knew them. So they
settled here and found themselves places in
councils, trusts, the Party, in schools, co-
operatives and so on and so on. Our local
contras, who did all they could to harm us



HAC M TIOJIE3NTM B COBETHl, B TPECTHI, B
NapTUIO, B IIKOJIY, B KOOMEPALHUIO U TaK U
nanee, U Tak u jaanee. He orcraBaiu ot HUX
U MECTHBIC KOHTPBI, KOTOpBIE MpHU Oeioi
BJIACTU BPEIWJIM HaM CKOJIBKO MOTrjiu. Bce
OHH XOpOIIIO 'PAMOTHBI U HA SI3bIK BOCTPHI —
JUISL KaX/JI0ro HaluloCh MECTEYKO, a KyJa
OpPJIOBCKHMI BTEpCs, TyJda €IIe HE OIHOTO
OJIHOKAaITHHUKA 32 COOOM MPOTAIINT.

B cranune nameit Ha 30.000 HaceneHust —
800 3J0pOBBIX UM KaJ€YHBIX KPACHBIX
naptusad. B sueiike 40 yenosek: naprusas 4
(korma-To Hac OBLIO 9); BIIOBa-
KpacHoapmeiika 1; paGouwuii ¢ sneBaropa 1;
0aTpakoB 2; MOAPOCTKOB 7; MPHUCIAHHBIX U3
Kpas S5; OPJOBCKUX M COUYYBCTBYIOIIMX MM
22.

OTKyzIa OpJOBCKMM 3HaTh, C Kakou
OTBAroM 3allMIIAIA ~ Mbl  PEBOJIOLHUIO?
Korpa-to cranuiia BbICTaBUJIa JBa KOHHBIX
nosika v 0aTanboH MeXOoThl. B ropre Hamem
€CTh XyTOpa, OTKY/Ia BCE C MAJIbUHUIIEK U JI0
JPSIXJIBIX IEZI0B OTCTYMAIH C KPACHBIMHU.

Bpewms uner, BpeMs KaTUTCH. ..

CblueB 7O TOrO JOXKWICS, YTO XapKaer
KPOBBIO M KOPMHTCS TIPU TETKE U3 KAIOCTH.

OprnoBckue Bce TIy0xKe MyCcKaroT KOPEHb.
Jetu ux ne3yT B KOMCOMOJ, a BHYKH B
OapabaHmuku. TakuXx KOMCOMOJBIIEB MBI
30BEM 30JI0Y€HBIMU oOpertkaMu. OplioBCKue
Hac CyIsT U PSAOSAT, OPJIOBCKHE KOBBIPSIOT
HaM IJ1a3a 32 HECO3HATEIbHOCTh, OPJIOBCKUE
Hac yyaT U My4dar. Mbl nepen HUMU U
JypaKku, U BUHOBATHl KPYroM, U JOJKHUKH
HEOIUIaTHBIE. . .

9x, Muxawni BacuiibeBud, B34Th OBl X Ha
TyCThIE pelleTa. . .

OrnuceiBaeM Halny KU3Hb JaJIbIIIe.

boenn Erop Mapuenko xuBer 10-
MIpeXXHEMY B CBOCH O€THOM XIHKHHE, TaK KaK
JBOpIIa €My HE JI0CTaloCh, XOTS U MHOTO
ITOKOPHJI OH 3€MENb U ropoAoB. JKUBET ¢ TON
JUIIb Pa3HUIICH, YTO paHblle ObLIO y HETo

when the Whites held power, weren’t far
behind. They could all read and write well
and had the gift of the gab. They all set
themselves up nicely, and where one Oryol
man found himself a nice spot he brought all
his mates along as well.

In our stanitsa, out of a population of
30,000, there are 800 Red partisans, fit and
maimed. Our Party cell is 42 strong: that’s 4
partisans (used to be 9); 1 Red Army widow;
1 granary worker; 2 farm labourers; 7
youngsters; 5 sent in from the district; and 22
from Oryol with their sympathisers.

How are those Oryol people to know how
valiantly we defended the revolution? At one
time our stanitsa fielded two regiments of
horse and a battalion of foot. There are
villages where all the menfolk from young
lads to feeble old men retreated with the
Reds.

Time passes, time rolls by ...

Sychyov reached the point where he was
hawking up blood, and his aunt was feeding
him out of pity.

The Oryol lot are putting down deep roots.
Their children are getting ahead in the
Komsomol, and their grandchildren in the
Young Pioneers as drummers.® They’re the
kind of Komsomols we call gilded toffs ...
It’s Oryol who lays down the law, tells us to
be more politically aware and deals out
lessons and punishment. To them we’re all
stupid and to blame for everything and don’t
pay our debts ...

Yes, Mikhail Vasilyevich, we ought to
put ’em right through the wringer ...*

Here’s some more about the way we live.

Yegor Marchenko, the soldier, is back
living in his shabby old cabin, since he didn’t
get himself a palace, although he’d captured
lots of territory and towns. The only
difference is that, before, he had that bit of
property to call his own, even if it was small,

3 Komsomol: the Communist Youth Organization. Young Pioneers: a mass organization for children, overseen

by the Komsomol.

# The uncommon expression used here was repeated by Mikhail Sholokhov, quoting Vesyoly, in a letter dated
July 1929. Sholokhov denounced the new policies being applied to the peasants and the confiscation of their
“surplus” grain. The letter was passed in edited form to Stalin. See Sholokhov M. A. — Levitskoy E. G., 18 iyunya
— 2 iyulya 1929. http://sholohov.lit-info.ru/sholohov/pisma/letter18.htm (accessed 22 March 2022).
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XOTSl U HeOoJblLIoe, HO CBOE XO3sHCTBO, a
HbIHE B IIOTOHE 3a KYCKOM XOJAWUT B
IUIOTHUYbEH apTeiu, UMeeT TONop, MUy Ja
MOJHBI TOPCTH MO30Jyie. TOJNBKO CBIH
Cnaprak nogaumaer nyx Eropa, a Tak XoTh
¥ I71a3a JOMOM HE Ka)H — TeIlla pyraer, )KeHa
pyraer, mnpsMo noexom exnar. HMuorna
orrpeiHercss Erop, a wyame ObiBaeTr —
IPUIIPYT €ro, U OH, HE HaxXoAsd OTBETA,
yberaer HoueBaTb K KOMY-HUOyAb U3
MIpUSTENCH.

W B camMmOM-TO Jeie, OTJISHELIbCSl Ha3afl,
BCIIOMHMILIb, CKOJIbKO MBI CTpaxy IpPHUHSIIU,
CKOJIBKO CBOEH U 4y’KOU KPOBH IIPOJIAIIH, — U
4ero ke J00uIch?

3eMJIt0 ecTb He OyJielnib, a 00pabaTbiBaTh
€e M He Ha 4eM, U HeueM. M3 6 KymieHHBIX
CTaHMIIEH TPAKTOPOB 2 NOCTAIUCh KyJaKaMm,
I coBxozy, | konxoly u 2 KyIUIEHBI
CepeIHSALKUM TOBapHILecTBOM. [LnbiBeT u3-
noj OefHsKa 3aBOEBaHHAs 3eMJI KyJaKy B
apeHpy.

MHoro orosiofaBIIEro HapoAa yXOIUT B
ropoja Ha 3apabOTKH.

I"azeTs! nunIyT, 40 MOCKBa OTIIyCKaeT Ha
MOJICPKKY OCHHSAIKHX XO3SUCTB OOJBIITHE
pyosmu. Jlo Hac JIOKaThIBAIOTCS  OJHU
UCTEPThIE IPOIIHN, JAa U TO PENKO.

Ot Oounbuioi cembu BaxmucTpa babenko
ocTajach B )KUBBIX OlHa cTapyxa [leyoHuxa.
Camoro babOenka, kak Bbl, Mwuxaui
BacunwseBuy, nomHure, 6ernple 3apyOuim nos
[MapuubiaeiM. Crapmmii ceiH ero — Ilasen,
KOMaHJI0OBaBIIni OpoHenoe3nqom «['po3ay,
repoiicku  B3opBal  ce0s, He Kkenas
npeaaBarbes Bpary. Muaammi ceiH Bacunmii
noru®6 B ropax Yeunu ot THdY, a a04Yb
I'pyHro Ha T1azax y MaTepu Ka3aku
3aHacuIoBaIu 10 cMepTH. Xoaut Ileyonunxa
C XOJIIIOBBIM MEIIKOM TIOJI OKHAMHU U
BBIIPAlIMBAET MMJIOCTBIHIO Yy Te€X JKe
OorareeB-Ka3akoB, KOTOpbIE 3aHACUIIOBAIHU
€€ J0Yb U 3arHajd B MOTWIY MyXa M ABYX
CBIHOB. B mponuiom rojty Mbl BRIXJIONOTAJIN
crapyxe neHcutro B 6 p. 50 x. Tpu pasa
XoAuiIa OHa B PallOH M HE MOTJIA MOJYYHTh.
OpioBckue OTOBCIOJy THalW €€ Kak
HErpaMOTHYIO, U HU OJUH CYKHH CbIH HE
3aXO0TeJl BOMTH B €€ HECUACThE, 1 HUKOTO HE
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and now he goes around with a team of
carpenters to keep the wolf from the door. He
owns an axe, a saw and two fists full of
calluses. Only his son Spartak keeps Yegor’s
spirits up. Otherwise, he’d best not show his
face at home: his mother-in-law scolds him,
his wife scolds him — they’d eat him alive.
Sometimes he snaps back at them but mostly
he’s under their thumb and when he can’t
come up with an answer he runs off and
spends the night at some friend’s place.

And really, when you look back and
remember the fear we went through, and all
the blood we shed, our own and others’,
where did it get us?

You can’t eat land, and we’ve nothing to
work it with. Out of 6 tractors the stanitsa
bought, the kulaks got 2, the state farm 1, the
collective farm 1, and the association of
middling peasants bought 2. Any land the
poor peasants won is rented to the kulaks.

A lot of starving folk are going off to town
to try and make a living.

The newspapers say that Moscow is
allocating lots of roubles to support poor
farmers. What trickles down to us is just
worn-out pennies, and that not often.

Of Sergeant-Major Babenko’s big family,
only his old widow Pechonikha is still alive.
As you will recall, Mikhail Vasilyevich,
Babenko himself was cut to pieces by the
Whites at Tsaritsyn. His elder son Pavel, who
commanded the “Thunderstorm” armoured
train, heroically blew himself up, rather than
surrender to the enemy. His younger son
Vasily died of typhus in the mountains of
Chechnya, and some Cossacks raped his
daughter Grunya to death before her mother’s
eyes. Pechonikha takes a canvas sack and
begs for handouts under the windows of the
same rich Cossacks who raped her daughter
and drove her husband and two sons into the
grave. Last year we took some trouble and
got her a pension of 6.50 roubles. She went to
the district office three times for it, and
couldn’t get it. The Oryol crowd chased her
out for being illiterate and not a single son of
a bitch would put himself in her position and



TpoHyJO rope ee... Kazaku peako Kro
MOJIACT KOPKY XJieba, 00JIbIIIe HAJICMEXAFOTCS
— HEe MOTyT OHM 3a0bITh, uT0 baGeHko cam
OBLT IPUPOHBIN Ka3aK U BCE-TaKU IMOIIEI 3a
KpacHbIX. OT BEIUKOro Tops U OOUABI
cTapyxa cTraja IOoJycyMaclIe[IIel, rojosa
ee Iocelena M TPACETCS, MAalbYMILKH
JIpa3HAT ee TpsAcydkoul. JKamko ee Hawm,
CTapbIM IapTU3aHaM, HO Y€M IOMOXKEIb?
Camu BapuM I U3 KPAMMBBIL, 1a U TO Yepe3
JICHb.

Ham yBakaemsblli crapudok YepeBKoB,
W3PAaHEHHBIM B CXBaTKax JMXHUX 3a COBET,
OCJIeTl, © HOTH OOJIbIlIe HE JEP:KAT XUIIOTO
Tena. B maMaTh O MOBEIIEHHONW CHOXE U B
namMaTb O CbiHE JIMUTpe, HCIYCTHBIIEM
JbIXaHUEe Ha OPUIIEPCKOM IITHIKE, OCTAIOCh
CTapUKy IMSTHO OT poja, TO €CTh BHYYEK
®enpka. Houyror oHM rae mnpumercs u
KOpMsITCA Koe-Kak. Bemmaer denpka neay Ha
wiedo OaHaypy W BeIeT ero mo 6azapam u
TpakTupaM. Ctapuka KpyromMm Ha CTO BEPCT
3HatoT. CsgeT OH B TOJNE, YIOApUT IO
CTpyHaM TiepepyOJIeHHOW B OO0 PYKOW M
npe0e3KaliuM roJI0oCoM 3aroeT:

Capiry, kak OyATO, TPOXOUYT yIaphbl
IIpounoii BOWHBI, U TOCKA

JKuBo pucyer BaM CTpacTh U KOIIMApHI.
B OypyHax mycTbIHM ITecKa

KpacHbIx repoes paccbinanbl KOCTH,
Ku3Hp M0N0XUBIINX B 0010. ..

Konunnuce cxBaTku, JOMOW BOPOTHIICS
K y4dactu ropbkoii Takoi.

Crapslii, ce10i HUKYJa HE TOIHIICS
Bcemu 3a0bIThII repoif. . .

KT0 wmcmblTan rpaxaaHCKyr0 BOWHY, Ha
KOM T'OPSAT €11 paHbl, TOT'0 Ta IIECHS 10 CJIE3

they’re all unmoved by her plight. A Cossack
will hardly ever give her a crumb. Mostly
they just make fun of her. They can’t forget
that Babenko was a native Cossack himself
but still joined the Reds. The old woman’s
gone half mad with grief and resentment. Her
hair’s gone grey and she shakes, so small
boys call her “Shaky”. We old partisans feel
sorry for her, but what can we do? We’re
reduced to making nettle soup ourselves, and
that only every other day.

Our old respected Cherevkov, who was
wounded in fierce fighting for the Soviets,
has gone blind and his legs won’t hold up his
ailing body. All the old man has left to remind
him of his daughter-in-law, who was hanged,
and his son Dmitro, who breathed his last on
the point of an officer’s bayonet, is his
grandson Fedya, the last of all his kin. They
spend their nights wherever they can and eat
anything they can get. Fedya hangs a
bandura round his grandad’s neck and leads
him round the markets and inns.> The old
fellow’s known for a hundred versts around.
He sits himself down with a crowd round
him, plucks the strings with a hand deformed
in the fighting, and strikes up a song in his
thin trembling voice:

Thundering echoes of past warlike actions

Are borne to my ears on the air.

Longing paints clearly our nightmares and
passions.

The sands of the desert lay bare

The scattered remains of our gloried Red
heroes,

Who laid down their lives in the fray.

The fighting is over and home is the hero,

Home to a sorrowful fate.

Grey-haired and old and condemned to be
useless,

Abandoned by all to his fate.

Anyone who was in the Civil War or still
has burning wounds from it will be moved to

% Bandura: Ukrainian stringed folk instrument, also known as kobza.
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npomubaet. I Opocaror, OpocaroT CTapuky
MEJISIKH, a UHBIE SI3BAT: «J{oBoeBacsy.

MHoro kpoBu, MHOro rops... Ha Bcei
Ky0Ganu u o1HO# XaThl HE HAWCIIb, KOTOPAs
He Obw1a OBI 3ajera BOMHONI. Bce BoeBaim.
Muxauia BacuibeBrd, KTO TOITYET HAMEKIbI
Hamu? Wnu paznuBaiyu Mbl KpPOBb CBOIO HHU
3a-HeT? Wnu, yTpaTuB CUITy B OTHE, KPOBBIO
CBOEH OKOH(YKEHBI?

