	Trois chansons (1908) by Claude Debussy
	poems by Charles d’Orléans

	 
	 

	I.  Dieu! qu’il la fait bon regarder!
	I.  Lord!  How fair she is to behold!

	 
	 

	Dieu! qu’il la fait bon regarder
	Lord!  How wonderful she is to behold!

	La gracieuse bonne et belle;
	Such a graceful creature, fine and lovely;

	Pour les grans biens que sont en elle,
	Because of her own great virtues,

	Chascun est prest de la loüer.
	Everyone is quick to praise her.

	Qui se pourroit d’elle lasser?
	Who could possibly tire of her?

	Tousjours sa beauté renouvelle.
	Every day her beauty renews itself.

	Par de ça, ne de là, la mer
	Neither near nor far, nor beyond the sea,

	Ne scay dame ne damoiselle
	Do I know any lady or lass 

	Qui soit en tous bien parfais telle.
	Who is so perfect in every way.

	C’est ung songe que d’i penser.
	It is like a dream to think of her.

	 
	 

	II.  Quant j’ai ouy le tabourin
	II.  Whenever I hear the little drum

	 
	Translator's choice to transpose this poem into the present, but why not leave it in the past? The original recounts an incident; this English version describes a practice.

	Quant j’ai ouy le tabourin
	Whenever I hear the little drum,

	Sonner, pour s’en aller au may,
	Calling me to the May Day celebration,

	En mon lit n’en ay fait affray,
	I don't even get out of bed,

	Ne levé mon chief du coissin;
	Or lift my head from the pillow;

	En disant:  il est trop matin
	I say to myself: “It's too early,

	Ung peu je me rendormiray:
	I need to sleep a little bit more....”

	Jeunes gens partent leur butin;
	The younger crowd can split its prize;

	De nonchaloir m’accointeray
	But I am used to idleness,

	A lui je m’abutîneray
	And will strive for that today;

	Trouvé l’ay plus prouchain voisin.
	After all, it is my closest companion.

	 
	 

	III.  Yver, vous n’estes qu’un villain
	III.  Winter, you are nothing but a scoundrel

	 
	 

	Yver, vous n’estes qu’un villain;
	Winter, you are nothing but a scoundrel;

	Esté est plaisant et gentil
	Summer is pleasant and kind,

	En témoing de may et d’avril
	As witnessed by May and April,

	Qui l’accompaignent soir et main.
	Who usher it forth with evening and morn.

	Esté revet champs, bois et fleurs
	Summer covers fields, woods and flowers 

	De sa livrée de verdure
	With their costumes of green 

	
	'sa,' referring back to ' Esté,'  literally would be "his,her, its" rather than "their" 

	Et de maintes autres couleurs
	And countless other colors 

	Par l’ordonnance de nature.
	According to the laws of nature.

	Mais vous, Yver, trop estes plein
	But you, winter, are too full 

	De nège, vent, pluye et grézil.
	Of snow, wind, rain, and hail.

	On vous deust banir en éxil.
	We ought to banish you to exile.

	Sans point flater, je parle plein:
	No point in flattery; I tell you frankly:

	'point' here is a negative particle (not the noun 'point'); 'sans point flater' could be literally translated as 'Without flattering". The translation "No point in flattery" is a liberty, but it doesn't strike me as a bad one; the sense isn't significantly altered.
	 

	Yver, vous n’estes qu’un villain!
	Winter, you are nothing but a scoundrel!

	 
	 

	Trois chansons (1915) by Maurice Ravel
	poems by the composer

	 
	 

	I.  Nicolette
	I.  Nicolette

	 
	 

	Nicolette, à la vesprée,
	Nicolette, one evening,

	S’allait promener au pré,
	Took a walk in the meadow,

	Cueillir la pâquerette, la jonquille et le muguet:
	To pick daisies, jonquils, and lilies-of-the-valley:

	Toute sautillante, toute guillerette,
	Skipping freely, rejoicing gladly,

	Lorgnant ci, là, de tous les côtés.
	Peeking here, there, and everywhere.

	 
	 

	Rencontra vieux loup grognant
	She came across an old, grumbling wolf,

	Tout hérissé, l’œil brillant:
	With bristling hair and sparking eye:

	«Hé là! ma Nicolette, viens-tu pas chez Mère-Grand?»
	“Hey there! my Nicolette, aren’t you going to Grandma’s?”

	A perte d’haleine, s’enfuit Nicolette,
	As far as breath could take her, Nicolette fled,

	Laissant là cornette et socque blancs.
	Leaving behind her bonnet and little white clogs.

	 
	 

	Rencontra page joli,
	She then came across a handsome page,

	Chausses bleues et pourpoint gris:
	In blue stockings and a grey waistcoat:

	«Hé là! ma Nicolette, veux-tu pas d’un doux ami?»
	“Hey there! my Nicolette, wouldn’t you like a boyfriend?”

	Sage, s’en retourna, pauvre Nicolette,
	Meekly, she walked the other way, poor Nicolette,

	Très lentement, le cœur bien marri.
	Very slowly, with sadness in her heart.

	 
	 

	Rencontra seigneur chenu,
	She then came across an old, grey-haired man,

	Tors, laid, puant et ventru:
	Twisted, ugly, stinky and fat:

	«Hé là! ma Nicolette, veux-tu pas tous ces écus?»
	“Hey there! my Nicolette, wouldn’t you like all of this silver?”

	Vite fut en ses bras, bonne Nicolette,
	Swiftly she flew into his arms, lovely Nicolette,

	Jamais au pré n’est plus revenue.
	Never to be seen in that meadow again.

	II.  Trois beaux oiseaux du Paradis
	II.  Three lovely birds of paradise

	 
	 

	Trois beaux oiseaux du Paradis (mon ami z-il est à la guerre),
	Three lovely birds of paradise (from my love who is gone to war),

	Trois beaux oiseaux du Paradis ont passé par ici.
	Three lovely birds of paradise have passed by here.

	Le premier était plus bleu que ciel (mon ami z-il est à la guerre),
	The first was bluer than the sky (from my love who is gone to war),

	Le second était couleur de neige, le troisième rouge vermeil.
	The second was the color of snow, the third was ruby red.

	 
	 

	«Beaux oiselets du Paradis (mon ami z-il est à la guerre),
	“Lovely little birds of paradise (from my love who is gone to war),

	Beaux oiselets du Paradis, qu'apportez par ici?»
	Lovely little birds of paradise, what is it that you bring by here?”

	
	'by here' translates literally 'par ici' but produces a stilted effect in English, I think. It would be more idiomatic just to say'here.'

	«J’apporte un regard couleur d’azur (ton ami z-il est à la guerre).»
	“I bring a gaze of sky-blue (from your love who is gone to war).”

	«Et moi, sur beau front couleur de neige,
	“And I, upon your lovely snow-white brow,

	Un baiser dois mettre, encor plus pur.»
	Must leave an even purer kiss.”

	 
	 

	«Oiseau vermeil du Paradis, (mon ami z-il est à la guerre),
	“Ruby bird of paradise (from my love who is gone to war),

	Oiseau vermeil du Paradis, que portez-vous ainsi?»
	Ruby bird of paradise, what is it that you bear?”

	«Un joli cœur tout cramoisi, (ton ami z-il est à la guerre)...»
	“A fine heart, all in crimson (from your love who is gone to war)...”

	«Ah! je sens mon cœur qui froidit…emportez-le aussi.»
	“Ah! I feel my heart is growing cold…take it also away.”