I'me-to W KTO-TO  pa3be3kaer 1Mo
CaHaTOPHUSIM U KypOpTaMm, a y HaC B 3TOM IOy
Ha JieyeHue 28 KpacHbIX MHBAJIHUJOB COBET
accurHoBan 47  pyOnukoB. [Ipukuns,
JIOpOroil Hall KOMaHJIWp, MO CKOJIBKY 3TO
BBIMJIET Ha rOJIOBY. «/lJ1s1 HallIero u3nevyeHus,
— CKa3aJl Kak-TO CTPAJalOIIHNi peBMaTU3MOM
OBIBIIMIA YEKUCT AOPOCHMOB, — >KAJICIOT
KyOaHCKOM Tpsi3H, a BeIb MBI €€, 3Ty Ips3b,
CBOEH KPOBBIO 3aMECUIIN».

bbulo Bpems, Mbl MpOTaNTHIBAIN IS
JIOPOrod  COBETCKOM  BJAacTH  IEPBbIE
KpOBaBbl€ TPOIBl, a TElNEpb OHAa 3a0bIBaeT
Hac. Anu [leyonuxa u crapuyok YepeBKOB
HE CTOAT MAaJ€HBKOTO COXKaJeHHs U
TOBAPHILECKON TH00BU?

KaBanep 3omotoro opyxus Denop
[TogoGenoB, KOMaHIOBAaBIIUK B pa3HOE
BpEMsI ICKaJPOHOM, KaBIOJIKOM U OpuUraaoi
B 20 rojgy, maMsATHBIM BCEM HaM MPUKA30M
PBC 0b1 oTCTpaHeH OT KOMaHIOBAaHHS IO
HECOOTBETCTBUIO. A KTO MEPBHM BBICTYITUI
Ha 3alUTy MOJOJOM COBETCKOM BIacTH?
®enop [Monobenos. Kto, He xanest 310pOBbst
Y HE IIaJas KU3HU, TOHSJICS IO KaMBIIIaM 3a
IMOBCTaHI[aMH-Ka3aKamMu?

®denop [Tomo6enon! Kto noj
OYHIYKIEeBKOM  BBIpYOMIT TpU  COTHHU
maxHoBleB? ®Demop [logobGenoB co cBoeit
Opuramoii. OH XOTSI W HETrPaMOTHBIHA, HO
MHOTHE y4Y€HBbIe TeHepaibl U OaHIUTHl HE
3HAJIU, KyJ]a OT HETO 0eXaTh.

tears by that song. But they just toss the old
man a few coppers, and some sneer: “See
where all his fighting spirit got him.”

Too much blood, too much sorrow ... In
all of the Kuban you won’t find one home
untouched by war. Everyone was in it. Who’s
trampling our hopes into the ground, Mikhail
Vasilyevich? Or did we shed our blood for
nothing? Or have we burned up all our
strength in the furnace and addled our blood
as well?

Some people are swanning around
sanatoriums and rest homes somewhere,
while this year the Soviet allocated just 47
miserable roubles to treat 28 Red cripples.
What does that come to per head, dear
commander? Abrosimov, the former Chekist
who’s suffering from rheumatism, ® once
said: “They won’t give out as much as a bit
of Kuban mud to treat us, and we’re the ones
who mixed our blood in it.”

Time was when we was taking our first
bloody steps towards getting a government of
our beloved Soviets, and now that
government’s forgetting all about us. Don’t
old Pechonikha and Cherevkov deserve a bit
of sympathy and comradely love?

Fyodor Podobedov, holder of the St
George’s Cross for valour, who commanded
a cavalry squadron, then a regiment, then a
brigade in 1920, was removed from his
command as unsuitable, by order of the
Revolutionary Military Council, as we all
remember. And who was the first to step
forward and defend the young Soviet regime?
Fyodor Podobedov. And who hunted the
Cossack rebels through the reedbeds,
unsparing of himself or his health? Fyodor
Podobedov. Who cut down three hundred of
Makhno’s men at Funkuleyevka?’ Fyodor
Podobedov and his brigade. Even though he
was illiterate, any number of educated
generals and bandits didn’t know how to get
out of his way.

® Chekist: member of the Cheka, the Extraordinary Commission for the Struggle against Counter-Revolution,
forerunner of the GPU, OGPU, NKVD and KGB. The term “Chekist” remained in use to denote members of the

successor organizations.

7 Nestor Makhno (1888-1934): leader of anarchist forces in southern Russia and Ukraine.
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He mumo roopur mnocnoBuna: «Jlasn
Cepxo — Hy>keH ObLII, a cTap CTaj — Co ABOpa
BOH.

[Ipenopyursin ~ ®denopy  JOJKHOCTh
0azapHOro pacnopsauTesis, HO €My, Kak
MY»XYMHE  KPAaCUBOMY M  MOJIOJOMY,
CTBIIHBIM  IIOKa3aJIOCh  pPACCTaBIATH B
MOPSIOK BO3BI M COOMPATh C TOPTrOBOK
rpuBeHHUKH. K TomMy e u 3HaKoMble
CTaHUYAHE 3JI0 HACMEXAJIHUCh HaJl KPACHBIM
KOMAaHJIUPOM, JTOCIYXXUBIIUMCS 1O METJIBI.
[Tocmy>kun OH HEIEIIIO, IPHUILET B UCIIOJIKOM,
copBaj Cc IpyAu MeaHyro Onsixy 0azapHOro
pacnopsauTenss U Opocuil IpeaceaaTesto
1O/ HOTH.

[TokpyTriics-nokpytuics Ham denop u ¢
ropsa 3anwi. llotoM Ha3Hauwiu ero B
TEPPUTOPUATIBHYIO YacTh 3aBX030M. K Tomy

BpEMEHU OH yxKe OKOHYATEJILHO
HpI/ICTpaCTI/UICSI K BOOOYKEC U OIJHAXIbI
MPOMaxHyJCsl — MPOMWI JIBYX Ka3eHHBIX
JIOIIaACeH.

[TorsiHynM ero nmox cyn.

CKOJIBKO-TO TPOCHAEN OH B TOPOJCKOM
TIOpbME, IIOTOM BBI3BIBAIOT Ha Jompoc. U
KOTo XK€ OH BCTpedaeT? A BCTpeyaeT OH B
TpuOyHaie npamnopirka EBTymesckoro.

BcecnomunTe, Muxann BacunbeBnu, 0oit
noa Kpusoit Mysroii. ®denop ¢ mnonkom
CTOSJT OT Hac JIeBbIM (prraHroM. Tak BOT Toraa
OH U 3aXBaTUJI B IIJICH PBDKErO IIOJIKOBHUKA U
JBYX IIpanopoB. [1okoBHUKA, KaK BOAWIIOCH,
OTIpaBUJIM B IITA0 JlyXoHHHa, a 3a MpanopoB
3aCTYNHICA TypaK 3CKaJpOHHBIN EpeMeHko:
«BpyunuTh UM,— TOBOPUT, — IO KHYTYy U
MOCAIUTh €3/I0BBIMHU, ITyCKal KOOBLI TOHSIOT,
a MBI HaJl HUMH IIOCMEEMCD».

W ocraBnensl Obuin 00a MpamopIIrKa
€3JI0BBIMU B 0003€ BTOpOro pazpsga. Yto c
HMMH OBLIIO ITIOTOM — HEM3BECTHO, HO BOMHA
OKOHYMJIaCh, 1 EBTYIIEBCKMIA — BOT OH raji —
HE3aMEHUMBIM TEXHUYECKUH paOOTHUK U
cienoBarenb B TpuOyHase. CKOJIBKO TOIOB
nponuio, a cpasy y3Han [lomoGemoBa u ¢
HaJMEHHOU YJILIOKOW Hauas CIpaliiBaTh:

— IlomHwumIb,
Kpusyto My3sry?

toBapun| [logobenos,

55

The old saying is spot on: “They needed
Rover as long as he could bark, and kicked
him out when he got old.”

They gave Fyodor the job of managing the
market stalls but, being a young and
handsome fellow, he felt ashamed at having
to arrange carts in order and collect kopecks
from the market-women. Besides, the
townsmen who knew him were laughing at
the Red commander who’d been awarded the
order of the broom. He worked at that job for
a week, then went to the executive committee
rooms, ripped off his badge of office and
threw it at the chairman’s feet.

Our Fyodor doesn’t know where to turn
next and takes to drink to drown his sorrows.
Then they made him bursar in a rear unit. By
that time his drinking habit had a firm hold
on him, and once he went too far — he sold
two army horses for vodka.

He was hauled before a court and spent
some time in the local lock-up before being
called out for questioning. And who should
he meet on the tribunal? Warrant Officer
Yevtushevsky.

You will remember the battle at Krivaya
Muzga, Mikhail Vasilyevich. Fyodor and his
regiment were on our left flank. There he
took three prisoners: a red-haired colonel and
two warrant officers. They sent the colonel
off to Dukhonin’s staff office, following
regulations, and that fool Yeremenko, the
troop commander, spoke up for the warrant
officers: “Give ’em a whip each and use ’em
as drivers. They can drive some mares while
we have a laugh at em.”

So they were both made drivers in a rear-
supply column. What became of them later |
don’t know, but the war ended, and that snake
Yevtushevsky becomes an irreplaceable
technical worker and investigator on the
tribunal. All those years have passed, but he
recognises Podobedov at once, and starts
questioning him, with this high-and-mighty
smirk on his lips:

“You remember
Comrade Podobedov.”

Krivaya  Muzga,



— IlommHr0.

— IloMHHUIIIB, KaK BCE BBI U3/IEBAIIMCH HAJIO
MHOM?

— IlomHr0.

— IToyemy >xe Takoe, TOBapHii, ObUI ThI
PEBOJIIOIIMOHEPOM, & CTaJl KOHOKPaIoM?

Pa3BotHOBaNIMCH B KPAaCHOM I'e€pO€ HEPBHI,
3aTpsiCCsl OH OT 3JI0CTH, HO MPOMOITYAT.

— IloMHMIIB, — CHOpAIIMBAET OISITh
cliegoBareiib, — noxoJ Ha Maneu? Kocsku
KaJIMBIIIKHMX JIOIIA/ICH THAJIU 32 COOOH, a TyT
U JBYyX IIpONUTh HE paspemwarT... He
BOCEMHAIAThIH, BEPHO, FO104YEK?

He crepnen @emop TakKoOBBIX CIIOB,
BbIXBATUJ y KOHBOMHOIO MIAIIKY W,
MOTSHYBUIMCH YEPE3 CTOJ, HAPYLIUI TULIUHY
— 3apyounn TOTO HE3aMEHUMOTO
EBTymieBckoro npsiMmo B MArkoM Kpeciie.

Hanbiie-0oubiie, cubimM, yiena demop
3a KybGanp B ropel u yBen 3a coboit

OOMKEHHBIX 00I1I0B Kopocrenesa,
XBopocra, IlleBens, CepaeyHoro, Haiiero
Oarapeiiia  PazymoBckoro, Kpyriskosa
['puniky, 4yto 3apyOuin B MOEAMHKE TIOJ
Kasiom TBap/ICMCKOTO IIOJIKOBHHKA,
nynemeTunkoB  Tabaea u  Kanaiigy,

onHopykoro KypenwnHna, crapuka by3uHoBa,
MuMnuoHepoB Moucenky u Koumakosa,
ooitioB  Ecuna, Kabanoa, KomyOy,
Couenko u Hazapky Komnaps. [lonroe Bpems
0aHIUTHl TyJIaaud 1o 3aKyOaHbIO — JKIUIU
COBXO03bl, TDOMWJIM COBETBI, BBIPE3AIU
KOMMYHHMCTOB M KOMCOMOJBIEB, [0€31a
rpabunu. baranson I'TIY ¢ momormbio Hac,
MECTHBIX KOMMYHHCTOB, XOPOILO 3HAIOIINUX
MECTHOCTb, PACKOJIOTHJ OaHIy, HO CaMoOro
[TogoGenoBa Tak W HE YAAIOCH B3SITh.
Hemasno wu3 Typuuu  npucian  OH
OpaTeNbHUKY MHCHbMO: KIISIHET COBETCKYIO
BJIACTh U COOOIIAET, YTO C KypJaMH eMy U TO
KUTh MIPUSTHEE.

["opbKO ¥ IPUCKOPOHO. ..

Mpl ocranuch B JKHUBBIX IO HalIeMy
CYACTBIO WJIM 110 HAIlIEMy HecuacTblo. Tiueem
B DIyXHX yIJlaX, Kak HCKpbl JaJIeKoTro
110Kapa, U TaCHEM.

8 GPU: State Political Directorate. See Note 6 above.
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“Yes.”

“Remember how you lot all laughed at
me?”

“Yes.”

“How come you, comrade, a former
revolutionary, became a horse thief?”

Our Red hero’s nerves were on edge and
he was shaking with rage, but he kept quiet.

“You remember the Manych campaign?”
asks his interrogator. “We was driving herds
of Kalmyk mares along, and nobody gave us
permission to sell two horses for drink ...
That would have been in 1918, wouldn’t it?”

That was too much for Fyodor. He grabs
his escort’s sabre, reaches across the table,
breaking his silence, and cuts the
irreplaceable Yevtushevsky to pieces right
there in his easy chair.

It gets worse. We hear that Fyodor’s gone
off to the Kuban, taking with him some ex-
soldiers with a grudge: Korostelev, Khvorost,
Shevel, Serdechny, our gunner Razumovsky,
Grishka Kruglyakov, who cut down a colonel
of the Guards in a duel at Kayal, the machine-
gunners Tabayev and Kalaida, one-armed
Kurepin, old Buzinov, the policemen
Moisenko and Kolpakov, and the soldiers
Yesin, Kabanov, Koshuba, Sochenko and
Nazarka Kotsar. For a long time the bandits
roved over the southern Kuban region,
burning state farms, sacking Soviets, killing
Communists and Komsomols and robbing
trains. A GPU battalion,® with help from us,
the local Communists who knew the lie of the
land, broke up the gang, but didn’t manage to
catch Podobedov himself. Not long ago he
sent his brother a letter from Turkey cursing
the Soviet regime and saying he was better
off living with the Kurds.

It’s a sad and sorry business.

For better or for worse, we got through it
alive. We smoulder away in dark corners, like
what’s left of some distant fire, fading away.



Crapasg mapTu3aHCcKas TIBapAusl pPeEaeerT.
Kto cran ToproBiiem, KTo OaHIUTOM, UHBIC,
KAaK JKyKH, 3apbUIMCh B 3€MJII0 U HHUYETO
Jlanbllle Ky4Kd CBOErO JIephbMa HE BUIAT U
BUJIETh HE JKEJIAKT, MHOTUX CJIOMMJIA HYXAa
M, KOrJa-TO pa3uBIIME€ TPO3HOIO Bpara,
TEepp HAa MHPHOM IIOJIOKEHUU CaMH
MONAJAl0T B IJIEH K KyJIaKaM.

HavanpHuk KOHHOM pa3Benku SIkos
Kenenp, mnpu mnonamepxke TecTd, cyMmel
003aBecTHCh OOraTbIM XO3SHCTBOM M HE
cuMTaeT Hac OOJbllIe CBOMMHU TOBAPHILAMH.
BecHoili u3 roponma mnpuesRal COTPYIHHK
UCTIAapTa U CO BCEX HAC, PEBOJIIOLIMOHHBIX
OolllOB, OTOMpan TIpoM MpeAaHuil o
noxoxaeHusx Hammx. SxoB Kenenp He
3aX0TeJl C HUM pa3roBapuBaTh M CKazal
TOJIbKO 0/1HO: «B KpacHoit Apmuu s HUKoraa
HE CITYKUID.

Kak »xe tak, cmnpocute Bbl, Muxaun
BacunbeBru, anm coBceM HET B CTaHULE
JKABBIX JIIOIEn?

EcTb, ecTh yMHBIE U IOHUMAFOIIUE JIFOIH,
Jla TOJNBKO y OJHOTO PYKH KOPOTKH, Yy
JPYroro COBECTh Cepa, ITOT paj] — IPUTpeIcs
U KaJIOBAHbE IOJIy4YaeT, TOT IJISIUT, KaK Obl
XO3SICTBO  CBOE TPUYMHOXKHUTH, TISITHIHA
ObIBaCT  CO3HATEIbHBIM  TOJBKO  Ha
coOpaHMsIX, JEeCIAThIN U paja Obl Uero-HuOyIb
XOpOIIIee ClIeNaTh, 1a OAUH HE MOXKET.

B3stb X014 OBl cekpeTaps Hallel s4erku
MapxkuHa. Jlensira napeHp — riakaTbl pUcyer,
JIO3yHTH IHILIET, JWAarpamMMbl COCTaBJISET,
YTOJIKH OpPraHU30BBIBAET, HA BCEX COOpaHMSIX
BBICTYIIACT, MOJBl B AYEHKE U TO CAM MOET:

pacxogaM BSKOHOMHA, — a Ha 6apX21TH06
3HaMs U Ha MPUBCTCTBCHHBIC TCICIPAMMEI 34
roa HU3pacxog0oBalin OoubIe JABYXCOT

pyouneit. Ilonanembes MapkuHy Ha ri1a3a u
ceiluac OH CHOpPOBUT paszrpaguTh TS U
3aHECTM B Kakoi-HMOyap crnucok. Ha
TpouuplH AeHb BCTaJ HAa ManepTd W JaBail
CYUTaTh, CKOJBKO BEPYIOLIUX 3aXOIUT B
LEpKOBb: i1 otyeTa. CTapyxu pa3oapayiv Ha
HeM py0Oaxy M MporHaiu or Iepksu. Ha
JIEKITAH WIH Beuepe 00s13aTeIHHO
[IEPEIULIET, CKOJIbKO MIPUCYTCTBYET
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The ranks of the old partisan guard are
thinning. Some have gone into trade, some
are gangsters, some have burrowed into the
ground like beetles and can’t see nothing
beyond a heap of their own turds, and don’t
want to. Lots have fallen on hard times, and
men who were once the terror of a fierce
enemy now in peacetime are themselves
falling captive to the kulaks.

Yakov Kelen, chief of the mounted scouts,
with his father-in-law’s  support, has
managed to get himself a wealthy farm and
no longer sees us as his comrades. Last spring
a Party historian came from the city and tried
to strip away the glory of all our exploits as
fighters for the revolution. Yakov Kelen
wouldn’t talk to him; he just said, “I never
served in the Red Army.”

You’ll be asking, Mikhail Vasilyevich,
how it’s possible, and ain’t there no living
souls at all left in the stanitsa?

Yes, there are some with brains who
understand things, but some have no power
to do anything, others have uneasy
consciences; some have found themselves
cushy jobs and get a wage, some are looking
for ways to add to their property, some are
politically aware only at meetings, and others
might be glad to do something useful but
can’t do it alone.

Take our branch secretary Markin, for
example. The lad’s an eager beaver, draws
posters, writes slogans, drafts diagrams,
organises propaganda sections, speaks at
every meeting, washes the branch floors
himself. He keeps an eye on expenses, but
over 200 roubles went on a velvet banner and
welcome telegrams in one year. If Markin so
much as catches sight of you, he’ll have you
classified and in a box or list in no time. Last
Whitsun he stood at the church door and
counted all the believers coming in: for a
report. The old women ripped the shirt off his
back and chased him out. At any lecture or
talk he’ll be sure to list how many men,
women and young people are present, their
age, occupation, and how much property they



MY>XYHMH, KEHIIMH M MOAPOCTKOB, IO
CKOJIBKY MM JIET, YEM 3aHUMAIOTCS, BEJIUKO
J1 X0341cTBO. M3-3a 3TOM caMOi MepenucKu
MHOTHX TeNEepbh U HACHJIHHO HE 3aTallUIlb B
Hapopansiit oM. [Ipountaer Mapkun razery
Y B JHEBHUK 3anuueT: «CTOJIbKO-TO MUHYT
MOTPAavyeHO Ha 4uTKy». [logmerer kKOoMHary,
3aIlpaBUT JIAMITY U OISITh B IHEBHHUK. [loiaeT
B CTOJIOBKY 00enarh, TIOTOBOPUT  CO
CTaHWYHUKaMM U  3anumer: «Bwimano
CTOJIBKO-TO M TaKUX-TO copaBok». He
MoMeIIb, 10 IYPOCTH OH 3TO TBOPUT WIJIA OT
BEJIMKOTO yCepausl — CIy>KOUCT, CYKHH CBIH,
Kak ObIBaJOmIHBIN (enpadedenpumka u3
yueOHoi KomaHibl. JKUBET Ha cBoe OemHoe
JKAJIOBaHbE IUJIOXO M BOOOIE TaKoOW ke
IIEHEK, KaKk M Mbl, HO BCE CTapaercs
BO3BBICUTHCS HAJl HAMH, a UyTh UTO — TPO3UT.
Wnmu BOT [gpyrod Ham  BOXKIb —
3aBelyIOUIMil  Koomepauue,  ObIBIINI
ky3Hen, Eptuxuii BonoBoa. 3akpeul riasa
noptdenem, npuOWI, rajg, Ha KaOMHETHOU
JIBEpH JIO3YHI: «be3 nokiana He BXOJUThY.
3a uro wMbpl, Muxaun BacuibeBuuy,
BOCBAJIU — 32 KAOMHETHI HJI 32 KOMUTETHI?
Kuser  EBtuxmii ¢  KanuTaHen
KypMosipoBo#i, KOTOpyI0 OH 3a0pan B IUIEH
nox cenom KabGapauukoi, rae, kak Teoe,
JIOpOroi TOBapHIll, U3BECTHO, Mbl MPUKAIU
yOerammmux JCHUKUHIIEB K MOpPIO |
BBIpYOMITM UX TaM CYETOM IIEeCTh Thics4. B
camblii pasrap 6ost BonoBony HabGpocun Ha
KalUTaHIly — OHAa CHJeJa Ha BO3y —
Habpocun Oypky u ckazan: «Mosi. HukTo He
MOTH JI0 HE€ KOCHYTbCA — 3acTpento». He
JO’KUJIasiCh OKOHYAHUsI BOWHBI, YBOJIOK OH €€
B CTaHUILy, U TIO)KUBAIOT OHU C 3TUX MOp HA
niee COBETCKOW BIIACTH M OX HE CKaxyT. B
ycanb0e y HUX CTOMT pPacKpalleHHBINA B JBE
Kpacku copTup Ha 3amke. CXOAWT B TOT
COPTUpP CaM XO35IMH W Ha KIIOY 3arper.
Cxonut xo3s1iiKa u onATh 3anper. Kyxapka ¢
KydepoM Ha oropoa OeraioT. EBTuxwuii
MapTUHHYTO KOy KOHYUJI, [TOTOM KaKHe-TO
KypChl KOHYMJI, TENepb HAaC YMYy-pa3ymy
yuut. OH HaM T1OpO  CTPOUTEIBCTBO
colManu3Ma, a Mbl €My IIpO COpPTHUP
HallOMHUM, OH NP0 XO3AWCTBEHHBIA POCT
CTpaHbl, a MBI IIPO TO, YTO KPATh HEUETO, & y
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own. Because of that, wild horses won’t drag
many out to the House of the People. Markin
will read from a newspaper and make a note
in the minutes: “X minutes devoted to
reading.” He’ll sweep the room, fix the lamp,
and make a note in the journal. He’ll go to the
canteen for lunch, chat with some townsfolk
and write down: “X roubles spent and
information dispensed.” Is it because he’s not
too bright, or just so keen, you can’t make
out. Loves his red tape, the son of a bitch, like
that little sergeant-major from the training
team. Hardly gets by on his miserable pay,
and he’s just as dim as the rest of us, but
keeps trying to put himself above us, and
starts breathing down your neck at the first
sign of anything..

Or take that other chief of ours, Yevtikhy
Volovod, the former blacksmith who runs the
co-op sector. He hides his face behind his
briefcase, the snake, and pins a note on his
office door: “No Unannounced Admittance”.

What did we fight for, Mikhail
Vasilyevich? For offices and committees?

Yevtikhy lives with Captain Kurmoyar’s
wife. He captured her at the village of
Kabardinka, where, as you know, dear
comrade, we pushed Denikin’s fleeing army
to the coast and slaughtered 6,000 of ’em. In
the heat of the battle, Volovod threw a burka
over the captain’s wife — she was sitting on a
cart — and said: “She’s mine! T’ll shoot
anyone who touches her!” Without waiting
for the war to end, he hauls her off to the
stanitsa, and from that day on they’ve been
sponging off the Soviet regime and living in
clover. In the garden they have this two-toned
outhouse with a lock on it. The owner visits
it, comes out and locks it behind him. His
missus visits it and locks it again, while the
cook and the driver have to run to the
vegetable patch. Yevtikhy finished the Party
school, then took some other courses, and
now thinks he can teach us something. He
tells us about building socialism, and we
remind him of that outhouse, he talks about
the economic development of the country,
and we tell him there’s nothing to eat, and he



HEro IOJIOH ABOp IMITHIbI, IIOPOCAT, OBEC

KOpDOBBI,  JKHEWMKa, KOCHJIKA,  YEThIpe
cOOCTBEHHBIX Jomanau. «Bbl, — Kpuuur, —
PA3JIOKUBLIMMCA  JJIEMEHT, B  TEKYIIEH
MOJUTUKE HU yXa, HU PbUIa HE MOHUMAETE,
MEPTBBII rpy3 Ha HalleM
KOMMYHHUCTHYECKOM Kopabie». «Yero xe
HaM  JiefaTh, CIOpaliMBaeM, M  KyJa
neBatbesa?»  «laseTsl  yhTalTeE — U
LEHTpaJIbHBIE U KpaeBble, U OKPYKHbBIC, U
MECTHYK CTeHHyw». «Hac, — xopom

OTB€YacM MbI, — Ha BCIO KH3Hb I[CHI/IKI/IH
BBIYYHJI, €Il JeCATh JIeT He OyaeM HU OJHOMN
ra3€Tbl 4HWTaTh, a IIOHATH, YCIrO0 HaAO, BCEC
noiimem». UM TyT cmyckaeM MblI IITaHbI,
3aBOpauyMBaEeM PyOaxu W MOKa3bIBA€M paHbI
KOJIOTBIC,  paHbl  CTPEISHBIC,  CIICJbI
IIOMIOJOB ®W Haraek. Hacuer raser,
MOHITHO, Cropsya OpsikHeM, Hy Ja Bce

pPaBHO. ..

Ha nepBoe mas Beuepowm, mocie peueit u
napana, BBIIIUIH MBI pazoCTHBIE
OPOTYJSAThCS, HO PaJOCTh Hamla CKOPO
noMpayHena. Ha rmiomaaum B OKHax —
00JIbIIIOM CBET: «Kade-pecropan
[Mpesunuym».  Ilogxoamm  Ommke |

3aryisAbIBaéM B OKHa uepe3 3aHaBecku. Ha
CcTojax >parBa M BHHA BCEBO3MOKHBIC.
My3BIKaHTBI UTPAOT, U 110 3aJTy B OOHUMKY C
JeBKaMd W ¢ 0Oa3apHBIMH TOPTOBKaMH
TaHIYIOT T€, KTO €Ill€ HEJABHO T'OBOPUII HAM
peuyu: cekperapp UCIIOJIKOMa, Hedece,
buHUHCTIEKTOPA, JBa 3emieMepa,
MPUKAIIUKN U3 XJIEOOMPOIyKTa U CIaBHBIN
Hau kooneparop Esruxuii Bomosox.

Ckpenst cep/iiie Mbl OTOILIH.

l'oloca Hamm Korga-to TpeMelnd Ha
KpPOBaBBIX MMOJISX, @ HOHYE OHU POOKO 3ByJaT
B CTeHaX KaHLEIsIpuil. MHOro mnoruoIio
HalllUX JIOPOTHX TOBApHUIIEH, HO O HHUX W
IIOMHHY HET MeCTHOW Biacthto. Hac,
3allIUTHUKOB W 3aBOEBATEJIEH, BOCXBAIISIIOT U
MPU3BIBAIOT TOJBKO o OoNBIINM
Ipa3JIHUKaM, J1a KOrja B HOC KOJIET — BO
BpeMsl MIPOBEICHUS KaKoW-HUOY b
KaMIIaHWHU, a TIOTOM OISITh OTCOBBIBAIOT B
TEMHBII YTOJL 3aKoMUCCaAPUINCh
MPOXBOCThI, OMNBSHENN BIACTbIO. Exxenn
TaKOBbIE WU BIIPEIb OCTAHYTCA Yy pyJsd, TO

59

has a yard full of poultry, piglets, two cows,
a reaper-and-binder and four horses of his
own. “You lot,” he yells, “are degenerates!
You don’t know nothing about politics.
You're a dead weight on our Communist
ship.” “So what are we to do?” we ask.
“Where do we turn?” “Read the papers! The
central press, the regional and district press
and the wall newspaper.” We answer as one:
“Denikin taught us one lesson for life: we
won’t read another newspaper for another ten
years. But we’ll understand what we need to
understand.” With that we drop our breeches,
pull up our shirts and show our stab wounds
and bullet wounds and the scars we carry
from floggings. About the papers, we were a
bit hasty of course, but what does it matter?

On May Day, in the evening, after the
speeches and parade, we go out for a stroll, as
happy as can be, but our happiness is very
soon clouded. In the square we see this big
sign lit up in some windows: “Presidium Café
and Restaurant”. We go up close and look in
through the curtains: tables groaning with
grub and all sorts of wine. A band’s playing,
and the lot who was speechifying to us just
now are waltzing about the floor with tarts
and market-women in their arms: the
executive committee secretary, financial
inspectors, two surveyors, some salesmen
from the bakery and our glorious co-op
manager Yevtikhy Volovod.

We went on our way with heavy hearts.

Time was when our voices thundered over
fields of blood, but nowadays they whisper
timidly in office walls. Many of our dear
comrades perished, but our local authorities
never mention them. We the defenders and
conquerors get praised and called on only on
major holidays, and when they’re feeling the
heat, when there’s some sort of campaign on.
Then they shove us back into our dark corner.
A bunch of scoundrels drunk with power are
playing at being commissars. If their type
stay at the helm, our republic will still be



Hara pecybrka emie cto jer oOyaet teunts  licking its wounds in a hundred years, and

paHbI U HE 3aJICUHUT. they won’t have healed.
’Knem oTBETHOIO ITHCHMA. Awaiting your reply.
C TOBapUILECKHM PUBETOM. With comradely greetings,
1928. 1928
(Hommnwucwu.) (Signed)
OtBer komaHaupa OyAeT Hame4yaTaH B The commander’s reply will be published

oxHOM M3 Ommkaimux HoMmepoB «Momogoii  in a forthcoming issue of Molodaya gvardiya.
TBapIdu».

[1929] [1929]
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Translating “Opportunités” by Claudine Jacques

PATRICIA WORTH

“Opportunities” by Claudine Jacques is a short story about the choices required of a young man
who unexpectedly inherits wealth. The story is included in Jacques’s collection Caledonia
Blues, published in 2020, portraying a range of dramas from daily life in New Caledonia.
Jacques was born in France but has lived in the French territory for more than fifty years,
dedicating her life to Oceanian literature since 1994. She is now much-published in New
Caledonia as a writer of novels, short stories, plays, and books for children and young adults.
In 2020 Jacques won the Grand Prix culture et littérature for her entire body of work which
comprises over sixty novels and stories. For Caledonia Blues she also won the Prix Arembo
2020, a literary prize created by the writers association Ecrire en Océanie, awarded each year
to a writer residing in Oceania and writing in French, in particular for the author’s contribution
to the cultural development of the country and ability to bear witness to Pacific life today.*

Jacques’ writing often depicts the beauty of her Pacific territory, yet this collection is
no island escape. She chooses to confront her world, holding a mirror to New Caledonian
society, its complexity and mixture of races, customs and beliefs, its tensions, inequalities and
violence. She is adept at making ordinary people speak in everyday words, but is equally able
to imitate the privileged who speak with a sense of entitlement, as we see in “Opportunities”.
Readers are carried along by her fluid writing style, her evocative imagery and power of
suggestion, all the way to the unpredictable ending.

Many years ago | met Claudine Jacques in New Caledonia. At the time, she was the
editor of a journal, Episodes, in which she published my translation of one of her poems. Since
then, I have had six translations of her stories published with her encouragement and help along
the way. For “Opportunities” I sought and was given her permission to translate the short Drehu
passage, though she did not reveal the reasons for leaving her own text untranslated. She had
lost the French-Drehu translation she used when writing the story, but willingly obtained a new
version for me.