	 
	 

	III.  Ronde
	III.  A round

	 
	 

	[Les vieilles:]
	[The old women:]

	«N’allez pas au bois d’Ormonde,
	“Don’t go into the Elm forest,

	Jeunes filles, n’allez pas au bois:
	Young ladies, not into that wood:

	Il y a plein de satyres,
	It is full of satyrs,

	De centaures, de malins sorciers,
	Centaurs, wicked wizards,

	Des farfadets et des incubes,
	Gremlins and incubi,

	Des ogres, des lutins,
	Ogres, mischievous imps,

	Des faunes, des follets, des lamies,
	Fauns, madmen, child-eaters,

	Diables, diablots, diablotins,
	Devils, fiends, devilkins,

	Des chèvre-pieds, des gnomes, des démons,
	Goat-footed ones, gnomes, demons,

	Des loup-garous, des elfes, des myrmidons,
	Werewolves, elves, midgets,

	Des enchanteurs et des mages, des stryges,
	Charmers and magicians, vampires,

	Des sylphes, des moines-bourrus, des cyclopes,
	Flying creatures, fallen monks, cyclopses,

	Des djinns, gobelins, korrigans, nécromans, kobolds…»
	Genies, goblins, evil spirits, necromancers, tricksters…”

	 
	 

	[Les vieux:]
	[The old men:]

	«N’allez pas au bois d’Ormonde,
	“Don’t go into the Elm forest,

	Jeunes garçons, n’allez pas au bois:
	Young men, not into that wood:

	Il y a plein de faunesses,
	It is full of she-fauns,

	De bacchantes et de males fées,
	Temptresses and evil fairies,

	Des satyresses, des ogresses, et des babaïgas,
	She-satyrs, she-ogres, and amazons-in-ambush,

	Des centauresses et des diablesses,
	She-centaurs and she-devils,

	Goules sortant du sabbat,
	Witches out for the sabbath,

	Des farfadettes et des démones
	She-gremlins and she-demons,

	Des larves, des nymphes, des myrmidones,
	Grubs, nymphs, she-midgets,

	Hamadryades, dryades, naïades,
	Cobras, tree nymphs, water nymphs,

	Ménades, thyades, follettes, lémures,
	Evil priestesses, frantic women, madwomen, banshees,

	Gnomides, succubes, gorgones, gobelines…»
	She-gnomes, succubae, medusas, she-goblins…”

	 
	 

	[Les filles (et les garcons):]
	[The girls (and the boys):]

	«N’irons plus au bois d’Ormonde,
	“We won’t ever go into the Elm forest,

	
	'plus' = 'anymore' not 'ever'

	(Hélas! plus jamais n’irons au bois.)
	(Alas! never again into that wood.)

	Il n’y a plus de satyres, (Plus de nymphes ni de males fées.)
	There are no more satyrs, (No more nymphs or evil fairies.)

	Plus de farfadets, plus d’incube,
	No more gremlins, or incubi,

	Plus d’ogres, de lutins, (Plus d’ogresses, non.)
	No more ogres, mischievous imps, (No more she-ogres, either.)

	De faunes, de follets, de lamies,
	Fauns, madmen, child-eaters,

	Diables, diablots, diablotins, (De satyresse, non.)
	Devils, fiends, devilkins, (Or she-satyrs, either.)

	De chèvre-pieds, de gnomes, de démons, (Plus de faunes’s, non!)
	Goat-footed ones, gnomes, demons, (No more she-fauns, either!)

	De loups-garous, ni d’elfes, de myrmidons,
	Werewolves, or elves, midgets,

	Plus d’enchanteurs ni de mages, de stryges,
	No more charmers and magicians, vampires,

	(De centaures’s, de naïad’s, de thyad’s,)
	(She-centaurs, wood nymphs, frantic women,)

	De sylphes, de moines-bourrus, de cyclopes,
	Flying creatures, fallen monks, cyclopses,

	(Ni de ménad’s, d’hamadryads,)
	(Or evil priestesses, cobras,)

	De djinns, de diabloteaux, d’éfrits, d’ægypans,
	Genies, brutes, horrors, goat-men,