Seeking a reader for my work, | contacted a literary translator, Nat Paterson, through
an online forum. He offered to read my draft though he knew little about New Caledonia. He
made some suggestions which improved my English expression generally, while there were
others | disagreed with or simply dismissed because of his assumption the story was for a
European readership, whereas | was translating for readers in Australia or the Pacific. Paterson
recommended removing the translated Drehu passage since Jacques had not translated it in the
original story. He believed it highlighted the mystery of Kanak culture for the protagonist.
Drehu, the language of the people of Lifou, one of the Loyalty Islands, has about 17,000
speakers — more than other Kanak languages (Sorosoro) — and about fifty-nine per cent of them
live in Noumea (Dotte et al. 6-7). Noumean readers of the source text may therefore have some
understanding of the short Drehu speech, but my Anglophone readers would not. | considered
an example in L Tle des réves écrasés by the Tahitian author Chantal Spitz who began her novel
with a five-page prologue in Ma’ohi language, which her translator, Jean Anderson, did not
translate into English. One researcher of Oceanian writers, Katherine Hammitt, sees
Anderson’s retention of these untranslated pages as “resistance to colonial silencing” and notes
that there is “an online Tahitian-French dictionary, which allows the motivated reader access
to the story told in the prologue” (par. 4 and note [3]). Another researcher, Michelle Keown,

! Description of prize by Joél Paul. My translation.
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writes that Anderson sought to “respect and reproduce” stylistic elements of the source culture
“without making significant allowances for a foreign reader” (“The pragmatics and
problematics of translation”, par. 2). For “Opportunities” I myself wanted to know the meaning
of the Drehu words because there was a risk that I, and in turn the reader, would misjudge the
speaker’s intent, in spite of the author’s defence of the passage in the next line: “This
mysterious speech must have been friendly since the women and men came to kiss him”. Given
that the Drehu words must remain in the target text to illustrate the “mysterious speech”, the
reader is thus led “to understand the linguistic and cultural universe of the source text” (Eco
89), while the offering of an English translation adapts the original to suit the target reader’s
universe. When both languages are present, the Drehu speaker is not silenced, and the reader
can still experience the mystery.

Another phrase that Paterson challenged was “de facto” for pacse. He believed it would
be misunderstood if the story were published in Europe, but I am confident Australian readers
will understand it means “not legally married”. His correction of Noumea to Nouméa led me
to question my inclusion or omission of accents. In Australia, even on government websites,
Noumea is spelt without the accent which prompted me to do the same. Similarly, Napoleon
in English needs no accent. But | left VVallée du Tir, Quelés and André accented, as these words
have no proper equivalent in English and do not create stumbling blocks. On the option to
foreignize, Eco remarks that an untranslatable French phrase should remain untranslated as
long as it does not sound like a mistake (90). Hence I have not anglicized manou, as its meaning
is clear from the preceding lines, or grand chef, which Paterson disputed, believing the Kanak?
would not use a French term, and recommended “great chief”. I did not agree since “great chief”
is not an English title; grand chef is clear without translation and is written this way in many
academic articles; and the Kanak speak French. One important request Paterson made was for
more information about the common destiny, which | added in a footnote.

I am familiar with Claudine Jacques’ style and found this translation straightforward
with only a few minor challenges, such as technical terms like droits de succession, or
unfamiliar names and objects. | was aware that the name Fleural was a play on Jacques Lafleur,
a deceased New Caledonian deputy, and read about his influence in society to better understand
the effect of his name. Lafleur was known as a strongman with influence in Paris (Coumans).
He opposed the Indigenous independence movement, and was from a prominent white New
Caledonian family who made their wealth in nickel mining and real estate, activities which at
times drew protests from conservationists due to reef damage from building projects and mine
effluent (Coumans; Tolmé). Like Jacques Lafleur, the protagonist Alain Fleural finds it easy
to make connections because of his family name, and is tempted by unscrupulous developers
to invest in the acquisition of waterfront land from a Lifou tribe.

Regarding the publicitaire reconnu who made the claim about a Rolex watch, I
discovered online that he was an actual advertising tycoon, Jacques Séguéla, and reading about
him helped me translate the anecdote. Internet photos and maps were an invaluable resource
when describing a grand Noumean villa, a bedroom with a rotunda, a vine with fleurs aubergine,
the cemetery, Noumean streets, and Peng Beach. Of André Nerval’s adages, one in particular
containing the term ratiocinant confounded me until I met a French speaker who read it and
helped me understand it in context, after which I used the noun phrase “small affairs” rather
than a verb. Finally, after many readings | picked up two intentionally contrasting phrases,
pages apart: une foule blanche and une foule bariolée. At first I translated the former with “a

2 Since 1984 the use of Kanak in French has been invariable whether singular or plural. In English, therefore, the
plural is “the Kanak™ for one or many, though some translators may write “the Kanak people”.
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crowd of white people” but later saw the three-word phrases in French were also ideal in
English and changed it to “a white crowd” to highlight “a colourful crowd”.

Very little French Pacific literature has been published in English, yet there is much in
common between New Caledonia and Australia, most notably the colonial history but also the
ongoing dispute over land ownership, the importance of family and the unimportance of
material wealth in the Indigenous cultures of both countries. In “Opportunities” the protagonist
simply imitates his wealthy Western elders while observing a Pacific culture that places little
value on possessions, but in a final twist is forced to decide whose values he prefers. Readers
are left contemplating the consequences of the wrong decision, and asking “What would I do?”’.
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Opportunités
Claudine Jacques

Alain Fleural sortit de I’étude Clavet-
Quelés un peu hagard et plus riche qu’il ne
I’avait jamais été. Le soleil tapait fort et la rue,
aprés la pénombre feutrée des bureaux, lui
sembla floue, saturée par un ondoiement
chatoyant, genre de grande ondulation
bruyante qui venait jusqu’a lui, le rattrapait
sous le parking couvert ou il demeura un
moment a 1’abri, aveuglé et grelottant, le
souffle haletant comme un jeune chien, les
yeux mi-clos...

— Vous héritez, disait le jeune notaire,
de votre lointain cousin André Nerval, intestat,
ni marié ni pacsé, sans enfants ni famille
proche, d’une maison située a la premicre
Vallée du Tir et d’'une somme en liquide de...

Charles Clavet examinait le document
et suivait du doigt une ligne plus grasse.

— ...cent quinze millions deux cent six
mille sept cent cinquante-trois francs cfp une
fois les droits de succession, frais et honoraires
payés, somme que nous vous domicilierons sur
la banque de votre choix.

— Cent quinze millions, avait-il répété,
c’est-a-dire, en euros, ¢a fait combien ?

— Il s’agit d’'une somme de neuf cent
soixante-cinq mille euros...

Le notaire crut sentir une réticence. Les
yeux d’Alain Fleural semblaient s’étre
agrandis. Il s’empressa d’ajouter.

— Voyez le relevé comptable, vous payez
les frais de succession au plus lourd, soit
cinquante pour cent de ce que laisse monsieur
Nerval, car vous n’€tes pas légataire en ligne
directe. Des frais de recherche se sont
accumulés également... En outre, vous héritez
a la premiere Vallée du Tir d’une grande
maison en pierres de taille, a proximité du
centre-ville — mon grand-pere qui a fondé cette
étude notariale, habite d’ailleurs la méme rue
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Opportunities
Claudine Jacques

Translated by Patricia Worth

Alain Fleural emerged from the Clavet-
Quelés legal practice a little wild-eyed and
richer than he had ever been. The sun was
beating down, and after the muffled dimness of
the offices the street seemed hazy, saturated
with a shimmering undulation, like a great
roaring wave coming towards him, catching
him in the covered car park where he stood a
moment in the shade, blinded from the sun and
shaking, panting like a young dog, his eyes
half-closed.

“You are inheriting,” said the young notary,
“from your distant cousin, André Nerval, who
died intestate, neither married nor in a de facto
partnership, without children or close family, a
house situated in the first Vallée du Tir and a
cash sum of...”

Charles Clavet looked closely at the
document and with his finger followed a line
in bold.

“... one hundred and fifteen million, two
hundred and six thousand, seven hundred and
fifty-three Pacific francs — once the death
duties, expenses and fees are paid — a sum we
will deposit into a bank of your choice.”

“One hundred and fifteen million,” repeated
Alain, “so, in euros, how much is that?”

“It’s a sum of nine hundred and sixty-five
thousand euros.”

The notary, detecting Alain Fleural’s
reluctance to speak and eyes that seemed to
have grown larger, hastened to add:

“As you can see on the accounting
statement, you’re paying the heaviest death
duties, being fifty per cent of what Mr Nerval
left, because you aren’t a direct descendant.
Search fees have accumulated as well...
Furthermore, you’re inheriting a large stone
house in the first VVallée du Tir, close to the city
centre — my grandfather who founded this legal
practice lives in the same street as it happens —
which represents a very handsome capital
valued at eighty million Pacific francs.”



—, Ce qui représente un treés beau capital évalué
a quatre-vingt millions cfp.

— Quatre-vingt millions ?

L’air ahuri, Alain Fleural regardait le papier
sans le voir.

— A peu prés six cent soixante mille euros,
si je saisis bien votre interrogation, précisa
Charles Clavet, attentif et courtois.

Fleural sembla s’intéresser enfin au
document.

— Ah, oui, trés bien.

— Voici I’acte de propriété et le trousseau
de clefs. Quant a la banque, pouvez-vous nous
laisser un RIB pour le virement ?

— Je n’ai pas de compte a Nouméa,
balbutia-t-il.

— Votre homonymie vous ouvrira les
portes des banques sans probléme.

— Mon homonymie ?

— Fleural est un nom trés connu en
Calédonie. Jacques Fleural était notre députe,
homme politique, homme d’affaires... c’est
une famille tres respectée et tres aisée.

— Nous sommes peut-étre parents.

— Sans doute, susurra Charles Clavet, en le
raccompagnant d’un pas pressé jusqu’a
I’ascenseur.

Alain Fleural I’arréta au milieu du couloir.
Ou sont les toilettes ?

— Addroite, la deuxiéme porte.

— Alain Fleural s’y précipita, referma la
porte derriere lui et s’y adossa, bléme sous la
lumiere bleue du néon.

Il eut & ce moment-1a I’étrange sensation de
ne pas étre a sa place, il examina son tee-shirt
chiffonné, son pantalon de randonnée a poches
multiples, toutes protubérantes, un mouchoir
dans I'une, un téléphone dans 1’autre, son
portefeuille, ses billets d’avion, mais quoi,
aprés trente heures de voyage, une nuit
écourtée, il n’avait eu le temps de rien. Son
regard dégringola jusqu’aux baskets informes
dont une semelle se décollait.

— Putain de merde, grommela-t-il en
comparant aussitdt son apparence négligée a
celle impeccable, chemise blanche et pantalon
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“Eighty million?”

Lost for words, Alain Fleural looked at the
paper without reading it.

“About six hundred and sixty thousand
euros, if [ understand your question,” clarified
Charles Clavet, attentive and courteous.

Fleural seemed at last to be interested in the
document.

“Ah, yes, very good.”

“Here’s the property deed and the keys. And
for the bank, could you leave us details of your
account for the deposit?”

“I don’t have an account in Noumea,” he
stammered.

“Your name will open the doors of banks to
you, no problems.”

“My name?”

“Fleural is a well known family name in
New Caledonia. Jacques Fleural was our
Deputy, our representative in parliament, a
politician, a businessman... It’s an affluent,
well respected family.”

“We might be related.”

“No doubt,” whispered Charles Clavet,
hurriedly accompanying him back to the lift.

Alain Fleural stopped him mid-corridor.

“Where are the toilets?”

“Second door on the right.”

Alain Fleural dashed in, closed the door
behind him and leant on it, pale beneath the
blue fluorescent light.

He had a strange feeling of being out of
place. He took a close look at his ragged t-shirt,
his cargo pants with multiple pockets, all of
them bulging, a handkerchief in one, a phone
in the other, his wallet, his plane tickets, but
what can you expect after thirty hours
travelling and a night cut short, he had not had
time for anything. His eyes shot down to his
shapeless trainers and one of the soles that was
coming unstuck.

“Ohhhh shit,” he grumbled, immediately
comparing his neglected appearance with the
impeccable white shirt and perfectly pleated



au pli parfait, du grand jeune homme mince qui
venait de le recevoir avec tant d’amabilité.

Il confronta alors son visage fatigué et
bouffi & celui, plus noble, lui sembla-t-il, de
Charles Clavet, front haut, barbe soignée, geste
mesuré, ’homme avait ce qui lui manquait
cruellement, ce petit quelque chose
d’aristocratique qui change définitivement la
donne. Il I’envia !

— Au revoir monsieur Fleural, je reste a
votre disposition, bien entendu, articula
Charles Clavet qui I’attendait patiemment sur
le palier.

Alain Fleural eut le temps d’apercevoir dans
le regard sombre une lumiere amusée vite
dissimulée sous le sérieux de la charge.

— Merci, merci encore, bafouilla-t-il les
bras ballants avant de se jeter dans la cage
d’escalier, ignorant maladroitement la main
tendue et négligeant I’ascenseur ouvert.

Il sut immédiatement que le mot merci
n’était pas ce qu’il aurait da dire, pas avec cette
intonation, mais a qui d’autre dire merci pour
ce legs exceptionnel, au défunt dont il ne
connaissait pas I’existence un mois plus tot ?

Il sortit du parking et a grandes enjambées
retourna a 1’ Auberge de jeunesse, il y parvint
sans encombres, sans méme s’en rendre
compte, ramassa aussitdt, dans un petit sac a
dos, toutes ses affaires laissées la veille,
compta les quelques billets qu’il possédait,
évalua combien il lui resterait aprés s’étre
acquitté de la nuit, concut le projet fou de
prendre un taxi mais choisit de repartir a pied,
un plan publicitaire en main glané sur le
présentoir de I’Auberge, cette économie lui
permettrait d’acheter de quoi manger en
attendant de toucher I’argent de I’héritage.
Tant d’argent ! Il n’arrivait pas a s’en faire une
idée.

Il longea bient6t les grilles du haut-
commissariat, contempla longuement, parce
qu’il aimait les arbres depuis sa plus tendre
enfance, un baobab pansu qu’il n’avait jamais
pu voir qu’en photo, et descendit 1’air absent
vers 1’hopital. A angle droit, il obliqua en
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trousers of the tall, slim young man who had
just received him so kindly.

He then contrasted his tired, puffy face with
that of Charles Clavet which had seemed
nobler with its high forehead, well-groomed
beard and measured expressions. This man had
what he was cruelly lacking, that little
aristocratic something which changes the
game altogether. He envied him!

“Goodbye Mr Fleural. Of course, if you
need any further information, please do not
hesitate to contact me,” said Charles Clavet,
waiting patiently for him at the top of the stairs.

Alain Fleural had enough time to notice in
the dark eyes an amused light, quickly
concealed beneath the seriousness of the task
at hand.

“Thank you, thank you again,” he
spluttered, arms dangling, before launching
himself down the stairs, awkwardly ignoring
the hand held out to him and disregarding the
open lift.

He knew right away that the words thank
you were not what he ought to have said, not
in that tone, but for this exceptional bequest
who else could he say it to? To the deceased,
whose existence he was unaware of a month
earlier?

He left the car park and strode back to the
youth hostel, reaching it without a hitch,
without even trying. He immediately gathered
into a small backpack all his things he had left
there the day before, then counted what little
cash he possessed, calculated how much would
remain after settling his bill for the night, came
up with a mad plan to catch a taxi but chose to
leave on foot, a city map in hand that he had
picked up at the display stand in the hostel.
These savings left enough for him to feed
himself while waiting to receive the money
from the inheritance. So much money! He
could not get his head around how much it was.

Soon he was walking alongside the High
Commission fence. He gazed a long while at a
paunchy baobab; he had loved trees since he
was a small boy but had never been able to see
one of these except in a photo. His mind miles
away, he walked on towards the hospital. At



direction d’un carrefour plant¢ d’une jeune
cocoteraie, puis serra encore sur la droite et
parvint a la Vallée du Tir.

— Quatre-vingt millions, une maison de
quatre-vingt millions se répétait-il... Mazette !
L’excitation le tenaillait, son pas se fit plus
rapide. Je la vends au plus vite, j’encaisse et je
rentre en France, a moi la belle vie.

Cing minutes apres il franchissait la grille
en fer forgé de I’entrée et pénétrait dans le
jardin.

Une allée de tres vieux Cycas, des
dinosaures, songea-t-il, le conduisit jusqu’a la
porte d’une imposante batisse en pierres de
taille. Il fouilla dans sa poche, en sortit le
trousseau de trois clefs que lui avait donné
Charles Clavet et tourna la plus grande dans la
serrure.

La porte s’ouvrit. Ce n’était pas un miracle
en soi mais pour Alain Fleural, c’était
davantage. C’était le «Sésame, ouvre-toi I» de
Fernandel dans Ali Baba et les quarante
voleurs. C’était la grotte et son trésor, ¢’était. ...
inespéré !

Deés I’entrée, une intense odeur de moisi le
fit éternuer, puis ce fut la poussiere qui lui
piqua les yeux. Il suivit la lumiére oblique de
I’entrebaillement et traversa le vestibule puis
avanca dans ce qui devait étre un salon,
distingua des fenétres qu’il s’empressa
d’ouvrir. Le premier volet poussé dévoilait un
jardin désordonné, une belle friche sous des
manguiers couverts de fruits. Le deuxiéme
exhibait une tonnelle ancienne ou paressait une
somptueuse liane aux fleurs aubergine. Il se
retourna pour découvrir, interdit, une vaste
piece meublée a 1’ancienne, la surprise 1’assit
exténué entre les bras du premier fauteuil.
Lorsqu’il contempla les tableaux sur les murs,
les objets sur les meubles, il eut le sentiment
d’entrer par effraction dans le passé d’André
Nerval.

— Tout cela est & moi, bon Dieu, tout, tout,
tout, s’exclama-t-il dans un fou rire nerveux.
Tout, tout, tout, répéta-t-il en chantant a tue-
téte. Tout, tout, tout...
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the corner he turned off in the direction of a
junction planted with a young coconut grove,
then, keeping to the right he reached the Vallée
du Tir.

“Eighty million, a house worth eighty
million,” he muttered to himself. “Wow!” The
excitement was building, he picked up his
pace. “I’ll sell it as quick as I can, I’ll bank the
money and go back to France, the good life for
me.”

Five minutes later he passed through the
wrought iron gate at the entrance and stepped
into the garden.

A pathway lined with old cycads —
dinosaurs, he mused — led him to the door of
an imposing building of dressed stone. He dug
into his pocket, pulled out the bunch of three
keys that Charles Clavet had given him and
turned the largest one in the lock.

The door opened. It was not a miracle in
itself but for Alain Fleural it was something
more. It was the “Open Sesame” of Fernandel
in the film Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves. It
was the cave and its treasure, it was...
something he had never dreamt of!

No sooner was he inside than an intense
musty smell made him sneeze and the dust
stung his eyes. He followed the glancing light
from the partly open door and passed through
the foyer into what must have been a drawing
room where he could make out some windows
which he was quick to open. He pushed back
one of the shutters to reveal an unkempt,
abandoned garden beneath fruit-laden mango
trees. The second shutter exposed an old
gazebo where a luxuriant purple-flowered vine
basked lazily. Turning round he discovered,
dumbfounded, a huge room furnished with
antiques. The surprise was draining and he sat
in the first armchair he could find. As he
contemplated the paintings on the walls and the
objects on the furniture, he felt like a burglar
breaking into André Nerval’s past.

“All this is mine, good God, all of it, all of
it, all of it,” he exclaimed in a fit of nervous
laughter. “All, all, all,” he repeated, shouting at
the top of his voice. “All, all, all of it.”



La wvisite lui révéla d’autres bonnes
surprises, la maison était splendide, les
meubles, les tapis moelleux et les objets rares
qui la meublaient, somptueux. II n’y
connaissait rien en style, en époque, ou pas
grand-chose mais il avait fait des stages de
portier bagagiste dans de grands hétels
parisiens trés chics et savait reconnaitre le
luxe. Son regard se posa sur un petit meuble
noir et or, qu’il jugea prétentieux, néanmoins il
était bien loin de sa colocation minable en
banlieue, bien loin de ses étagéres en bois
compressé, de son dernier contrat a durée
déterminée. A presque trente ans, il héritait
d’une maison, d’un jardin ensoleillé¢ et
d’argent, d’un avenir  murmura-t-il
circonspect.

I1 gloussa au souvenir d’Emma qui 1’avait
quitté en le traitant de raté, de minable. Il aurait
aimé qu’elle le voie en cet instant. Quand il
rentrerait en France, il se vengerait en allant la
chercher avec une Mercedes dernier modele,
intérieur en cuir blanc et chromes étincelants,
il ’inviterait au resto, un resto chic, hors de
prix, ensuite il la déposerait devant son studio
et c’est lui qui lui dirait adieu. Des filles
comme Emma, il pourrait désormais en trouver
en pagaille.

Apres avoir dévoré les mangues sabots du
jardin, il décida de s’installer dans la plus
grande des chambres, sans doute celle d’ André
car elle jouissait d’une bibliotheque et d’un
bureau installé dans une rotonde ensoleillée. Il
ouvrit une porte sur une vaste penderie et
s’extasia. Les vétements placés sur des cintres
en bois blond étaient rangés par couleur, des
vestes bleu-marine, des pantalons gris ou
beiges, des chemises bleu ciel ou blanches,
toutes a manches longues et une ample
collection de cravates en soie, de ceintures et
de chaussures en cuir souple, des merveilles,
alignées la comme dans un magasin, chaque
paire avec son embauchoir en cédre rouge, il
s’assit sur un petit banc de cordonnier qui
contenait des boites de cirage et essaya presque
religieusement une paire de mocassins marron
glacé. André Nerval chaussait du 42, lui aussi !
Quelle veine ! Pris d’une inspiration soudaine,
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The visit revealed other pleasant surprises:
the house was splendid, and the furniture, soft
carpets and rare objects that filled it were
sumptuous. He knew nothing of style, or of
eras, or at least not much, but he had had a few
work placements as a baggage porter in grand,
elegant Parisian hotels and could recognize
luxury. His eye fell on a small black and gold
cabinet, which he deemed pretentious.
However, he was a long way from his basic
rental flat in the suburbs, a long way from his
fibreboard shelves, from his last fixed-term
contract. At almost thirty years of age he was
inheriting a house, a sunny garden and money.
A future, he whispered circumspectly.

He chuckled over the memory of Emma
who had left him, accusing him of being
pathetic, a loser. He wished she could see him
right now. When he returned to France he
would get his revenge by going to pick her up
in the latest model Mercedes with a white
leather interior and gleaming chrome, he
would invite her to a restaurant, a pricey posh
restaurant, and afterwards he would drop her
back at her studio flat, and it would be him
saying goodbye to her. Girls like Emma, he
would now be able to find them in droves.

After gorging on sabot mangoes from the
garden, he decided to make the largest
bedroom his own; no doubt it had been
André’s since it had a library and a desk, in a
rotunda bathed in sunlight. He opened a door
to a huge walk-in wardrobe and fell into
raptures. The clothes on blond wood hangers
were arranged by colour, dark blue jackets,
grey or beige trousers, pale blue or white shirts,
all long-sleeved, a large collection of silk ties,
and belts and shoes in supple leather,
wonderful shoes all in a line as in a shop, each
pair with its red cedar shoetree. He sat on a
small shoemaker’s bench that contained tins of
polish, and in an almost religious experience
tried on a pair of taupe loafers. André Nerval
took a size 42, like him! What luck! In a flash
of inspiration he ripped off his t-shirt to try on
one of the long-sleeved shirts, then exchanged
his cargo pants for some trousers. He studied



il arracha son tee-shirt et essaya une chemise,
il en fit de méme pour un pantalon, puis il
s’observa dans le miroir, la carrure et la taille
étaient sensiblement les mémes mais il était a
1’étroit, boudiné a vrai dire, dans le pantalon et
la chemise, il tenta de rentrer le ventre, il ne
pourrait pas rester ainsi, abdominaux
contractés, bien longtemps, Nerval devait étre
plus mince. 1l songea spontanément a Charles
Clavet, a son allure. Il perdrait le gras qui lui
ceinturait la taille, il s’en faisait la promesse.

Etait-ce le décalage horaire ou cette demi-
journée irréelle, la fatigue le projeta sur le lit
ou il s’endormit, fenétres ouvertes sur le ciel
bleu.

Il entreprit dés le lendemain les diverses
démarches administratives indispensables,
signa des contrats pour 1’eau, le courant et la
ligne téléphonique, constata que le nom de
Fleural était bien un passe-partout et obtint
miraculeusement dans la journée la toute
premiére carte bancaire de sa vie, ce dont, bien
entendu, il ne se vanta pas.

Pendant les semaines qui suivirent, il se
consacra, avec un enthousiasme proche de
I’exaltation au grand ménage de la maison
qu’il faisait un peu plus sienne a chaque coup
de balai ou de plumeau. Rien ne le rebutait, ni
I’encaustique sur les boiseries ni le vinaigre
d’alcool sur la robinetterie. Seul le rebutait le
petit meuble noir et or. Puis vint la
réhabilitation du jardin.

La maison pourrait bientdt étre mise en
vente.

En attendant il en profitait, la mine
gourmande. Une maison, rien que pour lui, du
matin jusqu’au soir ! Lorsque, éreinté mais
satisfait, il s’installait dans le fauteuil d’André
Nerval et feuilletait avec application les livres
de la bibliothéque, il le savourait encore. Tout
I’intéressait désormais et cet attrait nouveau
rendait aisées sa lecture et son initiation. André
Nerval avait inséré des marque-pages aux
endroits les plus intéressants. «Ne pas corner
monstrueusement la page d’un livre mais
employer un marque-page» lirait-il plus tard
dans un de ses cahiers. Il décida de suivre ces

69

himself in the mirror; the shoulder span and
height were roughly the same but he had
squeezed into the trousers and shirt, and in
truth was bulging out of them. He tried pulling
his stomach in, but could not stay like that with
his abdominals contracted for very long.
Nerval must have been slimmer. He
automatically thought of Charles Clavet’s
elegance. He promised himself he would lose
the fat around his waist.

Was it jet lag or this unreal half day that
tired him out? Whatever it was, he threw
himself onto the bed where he fell asleep, the
windows open onto the blue sky.

The next day he took care of various
essential administrative procedures, signed
contracts for the water, electricity and phone
line, noticed the name of Fleural was quite a
door opener and miraculously obtained by the
end of the day the very first bank card of his
life, which understandably he did not brag
about.

During the weeks that followed, he devoted
himself with an enthusiasm close to exaltation
to the great amount of cleaning needed in the
house which he made more and more his own
with every sweep of a broom or stroke of a
feather duster. Nothing discouraged him, not
the furniture polish for the woodwork nor the
cleaning vinegar for the taps. The only thing
that put him off was the small black and gold
cabinet. Next came the renovation of the
garden.

The house could soon be put up for sale.

In the meantime he would make the most of
it, savouring the experience. A house all to
himself, from morning till night! When,
exhausted but satisfied, he settled into André
Nerval’s armchair, he took even more pleasure
in its comfort by studiously leafing through
some books from the library. Everything
interested him now, and this new attraction
made his reading and his rite of passage easy.
André Nerval had inserted bookmarks in the
most significant places. “Do not roughly dog-
ear a book’s pages but use a bookmark,” he
would read later in one of Nerval’s notebooks.
He decided to follow the trail of these page



signets, Petit Poucet cherchant sa route, il
apprit ainsi qu’une coupe en cristal des
verreries de Daum tronait dans 1’entrée, qu’un
triptyque de Klimt installé dans le salon de
réception pouvait passer pour un original aux
yeux des néophytes mais n’était qu’une
interprétation fort réussie d’un tableau
existant, Les ages de la vie, vendu par un
faussaire en Malaisie, qu’un secrétaire obtenu
a vil prix avait été réalisé par un éleve en
marqueteric de 1’Ecole Boule, que les
magnifiques tapis chinois ne provenaient pas
des ventes de Drouot mais d’une saisie des
biens d’un certain Donadieu, assureur sans
scrupule parti a la cloche de bois aprés avoir
escroqué nombre d’épargnants crédules. Deux
pages étaient consacrées au petit meuble en
bois noirci qui était enregistré comme un
meuble d’entre-deux a profil découpé en
marqueterie d’écaille et laiton, au plateau de
marbre blanc, qu’André Nerval nommait
affectueusement «mon inestimable Napoléon
HI».

Entrer insidieusement dans la vie secréte de
Nerval valait chaque découverte: ses
collections de timbres, de papillons, ses
ivoires, ses dessins érotiques découverts dans
le secrétaire et surtout son herbier, parlaient de
lui, racontaient un bout de sa vie. Prudent, il
n’essayait pas de le comprendre, c’elit été vain
et prématuré, il souhaitait seulement s’en
rapprocher, s’en faire un ami, un parent,
quelqu’un dont il pourrait parler en société :
mon lointain cousin de Nouvelle-Calédonie,
dirait-il, mon grand-oncle, pensait-il déja pour
ajouter a cette relation une proximité
affectueuse.

La vie, ou bien était-ce André Nerval, le
gatait jour apres jour, et lorsqu’il ouvrit les
persiennes sur un nouveau matin vaporeux,
une douce lumiére éclairant le bureau 1’invita
a passer une main caressante sur la
marqueterie. Ce faisant, il manipula
fortuitement une tirette, un déclic ouvrit une
cache... A peine surpris, il découvrit de petits
carnets reliés ou courait une écriture fine ainsi
qu’une montre Rolex en or dans un petit sac en
velours cramoisi. Il referma la cache, mit la
montre a son poignet et ne la quitta plus. Apres
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markers, like Little Thumbling finding his way
back home. Thus he learned that a crystal bowl
from the Daum glassworks sat proudly in the
entrance; that a Klimt triptych hanging in the
reception lounge could pass for an original in
the eyes of novices but was only a well
executed reproduction of the painting The Ages
of Life, sold by a forger in Malaysia; that a
secretaire, obtained dirt cheap, had been
produced by a student of marquetry at the
Ecole Boulle in Paris; that the magnificent
Chinese rugs did not come from the Drouot
auctions but from the repossession of goods
and chattels of a certain Donadieu, an
unscrupulous insurer who did a runner after
swindling a number of naive investors. Two
pages were dedicated to the small blackened
wood cabinet, recorded as a console table
ornamented on the front with marquetry of
tortoiseshell and brass with a white marble top.
André Nerval had affectionately called it “my
priceless Napoleon II1”.

Entering insidiously into the secret life of
Nerval was worth it with every find: his
collections of stamps and butterflies, his
ivories, his erotic drawings discovered in the
secretaire, and especially his herbarium, all
spoke of him and recounted a little of his life.
Fleural was careful not to try to understand
him; it would have been vain and premature.
He wished only to get closer to him, to make
him a friend, a relative, someone he could talk
about in company: my distant New Caledonian
cousin he would say, my great uncle he was
already thinking, to add an affectionate
closeness to this relationship.

Life, or was it André Nerval, was spoiling
him day after day. When he opened the blinds
one hazy new morning, the soft light on the
desk invited him to draw his hand gently over
the marquetry, whereupon he fortuitously put
his hand on a catch, and click, a secret drawer
opened... He was hardly surprised to find
some small bound notebooks through which
ran a fine handwriting, as well as a gold Rolex
watch in a small crimson velvet bag. He closed
up the hiding place, put the watch on his wrist
and did not take it off. After a week it began to



une semaine, elle se remit a fonctionner
normalement et ce fut pour Alain Fleural le
signe qu’André Nerval 1’acceptait comme
légataire. Il se souvint qu’il avait grincé des
dents et grogné contre les riches et les
puissants, lors d’une polémique qui avait
exacerbé la France parce qu’un publicitaire
reconnu — son nom, mais quel était son nom ?
—, avait assure que le fait de ne pas avoir de
Rolex a cinquante ans était un signe d’échec
social. Désormais, il pourrait faire illusion et
cela lui plaisait assez, malgré tout ce qu’il avait
pu en dire. Il changeait, 1’argent, 1’aisance, la
maison, la présence imaginaire de ’oncle le
transformaient.