	(Dryades, follettes, lémures,)
	(Tree nymphs, madwomen, banshees,)

	De sylvains, gobelins, korrigans, nécromans, kobolds…
	Forest creatures, goblins, evil spirits, necromancers, tricksters…

	(Gnomides, succubes, gorgons, gobelines…)
	(She-gnomes, succubae, medusas, she-goblins…)

	Les malavisé’s vieilles,
	The inconsiderate old women,

	should be 'malavisées' 
	I'm not sure 'inconsiderate' is the best translation unless you undersand 'inconsiderate' in the sense of 'not well considered,' though it's hard to come up with a good translation. Perhaps ' unwise'?

	Les malavisés vieux,
	And the inconsiderate old men

	Les ont effarouchés… Ah!»
	Scared the monsters all away…Ah!”

	 
	 

	Bestiaire (1944) by Jean Absil
	poems by Guillaume Apollinaire

	 Apollinaire's collection is *Le* Bestiaire"; of course Absil may have chosen to drop the article (just checking!)
	 Since Le Bestiaire includes many more poems than this, could you say "poems from Le Bestiare ou le Cortège d'Orphée [the work's full title] by Guillaume Apollinaire"

	I.  Le dromadaire
	I.  The dromedary

	 
	 

	Avec ses quatre dromadaires
	With his four dromedaries

	Don Pedro d'Alfaroubeira
	Don Pedro de Alfaroubeira

	Courut le monde et l'admira.
	Roamed the world in admiration.

	Il fit ce que je voudrais faire
	He did what I would like do

	Si j'avais quatre dromadaires.
	If I had four dromedaries.

	 
	 

	II.  L'écrevisse
	II.  The crayfish

	 
	 

	Incertitude, ô mes délices
	Insecurity, oh my delight,

	Vous et moi, nous nous en allons
	You and I, we depart

	Comme s'en vont les écrevisses,
	As crayfish do,

	À reculons, à reculons.
	Backwards, in retreat.

	 
	 

	III.  La carpe
	III.  The carp

	 
	 

	Dans vos viviers, dans vos étangs,
	In your pools, in your ponds,

	Carpes, que vous vivez longtemps!
	Carp, how long you live!

	Est-ce que la mort vous oublie,
	It is that death forgets about you,

	Poissons de la mélancolie.
	O fish of gloom?

	 
	 

	IV.  Le paon
	IV.  The peacock

	 
	 

	En faisant la roue, cet oiseau,
	When he fans his tail, this bird,

	Dont le pennage traîne à terre,
	Who drags his feathers along the ground,

	Apparaît encore plus beau,
	Appears more beautiful than ever;

	Mais se découvre le derrière.
	However, he reveals his rear.

	 
	 

	V.  Le chat
	V.  The cat

	 
	 

	Je souhaite dans ma maison:
	In my house, I wish for:

	Une femme ayant sa raison,
	A woman who is reasonable,

	Un chat passant parmi les livres,
	A cat wandering among the books,

	Des amis en toute saison
	And friends for every season.

	Sans lesquels je ne peux pas vivre.
	Without these, I cannot live.

	 
	 

	Sept chansons (1936) by Francis Poulenc
	poems by Guillaume Apollinaire and Paul Eluard

	 
	 It would be nice to indicate the authorship for each poem.

	I.  La blanche neige
	I.  The white snow

	 
	 

	Les anges, les anges dans le ciel:
	Angels, angels in the sky:

	L'un est vêtu en officier,
	One is dressed as an officer,

	L'un est vêtu en cuisinier,
	One is dressed as a cook,

	Et les autres chantent.
	And the others sing.

	Bel officier couleur du ciel,
	Good officer, color of sky,

	Le doux printemps longtemps après Noël
	Long after Christmas, the sweet spring 

	Te médaillera d'un beau soleil.
	Will decorate you with its finest sun.

	Le cuisinier plume les oies;
	The cook plucks his geese;

	Ah! tombe neige,
	Ah!  The snow is falling, falling,

	Tombe et que n'ai-je
	Would that I held 

	Ma bien-aimée entre mes bras.
	My beloved in my arms.

	 
	 

	II.  A peine défigurée
	II.  Hardly defaced

	 
	 

	Adieu, tristesse; bonjour, tristesse.
	Farewell, sadness; hello, sadness.

	Tu es inscrite dans les lignes du plafond;
	You are written in the lines of the ceiling;

	Tu es inscrite dans les yeux que j'aime.
	You are written in the eyes that I love.

	Tu n'es pas tout à fait la misère,
	You are not quite misery,

	Car les lèvres les plus pauvres te dénoncent par un sourire.
	Since the poorest of lips betray you with a smile.

	Bonjour, tristesse: amour des corps aimables,
	Hello, sadness: lover of devoted souls,

	
	Not sure how 'corps aimables' becomes 'devoted souls.' It could be 'lovable bodies,' for example.

	Puissance de l'amour, dont l'amabilité surgit,
	Power of affection, whose kindness rises up,

	Comme un monstre sans corps; tête désappointée:
	Like a bodiless monster and its disappointed head:

	Adieu, tristesse: beau visage.
	Farewell, sadness: such a beautiful face.

	 
	 

	III.  Par une nuit nouvelle
	III.  For a new night

	 
	 I'm not sure that 'for' is the best translation. 'Par' can mean 'during,' and I think that is its primary sense here. For example "par une belle nuit d'été' would mean something like 'on a beautiful summer night'. "Nouvelle," when it comes after the substantive, can mean "original, fresh," for which 'new' is certainly a possible translation, but not the only one.

	Femme avec laquelle j'ai vécu,
	Woman with whom I have lived,

	Femme avec laquelle je vis,
	Woman with whom I live,

	Femme avec laquelle je vivrai:
	Woman with whom I will live:

	Toujours la même!
	Always the same!

	Il te faut un manteau rouge, des gants rouge,
	You have to have your red coat, your red gloves,

	Un masque rouge, et des bas noirs:
	Your red mask, and your black stockings:

	Des raisons, des preuves de te voir toute nue.
	Just reasons - or excuses - to see you totally nude.

	Nudité pure, ô parure parée: seins, ô mon coeur!
	Pure nudity, oh costume of convenience: your breasts, oh my heart!

	IV.  Tous les droits
	IV.  All the rights

	 
	 

	Simule l'ombre fleurie des fleurs suspendues au printemps,
	Imagine the flower-shaped shadow of blooms hanging in spring,

	Le jour le plus court de l'année et la nuit esquimau,
	The shortest day of the year and the midnight sun,

	L'agonie des visionnaires de l'automne,
	The agony of autumn dreamers,

	L'odeur des roses, la savante brûlure de l'ortie.
	The scent of roses, the clever nettle's sting.

	Étends des linges transparents dans la clairière de tes yeux.
	Hang out transparent clothes in the clarity of your eyes.

	
	'clearing' (as in 'a clearing in a forest') not 'clarity'

	Montre les ravages du feu, ses œuvres d'inspiré,
	Show the devastation of fire, of its inspired deeds,

	Et le paradis de sa cendre, le phénomène abstrait,
	And the paradise in its ashes, the abstract phenomenon,

	Luttant avec les aiguilles de la pendule.
	Fighting with the hands of the clock.

	Montre les blessures de la vérité,
	Show the wounds of truth,

	Montre les serments qui ne plient pas,
	Show the rules that do not bend,

	
	'promises/oaths that don't break' is closer to the sense of the original.

	Montre-toi!
	Show yourself!

	Tu peux sortir en robe de cristal, ta beauté continue.
	You can come out in a crystal dress, your beauty is everlasting.

	Tes yeux versent des larmes, des caresses, des sourires.
	Your eyes shed tears, caresses, smiles,

	Tes yeux sont sans secret, sans limites.
	Your eyes have no secrets, and are limitless.