Il ne s’intéressa aux petits carnets noirs que
le mois suivant, ils contenaient des listes tres
longues d’adages, de résolutions, de
réflexions, émaillées d’anecdotes. Il sourit dés
la premiére ligne : «On reconnait un gentleman
a ses chaussures de qualité.» Cette approche,
somme toute partagée depuis peu, le détermina
a engager la lecture.

«Ne pas se mettre en avant, préferer la
discrétion et la réserve.»

«Ne jamais contredire qui que ce soit en
public.»

«Rester discret sur soi et surtout sur les
autres. Ne colporter aucun ragot.»

«Ne pas paraitre ni trop brillant (cela
énerve) ni trop béte (cela ennuie).»

«Laisser planer le doute sur la fortune et les
biens que I’on posséde, pour certains ce serait
trop et pour d’autres, pas assez.»

«Préférer la marche qui rend svelte ou le
taxi qui favorise le contact populaire a 1’achat
d’une voiture de petit standing.»

«Recevoir a diner une fois sans compter
plutét que dix fois en ratiocinant.»

«Voyager peu mais utile afin d’évoquer des
souvenirs exotiques en société.»

Il eut un moment de tournis. Les régles ainsi
listées étaient sans aucun doute le fruit d’une
grande experience, «L’expérience n’est qu’une
longue suite d’erreurs, une lumiére que 1’on a
dans le dos», lut-il plus loin, ce qui le rassura
sur ses maladresses et I’engagea a persévérer.
Il regarda d’un autre ceil I’inestimable petit
meuble Napoléon 1l car il lui semblait
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work normally again, and for Alain Fleural this
was the sign that André Nerval accepted him
as an heir. He remembered he had cringed and
grumbled against the rich and powerful during
a huge controversy that exasperated France
because a well known advertising executive —
his name, but what was his name? — had made
it clear that if you did not own a Rolex by the
age of fifty, it was a sign of social failure. From
now on, he could almost look the part and he
rather liked that, in spite of everything he had
said about it. He was changing; the money, the
material comforts, the house, the imaginary
presence of the uncle were transforming him.

It was not until the following month that he
took an interest in the small black notebooks.
They contained long lists of adages,
resolutions and reflections, peppered with
anecdotes. From the first line he was smiling:
“A gentleman is recognized by his quality
footwear.” This approach, which after all he
had shared of late, induced him to keep
reading.

“Do not put yourself forward, choose
instead discretion and reserve.”

“Never contradict anyone in public.”

“Remain discreet about yourself and
especially about others. Do not spread gossip.”

“Do not appear to be either too smart (it
annoys people) or too stupid (it bores them).”

“Allow doubt to linger over your fortune
and possessions, for some it would be too
much and for others not enough.”

“Choose walking which keeps you slim, or
a taxi which stimulates contact with the
working class, rather than purchasing an
everyday brand of car.”

“Host one lavish dinner party for everyone
rather than ten small affairs.”

“Travel little but strategically so you can
recount exotic memories in company.”

For a moment his head was spinning. The
rules thus listed were without a doubt the fruit
of great experience. “Experience is just a long
series of mistakes, a light that shines from
behind you,” he read further on, which
reassured him about his blunders and
encouraged him to persevere. He looked at the
priceless little Napoleon Il console table with



désormais qu’André Nerval lui parlait a
I’oreille et que chaque mot avait le pouvoir de
dicter sa conduite ou de modifier ses godts.

En toute confiance, il décida de s’y
conformer.

Trois mois s’écoulérent, et parce qu’il avait
lu «Les cimetiéeres sont des lieux de vie», Alain
Fleural décida de se rendre au cimetiére du
quatrieme kilométre afin de fleurir la tombe de
son regrette grand-oncle. 1l choisit une chemise
bleue dans la penderie, un pantalon en beau
tergal gris et tout lui alla. Il comprit qu’il avait
maigri grace aux travaux réalisés dans la
maison et a cette dicte qu’il s’était imposée
loin des fast-foods. «Etre  toujours
correctement vétu et rasé de pres.» Il se regarda
dans le miroir, il était tel que I’oncle aurait
aimé qu’il soit. Satisfait, il se peigna a la fagon
d’André, la raie bien a droite, les cheveux
plaqués en arriere et appela un taxi qui le
conduirait au cimetiére.

Mais avant, il voulait vérifier quelque
chose.

— Office notarial Quelés, monsieur, vous
m’y attendrez, car ensuite je Vous demanderai
de me conduire au cimetiére du quatrieme
kilométre, je vous remercie bien, monsieur,
lanca-t-il au chauffeur, un métis pale aux
cheveux crépus, en s’asseyant dans la berline
verte.

«S’adresser aux petites gens avec beaucoup
d’égard et les voussoyer toujours», avait-il lu
dans le carnet noir. Lorsqu’ils arrivérent
devant 1’étude, le chauffeur sortit et se
précipita pour lui ouvrir la porte, les préceptes
d’André avaient du bon.

— Alain Fleural, s’annonga-t-il a la jeune
femme de la réception avec un sourire
convenu. Je désire parler a Charles Clavet. Je
n’ai pas de rendez-vous. Pourriez-vous
m’annoncer ?

— Veuillez patienter dans
monsieur Fleural, je le préviens.

— Jen’ai que quelques minutes devant moi,
insista-t-il avec dans la voix quelque chose de
subtilement impérieux.

le salon,
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a fresh eye, for it now seemed to him that
André Nerval was speaking in his ear and that
every word had the power to dictate his
behaviour or to modify his tastes.

With complete confidence, he decided to
comply.

Three months passed, and because he had
read “Cemeteries are places of life,” Alain
Fleural decided to go to the Fourth Kilometre
cemetery to put some flowers on the grave of
his dearly departed great uncle. From the
wardrobe he chose a blue shirt and a pair of
fine grey Terylene trousers. Everything fitted
him. He realized he had slimmed down thanks
to the work he had done in the house, as well
as the self-imposed diet now that he was far
away from fast foods. “Always be
appropriately dressed and clean shaven.” He
looked at himself in the mirror; he was just as
the uncle would have liked him to be. Feeling
satisfied, he combed his hair in André’s style,
parted on the right and slicked back, and called
a taxi to take him to the cemetery.

But first he wanted to check something.

“The Quelées notary’s office, sir, where I’d
like you to wait for me because I will then ask
you to drive me to the Fourth Kilometre
cemetery. Thank you kindly, sir,” he said to the
driver, a pale mixed-blood man with frizzy
hair, as he sat in the green taxi.

“Speak to people of modest means with
much regard and always address them
formally,” he had read in the little black book.
When they arrived at the office the driver got
out and dashed around to open the door for
him. André’s precepts had their benefits.

“Alain Fleural,” he announced with the
right smile to the young receptionist. “I’d like
to speak to Charles Clavet. I don’t have an
appointment. Could you tell him I’'m here?”

“Please wait in the lounge, Mr Fleural, I’1l
let him know.”

“I only have a few minutes,” he stressed,
with something subtly authoritarian in his tone.



— Monsieur Clavet, monsieur Fleural pour
vous, disait déja la secrétaire au téléphone. Elle
eut un sourire charmant. Il arrive, monsieur.

Charles Clavet arrivait en effet a grands pas
et Fleural, faussement désinvolte, put voir sur
sa mine combien il était surpris voire medusé
par sa transformation. C’était ce qu’il était
venu chercher, rien d’autre que cet étonnement
qui faisait de lui un homme nouveau.

— Je ne veux pas vous déranger trés
longtemps. Je passais devant 1’étude. Je tenais
a vous saluer, j’ai été tres pris par les affaires,
ces derniers temps.

— Bien, bien, répondit le jeune notaire,
interloqué mais conquis.

— Mais vous étes occupé, je vous laisse,
murmura Fleural sur le ton de la confidence,
nous aurons 1’occasion de nous revoir, n’est-ce
pas ?

— Biensar!

La porte de I’ascenseur s’ouvrit au méme
moment, Alain Fleural s’effaca devant une
vieille dame exubérante, toute vétue de beige
et couverte de bijoux. Il la complimenta sur son
élégance puis redescendit les deux étages, seul
et satisfait.

Il souriait encore dans
I’emportait.

Il arriva en plein enterrement. Une foule se
pressait sur le chemin qui montait en zigzagant
vers la chapelle. Il s’inséra dans le cortége et
s’installa jambes croisées sur I’un des derniers
bancs pour écouter I’¢loge funebre et de 1a,
observer les participants. C’était une foule
blanche, plutdt aisée qui s’était rassemblée sur
le parvis. Des groupes s’étaient formés,
femmes et jeunes filles assises, hommes
debout. Il comprit tres vite qu’il n’était pas a sa
place, une phrase du carnet disait : «Regarder
autour de soi et se conformer aux us et
coutumes», aussi se leva-t-il sans attendre et
s’approcha des hommes présents.

le taxi qui

Numa Mitchell, dit
débonnaire, le voyant arriver.
— Alain Fleural, répondit-il en prenant soin
d’articuler.
Le nom fit son effet, les hommes se
présentérent a tour de réle, les poignées de

'un  d’eux,
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“Mr Clavet, Mr Fleural is here to see you,”
said the secretary, already on the phone. She
had a charming smile. “He’s coming, sir.”

Indeed Charles Clavet was coming now,
stepping lively, and Fleural, deceptively
casual, could see on his face how surprised, in
fact, how stupefied he was by the
transformation. This is what he had come
looking for, simply this astonishment that
made a new man of him.

“I don’t want to keep you very long. | was
passing your office and wanted to say hello.
I’ve been quite caught up with all this business
lately.”

“Good, good,” replied the young notary,
taken aback but won over.

“But you’re busy, I'll let you go,” said
Fleural, subdued and confident. “We’ll have an
opportunity to meet again, won’t we?”

“Of course!”

The lift doors opened and out stepped an
exuberant elderly woman, all in beige and
covered in jewellery. As Alain Fleural let her
pass, he complimented her on her elegance.
Then he descended the two floors, alone and
satisfied.

He was still smiling as the taxi drove him
away.

He arrived in the middle of a funeral. A
large number of people were hurrying up the
zigzagging road to a family mortuary chapel.
He blended into the cortege, and sat legs
crossed, on a seat at the back, from where he
could listen to the funeral eulogy and observe
the participants. It was a white crowd, rather
well-off, who had gathered in front of the
chapel. Some groups had formed, women and
young girls seated, men standing. He quickly
realized he was not where he was supposed to
be, for an instruction in the notebook said
“Look around you and conform to the ways
and customs,” so without waiting longer, he
rose and went over to the men.

“Numa Mitchell,” said one of them
debonairly, seeing him approach.

“Alain Fleural,” he replied, taking care to
articulate each word.

The name had its effect, the men introduced
themselves by turns, handshakes were



main furent échangées et le cercle s’agrandit
aussitot. On I’acceptait d’emblée. On parla du
défunt le juste temps qu’il fallait pour paraitre
correct, ¢’était d’ailleurs un brave homme qui
possédait toutes les qualités dont celles
suffisantes, d’étre bien né et d’avoir des
immeubles au centre-ville, il y eut une
anecdote ou deux qu’Alain Fleural se promit
de retenir pour les écrire dans un carnet qui
serait son ceuvre, puis on évoqua briévement la
politique du moment, le referendum, le destin
commun et enfin on parla affaires.

Alain Fleural s’inquiéta, il n’était pas
encore assez informé pour participer a ce genre
de discussion. Il cherchait 1’échappatoire en
regardant autour de lui. Heureusement, la
vieille dame exubérante croisée chez le notaire
arrivait en haletant, la montée était raide. Il
s’excusa auprés de ses interlocuteurs et
descendit 1’allée a sa rencontre, il offrit son
aide et la conduisit a une place assise au
premier rang. «Rester indifférent aux jeunes
femmes, étre galant sans excés avec les
femmes mariées, choyer et complimenter les
femmes dgées sans craindre 1’exagération.» La
vieille dame, enchantée par tant d’égards,
s’appuyait sur son bras comme sur celui d’un
ami fidele, ce comportement ne passa pas
inapercu tant chez les femmes présentes,
sensibles a la courtoisie masculine, que chez
les hommes qui décelérent a tort, mais sans
rien en dire, I’évidence d’un lien de parenté qui
confirmait, s’il en était besoin, qu’Alain
Fleural était bien celui qu’il prétendait étre.

Pour lui, ce fut une consécration
silencieuse.

Un peu plus tard, il s’¢loigna discrétement
pour se rendre sur la tombe de son lointain
parent. Il ne fut pas surpris de decouvrir un
caveau en granit noir, un prénom et un nom
écrits en lettres dorées, une date de naissance,
rien de plus, I’essentiel était 1a. Sous le granit,
gisait la dépouille d’un homme volontairement
solitaire qui avait préparé lui-méme sa derniere
demeure. Manquait la dernieére date qu’il elt

exchanged and the circle immediately grew in
size. He was accepted from the outset. They
spoke of the deceased for just the right length
of time to appear correct; besides, he had been
a decent fellow who possessed all the right
qualities including the essentials, coming from
a good family and having properties in the city
centre. There was an anecdote or two that
Alain Fleural determined to remember and
write in a notebook which would be his own
work, then they briefly raised the politics of the
day, the referendum, the common destiny?
and finally they talked business.

Alain Fleural was fretting, he was not yet
well enough informed to join this type of
discussion. He looked around for an escape
route. Fortunately the exuberant elderly
woman he had run into at the notary’s office
was coming up the steep path, out of breath. He
excused himself from the conversation and
went down to meet her. He offered his help and
led her to a seat in the front row. “Remain
indifferent to young women, be gallant in
moderation with married women, indulge and
compliment older women without fear of
exaggeration.” The lady, charmed by so much
respect, leant on his arm as on that of a loyal
friend. This behaviour did not go unnoticed
either by the women present who were
sensitive to male courtesy, or by the men who
wrongly detected, but without saying so,
evidence of a family connection which
confirmed, if proof were needed, that Alain
Fleural was the man he was believed to be.

For him, it was a silent recognition.

A little later he discreetly left them and
made his way to the grave of his distant
relative. He was not surprised to find a vault in
black granite, a first name and family name
written in gold letters, a date of birth, nothing
more, the main details were there. Beneath the
granite lay the remains of a man, a loner by
choice, who had prepared his final resting
place himself. Only missing was the date of

3 The “common destiny” is an agreement between the indigenous Kanak and settler communities of the French-
ruled Pacific island of Kanaky New Caledonia. Independence referenda were held in 2018, 2020 and 2021, with
the result that New Caledonia remains French though the electorate is deeply divided.
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été bien en mal d’ajouter. C’était a lui, Alain
Fleural, de la faire graver pour, de la naissance
a la mort, donner de 1’épaisseur a sa vie.