	 
	 

	V.  Belle et ressemblante
	V.  Lovely and lifelike

	 
	 

	Un visage á la fin du jour;
	A face at the end of the day,

	Un berceau dans les feuilles mortes du jour;
	A cradle in the dead leaves of the day,

	Un bouquet de pluie nue.
	A bouquet of naked rain.

	Tout soleil caché;
	Every ray of sun is hidden;

	Toute source des sources au fond de l'eau;
	Every single well-spring is beneath the water's surface;

	Tout miroir des miroirs brisés.
	Every single mirror is broken.

	
	It doesn't seem necessary to add verbs to the previous three lines, and doing so weakens the incantatory quality of the original.

	Un visage dans les balances du silence.
	A face suspended in the scales of silence,

	Un caillou parmi d'autres cailloux,
	A pebble among other pebbles,

	Pour les frondes des dernières lueurs du jour.
	For the slingshot of the last glimmers of day.

	
	note that it's 'les frondes' (plural) in the origianl

	Un visage semblable á tous les visages oubliés.
	A face resembling all forgotten faces.

	 
	 

	VI.  Marie
	VI.  Marie

	 
	 

	Vous y dansier petite fille,
	You danced as a little girl,

	'dansiez'
	

	Y danserez vous mère-grand,
	And will dance as a grandmother.

	
	Why not translate the 'y' of the original?

	C'est la maclotte qui sautille,
	We hop the "maclotte" (a Belgian contradance),

	Toutes les cloches sonneront.
	And all of our clogs resound.

	
	Normally, this line would translate as something like "All the bells will ring." 'Cloche' does not mean 'clog' in any dictionary I've seen.

	Quand donc reviendrez-vous Marie?
	When will you return, Marie?

	Des masques sont silencieux,
	The masquerades are silent,

	Et la musique est si lointaine
	And the music is so far away

	Qu'elle semble venir des cieux.
	That it seems to come from the sky.

	Oui, je veux vous aimer, mais vous aimer à peine.
	Yes, I want to love you, but only a little.

	Et mon mal est délicieux.
	For my heartache will be delectable.

	Les brebis s'en vont dans la neige,
	The sheep pass us by in the snow,

	Flocons de laine et ceux d'argent,
	Tufts of wool with clumps of silver,

	
	'with clumps' ? 'and flakes' would be closer to the original

	Des soldats passent et que n'ai-je
	And the soldiers pass too – would that I had

	Un coeur, à moi ce coeur changeant
	A heart, this fickle heart of mine –

	Changeant, et puis encore que sais-je
	But then, I'd want to know even more:

	Sais-je où s'en iront tes cheveux?
	What will become of your hair?

	
	This passage could be more literally translated in this way: "Soldiers pass and why don't I have / A heart, this fickle heart for my own that / Changes, and then again what do I know / Do I know where your hair will blow?
'que n'ai-je' = Why don't I have (or Would that I had)

'que sais-je" = What do I know

	Crépus comme mer qui moutonne
	Frizzy as the foam-flecked sea,

	Sais-je où s'en iront tes cheveux?
	What will become of your hair?

	Et tes mains, feuilles de l'automne
	And your hands, like autumn leaves,

	Que jonchent aussi nos aveux.
	That are also scattered with our promises.

	Je passais au bord de la Seine,
	I was walking by the Seine,

	Un livre ancien sous le bras,
	With an old book under my arm.

	Le fleuve est pareil à ma peine:
	The river is like my heartache:

	Il s'écoule et ne tarit pas.
	It flows and never runs dry.

	Quand donc finira la semaine?
	When will this week end?

	Quand donc reviendrez-vous, Marie?
	When will you return, Marie?

	 
	 

	VII.  Luire
	VII. To shine

	 
	 

	Terre irréprochablement cultivée,
	The earth is impeccably cultivated,

	Miel d'aube, soleil en fleurs,
	For the honey of dawn, the sun in bloom.

	Coureur tenant encore par un fil au dormeur
	The runner still holds the sleeper by a thread,

	(Noeud par intelligences)
	(In a bond of understanding)

	Et le jetant sur son épaule:
	And, throwing him over his shoulder says:

	«Il n'a jamais été plus neuf,
	“He has never been so new,

	 Il n'a jamais été si lourd.»
	He has never been so heavy.”

	Usure utile, il sera plus léger.
	But, with this useful erosion, he will get lighter.

	Clair soleil d'été avec sa chaleur, sa douceur, sa tranquillité.
	The bright summer sun brings its warmth, its softness, its stillness.

	Et, vite, les porteurs de fleurs en l'air touchent de la terre.
	And quickly, the flower-carriers of the air touch the ground.

	Six sonnets (1946) by Darius Milhaud
	poems composed in secret by Jean Cassou

	 
	 

	I.  La barque funéraire…
	I.  The funeral boat…

	 
	 

	La barque funéraire est parmi les étoiles:
	The funeral boat floats among the stars:

	Longue comme le songe et glisse sans voilure,
	Slowly, like a dream, and gliding without sails,

	Et le regard du voyageur horizontal
	The gaze of its horizontal traveler 

	S’étale, nénuphar, au fil de l’aventure.
	Extends over water-lilies, wherever the current runs.

	Cette nuit, vais-je enfin tenter le jeu royal,
	Tonight, will I finally try my luck at the glorious game,

	Renverser dans mes bras le fleuve qui murmure,
	Will I reverse the murmuring current with my arms,

	
	'renverser' = to spill

	Et me dresser, dans ce contour d’un linceul pâle,
	And stand up, in the outline of a pale shroud,

	Comme une tour qui croule aux bords des sépultures?
	Like a tower that crumbles at the edges of its tombs?

	
	there is no 'its' in the French. This line could be translated as 'Like a tower that crumbles beside the tombs?'

	
	

	L’opacité, déjà, où je passe frissonne,
	Gloom already shakes me wherever I go,

	
	There is no 'me' in the French, and so the speaker is not the object of the verb. The line could be translated "The darknes, already, where I pass quivers,"

	Et comme si son nom était encor Personne,
	And as if it were already nameless,

	Tout mon cadavre en moi tressaille sous ses liens.
	My entire corpse shudders beneath its own bonds.

	Je sens me parcourir et me ressusciter,
	I feel something running through and resurrecting me,

	De mon front magnétique à la proue de mes pieds,
	From my magnetic brow to the prow at my feet:

	
	'to the prow of my feet'

	Un cri silencieux, comme une âme de chien.
	A quiet cry, like a the soul of a dog.

	 
	'like the soul' (typo)  

	II.  Mort à toute fortune…
	II.  Dead to all wealth…

	 
	Why not keep the ambiguity of the French, which works in English as well 'Dead to all fortune…'

	Mort à toute fortune, à l’espoir, à l’espace,
	Dead to all wealth, to hope, to space,

	Mais non point mort au temps qui poursuit sa moisson,
	But not at all dead to time that pursues its harvest,

	Il me faut me retraire et lui céder la place,
	I must withdraw and yield to it,

	Mais dans ce dénuement grandit ma passion.
	And in this destitution my passion grows.

	Je l’emporte avec moi dans un pays sans nom
	I take it with me, to a land with no name

	Où nuit et nuit sur nuit me pressent et m’effacent.
	Where nights after night presses upon me, to erase me.

	
	'nights after night' looks more like a typo than a deliberate effect; the verb number is wrong. How about "Where night and night after night press upon me and erase me."

	L’ombre y dévore l’ombre, et j’y dresse le front,
	There shadow devours shadow; and as I raise my brow,

	À mesure qu’un mur de songe boit ma trace.
	A wall of dreams soaks up any trace of me.