Il reprit des lors les habitudes de son oncle,
vérifiées dans ses agendas, le matin, de trés
bonne heure, habillé, coiffé et rasé de pres,
certains  préceptes étant  définitivement
intégrés, Alain Fleural descendait jusqu’a
I’étonnante alimentation chinoise qui faisait
I’angle de la rue pour y acheter son journal et
son pain frais. La charmante jeune fille,
comme il P’appelait, chargée de la caisse du
magasin, le regardait de ses yeux bridés avec
un peu plus que de I’admiration mais il ne
savait quoi faire de cet appel muet, 1’ancien
Alain Fleural aurait su, sans doute, se serait
précipité dans une aventure sans lendemain, le
nouveau s’emberlificotait dans un tas de
contradictions et de préjugés, aussi
s’intéressait-il a chaque visite davantage a la
chatte angora qui paressait sur le comptoir qu’a
la petite Asiatique qui finit par lui offrir
gentiment un chaton, sans doute pour le
séduire. Il lui achetait donc depuis, un paquet
de croquettes en plus du pain et du journal.
Puis il remontait chez lui d’un pas souple,
s’installait dans le jardin, le chaton a ses pieds,
dégustait une tasse de café Le Roy, un arabica
calédonien rare choisi pour la table du
président de la République francaise, et 13,
proche de la béatitude, explorait le contenu du
journal, «Tout savoir de I’actualité pour
s’intégrer» était un enseignement d’André
qu’il mettait en ceuvre chaque jour. De page en
page, il atteignait celle des déces et choisissait
tranquillement  I’enterrement  auquel il
assisterait. Pour lui qui n’avait ni amis ni
connaissances, se rendre au cimetiére etait
devenu une jolie promenade. L’endroit était
gai et fleuri. Il découvrait des noms, familiers
ou étonnants car venant de toutes les ethnies du
pays, des tombes incroyables, certaines aux
décors sobres et austéres, d’autres ornées de
tissus colorés, d’autres encore de colliers de
coquillages, de photographies dans des cadres,
de bibelots, il allait ainsi de 1’austérité
occidentale a la magnificence océanienne et
notait scrupuleusement sur son calepin les
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death, which André Nerval would have had a
hard job adding. It was up to Alain Fleural to
have it engraved, to record the extent of his life
from birth to death.

He subsequently resumed his uncle’s habits,
verified from the diaries. Bright and early
every morning, dressed, hair combed, clean
shaven, certain precepts having been
definitively incorporated, Alain Fleural would
go down to the remarkable Chinese grocery
store on the corner of the street to buy his
newspaper and fresh bread. The charming
young girl, as he called her, who was in charge
of the checkout, would look at him out of her
slanting eyes with a little more than
admiration, but he did not know what to do
about this mute invitation. The old Alain
Fleural would probably have known, and
would have thrown himself into a one-night
stand, but the new Alain was caught in a
muddle of contradictions and prejudices,
therefore with each visit he showed more
interest in the angora cat that lazed on the
counter than in the little Asian girl who ended
up kindly offering him a kitten, probably to
seduce him. So from then on he bought a
packet of cat biscuits as well as the bread and
newspaper. At an easy pace he would go back
up to his house, sit in the garden, the kitten at
his feet, savour a cup of Leroy coffee, a rare
New Caledonian arabica selected for the table
of the president of the French Republic, and
there, close to earthly bliss, he would explore
the contents of the newspaper: “Stay informed
about current affairs so you can fit in,” was one
of André’s teachings that he put into practice
every day. He would turn the pages until he
reached the death notices and would calmly
choose the funeral to attend. For him, a man
with neither friends nor acquaintances, a trip to
the cemetery had become a pleasant outing.
The place was cheerful and flowery. He
discovered some names, familiar or surprising
because they came from all the ethnicities of
the territory, some unbelievable graves, a few
with sobre, austere decorations, others adorned
with colourful fabrics, still others with shells,
photographs in frames or trinkets strung
together. And so he went from Western



informations qu’il jugeait utiles et ses propres
réflexions. C’est ainsi qu’il assista, de prés ou
de loin, a une bonne cinquantaine de
cerémonies ou il se fit naturellement les
relations auxquelles il n'aurait jamais pu
prétendre autrement.

Ce jour-la, il y avait deux enterrements a
quelques heures d’intervalle.

Un temps clément, les fortes chaleurs
passées, il décida de passer sa matinée au
cimetiére,

Pour le premier, il ne s’agissait que d’une
veillée, la dépouille royale rejoignait son ile de
Lifou le lendemain matin, accompagnée de ses
sujets. Une foule bariolée avait envahi le
parking, les allées et le chemin zigzagant. Il
craignit de géner, seul Européen parmi ces
hommes et ces femmes d’une autre culture,
population qu’il avait croisée dans les rues, au
marché, dans les magasins depuis son arrivée,
mais qu’il ne connaissait pas.

Pourtant, il s’apercut vite que cela n’avait
pas grande importance pour eux, en quelques
minutes, il faisait partie du groupe, on lui disait
bonjour, on lui donnait a boire, on lui proposait
une place sur les premiers bancs a coté de la
famille du défunt. Autour de lui des nattes
posées sur le sol accueillaient les femmes et les
enfants, les conversations étaient autant
emplies de pleurs que de rires. Un homme d’un
certain age, chevelu, vétu d’un tee-shirt
Kanaky, une piéce de tissu jaune et vert lui
ceinturant la taille, lui demanda son nom.

— Alain Fleural, dit-il.

C’est bien que tu sois venu pour aider le
Vieux a partir, lui fut-il repondu avec emotion,
et 'homme le serra dans ses bras puis il
s’adressa en langue a ceux qui se trouvaient la.

Le silence se fit, ’homme se racla la gorge
a plusieurs reprises.

— Enia cile matre amamane koi nyishéti la
ketre trejine ka madra Alain Fleural, ka traga
troa hane ce kapa me eashé la hace ka eje the
shé, jéne la mecine la AngaJoxu shé.
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austerity to Oceanian magnificence, and in his
notebook  he  scrupulously  recorded
information he deemed useful, along with his
own thoughts. In this way he attended, directly
or indirectly, a good fifty or so ceremonies
where he quite naturally formed relationships
to which he could never have otherwise
aspired.

That day there were two funerals, a few
hours apart.

The weather being mild, the worst of the
heat over, he decided to spend his morning in
the cemetery.

The first funeral turned out to be only a
memorial service; the royal remains of the
grand chef would be returning to the island of
Lifou the next morning, accompanied by his
subjects. A colourful crowd had filled the car
park, the pathways and the zigzagging road. He
feared he would be disturbing them, the only
European among these men and women of
another culture, people he had been passing in
the streets, at the market and in the shops since
his arrival, but with whom he was not
acquainted.

However, he quickly noticed that this
hardly mattered to them; in a few minutes he
had become part of the group, they were saying
hello to him, giving him something to drink,
suggesting a place in the front rows beside the
family of the deceased. Around him women
and children were coming to sit on mats laid on
the ground, and the conversations were filled
with as much laughter as crying. A long-haired
man in his later years wearing a Kanaky t-shirt
and a piece of yellow and green fabric around
his waist as a sash, asked him his name.

“Alain Fleural,” he said.

“It’s good that you’ve come to help the Old
Man to depart,” was his emotional reply, and
he hugged Alain then spoke in Drehu language
to all present.

Silence fell, the man cleared his throat
several times.

Enia cile matre amamane koi nyishéti la
ketre trejine ka madra Alain Fleural, ka traga
troa hane ce kapa me eashé la hace ka eje the
shé, jéne la mecine la AngaJoxu shé.



Tronyishéti a ce olene kowe la atre celé, ka tru
ithnimine me ka nyipi eweké ne la genenoje shé.
Oleti atragatr koi nyipéti Alain Fleural .

Ce discours mystérieux devait étre amical
puisque les femmes et les hommes vinrent
I’embrasser a tour de role, téte baissée, yeux
humides, dans une sorte d’humilité
bienveillante. Il remarqua que tous portaient le
méme coupon de tissu vert et jaune, les
femmes en avaient fait des robes, les hommes
des ceintures ou des écharpes, des couvre-
chefs aussi. L’orateur avait suivi son regard, il
interpella un groupe de jeunes, on déroula
bientét un long tissu autour de lui et on
I’attacha autour de son buste. Puis, comme on
I’avait accueilli, on 1’oublia. Ce coupon de
tissu était un signe d’appartenance, il suffisait.
Ainsi adopté Alain Fleural faisait partie de
cette grande famille en deuil qui honorait son
défunt. Il resta assis un long moment au milieu
d’eux a réfléchir sur le sens de ce qu’il vivait
la. Lorsque le convoi se mit en route, il s’en
alla par les chemins détournés du cimetiere
vers la tombe d’André Nerval, le manou vert et
jaune plié en quatre sous le bras.

Le doreur avait accompli sa tache, la date du
déces, plus brillante avait été ajoutée. Elle se
patinerait avec le temps. Alain Fleural n’en fut
content que I’espace d’un éclair, un sentiment
de tristesse I’envahit tout aussitot avec
I’impression bizarre d’€tre inconsolable. Sa
mere I’avait abandonné tout petit, il n’avait pas
connu son pere, il avait navigué de foyers en
familles d’accueil, s’était débrouillé tout seul
sans sombrer dans la délinquance comme
Patrick ou Ali, ses meilleurs potes. Et c’est
devant la tombe d’ André Nerval qu’il sanglota
comme un enfant. Brusquement, 1’idée de
vendre la maison, de partir, de regagner la
métropole pour y reprendre le cours de sa vie
lui parut insupportable.

Cette maison, ce pays, il ne les quitterait
plus.

Tronyishéti a ce olene kowe la atre celé, ka tru
ihnimine me ka nyipi eweké ne la genenoje shé.
Oleti atraqgatr koi nyipéti Alain Fleural.®

This mysterious speech must have been
friendly since the women and men came to kiss
him one at a time, their heads lowered, eyes
moist, in a sort of kindly humility. He noticed
they all wore the same green and yellow fabric.
The women had made dresses from it, the men
sashes or scarves, and headgear too. The
speaker had followed Alain’s gaze, and called
out to a group of youths who were soon
unrolling a long piece of fabric around him,
tying it over his chest. Then, just as they had
welcomed him, they forgot him. This length of
cloth was a sign of belonging, it was enough.
Thus adopted, Alain Fleural was part of this
large grieving family honouring their dead. For
a long while he remained seated among them,
reflecting on the meaning of what he was
experiencing. When the funeral procession set
off, he went his own way along the circuitous
paths of the cemetery towards the grave of
André Nerval, holding under his arm the
folded green and yellow manou.

The gilder had completed his task and the
date of death had been added, shinier than the
rest. It would acquire a patina with time. Alain
Fleural was satisfied with it for only a brief
moment, for all at once he was filled with
sadness and a strange sense of being
inconsolable. His mother had abandoned him
when he was very small, he had not known his
father, had drifted through foster family
homes, had coped by himself without sinking
into delinquency like Patrick or Ali, his best
mates. It was at the grave of André Nerval that
he sobbed like a child. Suddenly the idea of
selling the house, leaving, returning to France
to pick up his old life again, seemed
unbearable.

This house, this land, he would never leave
them.

4 Je me tiens la devant vous pour vous présenter notre ami Alain Fleural qui est venu porter avec nous la douleur
de la mort de notre Grand chef. Nous devons remercier cette personne bien aimée qui connait et respecte notre
culture. Merci a vous Alain Fleural.
5| stand here before you to introduce our friend, Alain Fleural, who has come to share our sorrow on the death of
our grand chef. We must thank this dear man who knows and respects our culture. Thank you Alain Fleural.
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«lci est mon Ithaque», avait-il lu dans les
carnets d’ André.

Il revint, pas a pas, jusqu’a la chapelle.
André Nerval avait raison une fois encore, les
enterrements étaient bien plus un lieu de vie
qu’un lieu de mort.

I y avait peu de monde. A peine fut-il arrivé
qu’une femme qu’il avait déja croisée, lui saisit
le bras et I’entraina a part.

— Bonjour, vous étes le neveu de Jaacques,
n’est-ce pas ?

Elle parlait comme on se gargarise, la voix
plus grave qu’il n’aurait fallu dans une bouche
aussi mince.

Alain Fleural se contenta de sourire.

La dame minauda.

— Ne le dites a personne, mais je 1’ai bien
connu.

Elle avait accentué le «bien» qui laissait
imaginer sans rien en dire.

I1 la regarda avec plus d’attention et
s’apergut qu’elle avait rougi. Il lui prit la main
et la porta a ses lévres.

— Je comprends pourquoi, la complimenta-
t-il.

La dame, un instant muette, rattrapée sans
doute par ses souvenirs, lui serra le bras avec
tendresse.  Elle  voulut reprendre la
conversation mais Numa Mitchell approchait.

— Ainsi, vous connaissez ma cousine ?
interrogea-t-il, en lui tendant la main.

— Je connais et reconnais la beauté ou
qu’elle soit, pirouetta-t-il.

— Ah, quel flatteur, reprit la dame, en
penchant la téte vers lui, mais je vous aime
comme ¢a. Venez donc dimanche vers dix
heures au Domaine, j’organise un brunch.

— Je viendrai avec plaisir.

La dame s’¢loigna. Il n’avait ni son nom ni
son adresse.

Numa Mitchell le prit a part.

— Je vous ai apergu tout a I’heure en manou
dans les bras du futur grand chef du district de
Gaicha, c’était bien vous, n’est-ce pas ?

Fleural hocha la téte sans mot dire.

— Je n’irai pas par quatre chemins, nous
cherchons un médiateur et pourquoi pas un
investisseur  supplémentaire  dans la
construction d’un ensemble hotelier a Lifou,
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“Here is my Ithaca,” he had read in André’s
notebooks.

He made his way, one foot in front of the
other, back to the mortuary chapel. André
Nerval was right once again, funeral services
were much more places of life than death.

Few people remained. Just as he arrived, a
woman he had seen earlier grabbed his arm and
dragged him aside.

“Hello, you’re Jaaacques’ nephew, aren’t
you?”’

She spoke like she was gargling, her voice
uncommonly deep, in a mouth as thin.

Alain Fleural merely smiled.

The woman simpered.

“Don’t tell anyone, but I knew him well.”

She stressed well which stirred the
imagination without needing to say more.

He looked at her, paying much closer
attention, and noticed she had blushed. He took
her hand and brought it to his lips.

“I understand why,” he
compliment.

The lady, silent for a moment, no doubt
caught up in her memories, squeezed his arm
tenderly. She wanted to continue the
conversation but Numa Mitchell was
approaching.

“So, you know my cousin?” he asked Alain,
offering his hand.

“I know and recognize beauty wherever it
is,” he said, evading the question.

“Ah, what a flatterer,” said the woman,
inclining her head towards him, “but I like you
like that. On Sunday, why don’t you come to
the Estate around ten o’clock, I’'m having a
brunch.”

“It will be my pleasure to come.”

The lady walked away. He had neither her
name nor her address.

Numa Mitchell took him aside.

“I spotted you earlier in a manou, in the
arms of the future grand chef of the district of
Gaicha. It was you, wasn’t it?”

Fleural nodded without saying a word.

“I won’t beat about the bush, we’re looking
for a mediator and, why not, an additional
investor in the construction of a hotel complex

said as a



sur I’exceptionnelle plage de Peng, quelqu’un
qui puisse étre proche de la chefferie et nous
facilite les transactions, nous rejoindriez-
vous ?

«Ne pas sembler intéressé plus qu’il ne
faut» lui chuchota André d’outre-tombe.

— Ma foi, il faut y réfléchir, répondit-il,
laconique.

— Nous avons une réunion dimanche
matin, a mon bureau, rue de Verdun. Je compte
sur vous. Ensuite nous irons chez ma cousine
Nous ne pourrons pas y échapper. Je vous ferai
essayer ma derniére Jaguar. Un bijou. Tenez,
voici ma carte.

Alain Fleural prit la carte, serra la main de
Numa Mitchell et se dirigea tranquillement
vers la procession qu’une onde de chaleur
enveloppait.
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on Lifou, on the exceptional Peng Beach,
someone who can be close to the chieftainship
and facilitate the transactions for us. Would
you like to join us?”

“Don’t appear interested any more than is
necessary,” André whispered from beyond the
grave.

“Well, I’d have to think about it,” he replied
tersely.

“We’re having a meeting on Sunday
morning in my office in Verdun Street. I’ll
expect to see you there. Afterwards we’ll go to
my cousin’s. We won’t be able to get out of it.
I’ll let you try out my new Jaguar. A real gem.
Here’s my card.”

Alain Fleural took the card, shook Numa
Mitchell’s hand and headed calmly towards the
procession as it moved through a wave of hot
air.
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Self-translation as a literary activity can be traced back to the sixteenth century, when poets
such as Joachim du Bellay (1522-1560) translated their Latin poems into their native language
(for a review, cf. Grutman; Hokenson and Munson). Self-translation, as a form or category of
translation, began to attract the attention of researchers in the field of Translation Studies in
the 1980s. For example, Fitch studied the reception of Samuel Beckett’s (1906-1989) fiction
and essays in French and English. Subsequently, researchers began to focus on bilingual writers
and their translations.

In China, self-translation® started late. It was not until the beginning of the twentieth
century when several bilingual writers began to translate their works into foreign languages,
and this kind of translation did not attract translation scholars’ attention until the twenty-first
century, so most research papers on self-translation concerning modern Chinese literature
appeared after 2005. Despite the late start, studies on self-translation have developed fast in
China, with a large number of papers approaching the topic from various perspectives (see
chapter 2).

While self-translation has been studied widely, there are still problems associated with
this type of translation. Most studies focus on one bilingual writer or one self-translated work,
as a result, the scope of this kind of study tends to be micro (4).2 There is no systematic and
comprehensive research probing the psychological mechanism and theoretical background of
self-translation. Moreover, methods used in these studies are traditional comparison and
subjective analysis; new methods and paradigms of research are yet to be introduced. Aiming
at solving such problems, A Parallel Corpus-based Study of Literary Self-translation is a timely
addition to the scholarship on this topic. The author of this book, Li Changbao, a professor at
Zhejiang University of Finance and Economics, studied self-translation and built the first self-
translation parallel corpus (Chinese-English) in China. Based on parallel and comparable
corpora, the book focuses on literary self-translation, and sets out to explore the features and
essence of self-translation.

The book consists of an introduction, five chapters, a conclusion and appendixes. In the
introduction, Li finds that although self-translation is recommended by some theorists as an
ideal way of translation, it remains a marginal field of translation studies. There are two
reasons: external and internal. The former is that self-translators usually enjoy greater freedom,
which makes the target version less faithful to the original, therefore considered as rewriting,
revision or recreation rather than translation. Then, due to the identity fusion of writer and
translator, it is hard to distinguish between self-translation and rewriting, between translator
and writer, and between source text and target text.

L Erom Chinese to foreign languages, not including self-translation from Chinese into other minority languages
used in China.

2 All quotations from this book are translated into English by the author of this paper.
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In the first Chapter, Li deals with two problems in this field: the definition of self-
translation and its category. Self-translation became a term in the Dictionary of Translation
Studies, edited by Shuttleworth and Cowie (13) in 1997. As definitions of self-translation from
other researchers vary greatly, Li aimed to balance them and give his own definition, which
stresses three things: the fusion of writer and translator; the direction of translating; and the
content of the work being translated. Regardless of the direction of translation, the content
should be about the native land and memory; and while translating, the translator takes care to
reproduce the theme and function of the original in the target context.

Is self-translation translation, or rewriting? To this question, there are three kinds of
answers. Most researchers consider self-translation as translation, while scholars such as
Bassnett and Lefevere see it as rewriting or revision. Other researchers such as Fitch call it
“variant”, which is neither translation nor creation. To answer this question, Li took another
road. He used Zhang Ailing’s fiction Shame Amah as an example, engaging corpus data to
illustrate how self-translation both differs from and also resembles translation.

Zhang Ailing (1920-1995, also known as Eileen Chang) is a Chinese female writer who
wrote in Chinese and English, and translated some of her own works. Shame Amah (#£7275%,
by hZEFA, literally “steamed osmanthus, Ah Xiao’s sad autumn™) was published in Chinese in
1944 and self-translated into English in 1962. In 2000, Simon Patton re-translated this novel
into English as Steamed Osmanthus Flower/Ah Xiao’s Unhappy Autumn. Besides these two
translated texts, Li also collected some English novels written by Zhang and by Nobel Prize
laureate Doris Lessing (1919-2013). As such, Li has four corpora to compare. After comparing
the type/token ratio, frequency of content words, proper names and lexical density of the
corpora, Li found that self-translation not only shares the same features of translation, but also
enjoys greater freedom and has more traces of creation.

In Chapter 2, Li gives a literary review of self-translation studies. He found that studies
in the western world focus mainly on bilingual writers and their works. Though started late in
China, studies on self-translation are more diverse in scope, including, among others, ontology,
receptional aesthetics, intertextuality theory, and markedness theory. From the review, Li
argues that both studies in China and elsewhere deal with “micro issues” (53), for they usually
focus on only one bilingual writer or one work. Li concludes that more systematic and
comprehensive studies are needed, with proper research paradigms and tools.

In chapter 3, Li introduces Husserl’s phenomenology and Gadamer’s hermeneutics as
his theoretical basis. Li takes two notions of Husserl’s phenomenology, namely intuition and
intentionality as the philosophical basis of self-translators’ subjectivity. As the main
characteristic of consciousness is that it is always intentional, the process of translation is the
emergence of intentionality (61), and since every translator has their own intentionality,
everyone gets their own different translations. From Gadamer, Li borrows three concepts:
historical interpretation, fusion of horizons, and effected history. Gadamer argued that meaning
and understanding are not objects to be found through certain methods but are inevitable
phenomena (Palmer 163). As people have historically effected consciousness
(wirkungsgeschichtliches Bewulitsein), and they are embedded in the particular history and
culture that shaped them, their interpretations are bound to be historical. In other words, readers
cannot escape their pre-understanding or established “prejudice” while interpreting. As such,
interpreting a text involves a fusion of horizons: the text’s horizon and the interpreter’s horizon.
In the process of translating, the two horizons — the translator’s and the writer’s — will never be
completely fused, because the translator will never fully understand the intention, aim or sense
of the writer (63). Li therefore thinks that the “historic nature” and “timeliness” are essential
for understanding self-translators’ interpreting of text (65).
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Chapter 4 presents readers with a large quantity of data from his corpus. The Chinese-
English Self-Translation Parallel Corpus (CESTPC) collected the works of ten Chinese
bilingual writers that were published between 1930 and 2001. CESTPC comprises two sub
corpora of self-translation: from Chinese to English (twenty-nine texts, three million tokens)
and from English to Chinese (thirty-six texts, three million tokens). It is a parallel corpus with
sentences aligned, and properly tagged for the purpose of research.

Based on CESTPC, using corpus tools and methods, Li conducted numerous
comparisons and analyses between self-translation and other-translation; and between
translated and original texts. Textual features tested and analysed include vocabulary,
sentences, paragraphs, discourse, narration and plots, proper names, and language style. There
are several interesting findings regarding vocabulary, sentence features and paragraphs. With
regard to vocabulary, Li finds that self-translation shares the features of all translated texts, but
enjoys greater freedom and displays a trend of simplification. For sentence features, he finds
evidence to prove that self-translators’ subjectivity is more obvious, which means that self-
translators pay more attention to the reproduction of the theme of the original text and interfere
more actively while translating. At the level of paragraphs, self-translated texts usually delete,
add or rearrange the original ones, while other translations usually keep the original
arrangements, which also attests to the freedom of self-translators. Other findings, such as the
use of fewer conjunctions in translated English texts, the habit of punctuation usage, and the
change of appellation and names, are consistent with self-translators’ ambient translingual
(Hokenson and Munson 13-14) identity.

Chapter 5 is a theoretical analysis of the psychological mechanism, intersubjectivity,
intertextuality, and the criteria and strategies for self-translation. The fusion of writer and
translator creates a double ego which brings about the above features of the target texts. There
are three subjects in translation activities: writer, translator, and reader. Then in self-translation
there are only two, but this does not mean a simpler intersubjectivity. Self-translators, unlike
other translators, need to be faithful to themselves but not the source text (175), because when
they are translating, they tend to improve or revise the original text so as to properly convey
their intention. Moreover, they also need to take readers into account since their aim of
translating is to reproduce the work in the target context, therefore, their operational strategies
tend to be reader-oriented.

In the concluding chapter, Li summarizes what he has found from the CESTPC and the
theoretical analysis, in addition to a list of limitations and suggestions for further study. This
book’s contribution to the field of self-translation studies, or translation studies in general, is
manifold. Firstly, the author redefines self-translation and its category through an empirical
and systematic way. Secondly, the use of corpus and corpus tools sets a new paradigm for this
field. Thirdly, by employing some notions of phenomenology and hermeneutics, it tries to
explore the philosophical and theoretical nature of self-translators and their translations.

Despite its merits, this book would have made a greater contribution to the field if the
following aspects had been taken into account. Firstly, the theoretical analysis and the data
from the corpus have a loose bound. There are only bottom-up inferences, i.e., from data to
theoretical explanation; the research could clearly be complemented by some top-down
hypotheses and proofs. Secondly, while comparing data, for example, the word frequency, the
author did not conduct a statistical significance test, which is a standard procedure in empirical
studies. Thirdly, the texts collected cover a significant range of time (1930-2001), during which
the Chinese language had changed, especially the process of simplification of written Chinese.
Therefore, the comparability of texts in the CESTPC can be affected. In addition, only two
languages, Chinese and English, were involved in this study, however many minority
languages could also contribute to this field.
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A Parallel Corpus-based Study of Literary Self-translation provides a comprehensive,
systematic and in-depth probe into self-translation. The theory and methods used in this study
are thought-provoking, and the book is undoubtedly a good resource for scholars and students
of translation studies.

This work was supported by the Philosophy and Social Science Planning Project of Inner
Mongolia Autonomous Region (2022NDC192).
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Together, We Made it Through 2020 is a collection of poems and prosaic essays authored by
five people from four Melbourne-based families of Chinese heritage: Wang Ying, Wu Qingru
and Wu Qingying, Tang Yaqi, and Du Ni. As the title suggests, the collection is written against
the global backdrop of the Covid-19 pandemic, during which millions of lives were lost and
lockdown restrictions had a significant impact on the mental health of billions of people across
the world. This collection faithfully recorded the experiences and reflections of Chinese-
Australians during these challenging times.

The authors are bilingual in Mandarin and English, and some original works are
accompanied by self-translations; the source text (ST) and target text (TT) are presented as
parallel texts. This review, however, focuses on the translation of one poem. Author Tang
Yagqi pays homage to Walt Whitman, by translating an excerpt from his poem ‘Song of Myself".
In what follows, I compare the visual presentation of Tang’s rendition with Chinese literary
translator Li Yeguang’s version published in 1994.

Tang’s translation, or transcreation to be exact, is quite different from Li’s rendering in
regard to the visual form (see appendix). This difference may be attributed to the fact that the
translation of a poem depends on the translator’s personal style and preferences, and on the
context in which it is done. In Tang’s case, as the virus spreads, economies grind to a halt due
to global and regional lockdowns; therefore, sustaining lives and livelihoods requires a decision
framework to calibrate social and movement measures. Similarly, Tang’s poetic translation
requires a decision framework to transfer the emotions and thoughts of Whitman; and to project
those of Tang who found her solace in poetry in this particular social setting. Working from
home, reduced workload, mandatory face masks, social distance restrictions, rumours about
vaccines, and various conspiracy theories prompted Tang to rethink the meaning of life,
reshape her values, and redefine her life path.

The following table is a cursory comparison, in terms of visual presentation, of the
translated poem, including the verse count, word count per verse, and punctuation which, to a
large degree, form a poem’s sound, rhythm and tempo:

Word count ST: Walt Whitman’s | TT1: Li Yeguang’s TT2: Tang Yaqi’s
(including Song of Myself Chinese translation | Chinese translation
punctuations) Section 18
Number of verses 9 10 12
Verse 1 11 16 8
Verse 2 21 10 8
17 7
9
Verse 3 7 7 10
5
Verse 4 11 21 5
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Verse 5 6 12 10

Verse 6 9 19

Verse 7 9 18 8

Verse 8 11 21 7
6

Verse 9 11 32 9
11

From the table above, it can be seen that, in her translation, Tang made more changes
to the format of the ST by splitting, merging, even rearranging words and verses. For example,
in verse 2 of the ST, Li split the translated verse into two verses, while Tang’s version has three
verses. For verses 3 and 4, Li kept the same line of verses, but Tang rearranged them by
breaking verse 4 into two parts of equally five words, and shifting the first five to verse 3. For
verses 5 and 6, Li kept the original format whilst Tang merged the two into one new verse. In
total, Li’s translation has one more verse than the source poem, while Tang’s rendition has
three more verses.

As far as punctuation goes, Tang also made more alterations. Li’s version kept the
question mark, the period and exclamation marks, but not the dash and semicolon; Tang, on
the other hand, abandoned the original punctuation entirely and replaced them with either a
comma or left the line with an open ending, such as without any punctuation marks.

Li’s translation is highly faithful to the original and looks like a mirroring text, while
Tang’s translation manifests itself as a classical Chinese poem which gives the original poem
a new life, or a reincarnation. The former more strictly follows the format of the source text,
but not just a word for word rendition; the latter can be deemed as a new poem to some extent.

However, the word count itself does not warrant a corresponding format, because the
length of one English word ranges from one letter, for example “I”, to as many as eleven letters,
for example “embouchures”. Readers who are not bilingual can only compare translation in its
visual format: whether the English poem on the left has the same or similar length and width
as the Chinese poem on the right (see table above), and whether the punctuation can be matched
accordingly (see appendix). As a rule of thumb, the Chinese target text is usually made up with
more words than the English source text but takes up less space. A good way to reduce the
word count is to use classical Chinese, instead of modern vernacular Chinese, which is exactly
what Tang did in her translation. Monolingual readers who have no access to the English poem
can only rely on the translation for the understanding and appreciation of Whitman’s literary
creation.

The translations are analysed from the perspective of correspondence of format, as one
possible way of evaluating translation of poems from English into Chinese. However, the
visual effect of translations, as a preliminary step of reading translated poems in Chinese, is to
be interpreted independent of their linguistic quality. Both translations may be judged as sound
monolingual readings, with clear attempts to preserve the literal meaning, the logical flow, and
the literary merits of the ST. Without any intention of evaluating the quality of each TT, I aim
to highlight that the differences between the TTs in their visual formats may be informed by a
range of factors. One factor is that the contexts in which the translations were produced,
(including the purpose of translation and the medium of publication) are different. TT1 is an
official publication, while TT2 is produced out of interest during lockdown and published
online. Other factors include the contrasting identities of the translators and the historical
moment or social background of their translational act.

This collection contains more poems and prosaic texts as well as illustrations composed
at the Darwin Covid-19 quarantine centre in February 2020. At the time, Wang Ying’s family
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took a trip to their hometown — the ground Zero Wuhan for Chinese Lunar New Year and was
stranded there due to the coronavirus outbreak. Her family, among many other Australians, is
the lucky first group evacuated by the Qantas chartered flight. Just as the author declares in her
prologue “reverence for life, live bravely”, Together, We Made it Through 2020 is a collection
written in both simplified Chinese and English, and translation of English poems which may
resonate with the Melbournians’ struggle as they have endured one of the world's longest and
toughest lockdown.

Appendix

Walt Whitman’s Song of Myself
in the 1855 version of Leaves of Grass
(Section 18, 9 verses in total)

Have you heard that it was good to gain the day? (11 words)

I also say it is good to fall 8—battles are lost in the same spirit in which they are won. (21)
| beat and pound for the dead; (7)

I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for them. (11)

Vivas to those who have fail’d! (6)

And to those whose war-vessels sank in the sea! (9)

And to those themselves who sank in the sea! (9)

And to all generals that lost engagements! and all overcome heroes! (11)

And the numberless unknown heroes, equal to the greatest heroes known. (11)

CoNO~wWNE

R IR HK
(Li Yeguang’s translation)

IRUT PG 2R ADE A, T2 ? 16
A PRI AL, 10
FIMOL A MR THE O HAT IR R, 17
HOMpEHTRE, T
BB 5 8 I AT B W o AR AR ) 5 2o 21
J1% VU MU A Y 12
I3 % VAR A S i e K A Y 19
71 % VARATIHEE | Ot R AN L 18
J1% VYRR, VAR AR 1 SekE Y 21
J3 % VARATHREE 5S040 1 die B ) S REATT R R4 Q) JE By JE 4% iEAT] ¢ 32

A BRozH (8 (FEHE) D
(Tang Yaqi’s translation)

B, FEEE 8
LN, WOk 8
2 FEMCE AN 7
e —&, Fth—3t 9
NEH, Hmmdlies, HgerlR 15
Bl AR ACXRT- B
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MW, NBERLDGEAE 10
R BRI 4 8
N R 7
NETHHESCHE 6
JeHERE A, K FRHE 9
INEA SR, S 11
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