	Ce n’est vie ni non plus néant.  De ma vallée,
	This is neither life nor nonexistence.  From this valley,

	Les enfants nouveau-morts errent dans l’entre-deux.
	Newly-departed children wander within in limbo.

	Transparentes clartés, apparues, disparues,
	There are vivid clarities, appearances, disappearances,

	Elans sans avenir, souvenirs sans passé,
	Impulses without a future, memories without a past;

	Décroître fait leur joie, expirer fait leur jeu,
	Weakening gives them joy, dying gives them amusement,

	Et Psyché brûle en eux, les ailes étendues.
	And Psyche burns within them all, with outstretched wings.

	 
	 

	III.  A peine si…
	III.  However little…

	 
	 

	A peine si le coeur vous a considérées,
	However little the heart considers you to be,

	Images et figures,
	Images and figures,

	Que la succession des concerts fait durer
	You are but a series of agreements made to last 

	Plus que tout ce qui dure,
	Longer than anything else;

	O mes belles amours dont les pays dorés
	Oh my beautiful loves, whose golden landscape 

	Reflètent la peinture,
	Painting attempts to reflect,

	Et déjà, les adieux qui vont nous séparer
	Already, the farewells that will divide us–

	S’égalent à vos pures
	Are all the same in your pristine

	Eternités.  Oui, ce sera l’unique fois 
	Eternities.  Yes, it will be quite a moment

	Que s’étranglant, nos voix loueront enfin vos voix
	When our gasping voices will finally praise yours 

	De ne jamais se taire.
	For never falling silent.

	Va, brise-toi joyeusement coeur désolé,
	Go, joyfully break your grieving heart;

	Car le plus démuni des mortels meurt comblé
	For the most impoverished of mortals dies satisfied 

	D’avoir aimé la terre.
	With having loved the earth.

	 
	 

	IV.  Bois cette tasse de ténèbres…
	IV.  Drink this cup of darkness…

	 
	 

	Bois cette tasse de ténèbres, et puis dors.
	Drink this cup of darkness, and then sleep.

	Nous prendrons ta misère ainsi qu’une couronne,
	We will take up your misery like a crown,

	Et nous la porterons au jardin de la mort.
	And bring it to the garden of death.

	Alors toi comme un somnambule qui frissonne,
	Then, you, like a quivering sleepwalker,

	Te glissant par la porte où ne passe personne
	Will glide through the gate where no one passes,

	Tu t’en iras cueillir le myrte aux rameaux d’or.
	Where you will gather golden branches of myrtle.

	Son éclat et celui de la rouge anémone,
	Its shine, along with that of the red anemone,

	Dans la nuit rajeunie, te guideront aux bords
	Will guide you through the rejuvenating night, to the edge 

	De la vraie vie et du pur accomplissement.
	Of true life and pure fulfillment.

	Là les songes sont sûrs, terribles et puissants.
	There, dreams are certain, dreadful, and powerful.

	Par le bleu matinal d’un éternel demain,
	By the blue morning of an eternal tomorrow,

	Ils viendront tous à ta rencontre, âme guérie,
	They will all come to meet you, oh healed soul,

	Et tu reconnaîtras, se tenant par la main,
	And you will recognize, taking by the hand,

	Tes grandes soeurs:  amour, liberté, poésie.
	Your own big sisters:  love, freedom, and poetry.

	V.  «Rose d’Alexandrie...»
	V.  “Rose of Alexandria...”

	 
	 

	«Rose d’Alexandrie...» c’était une chanson
	“Rose of Alexandria...”  This was a song 

	Qu’étoilaient et striaient les fusées de la plage.
	That sparkled and streaked in the drifts on the beach.

	
	The subject of 'étoilaient' and 'striaient' is 'les fusées' . I don't know where you get 'drifts' for 'fusées'. My understanding of these lines is something like:  “Rose of Alexandria...” was a song / That the fireworks on the beach sparkled and flaired

	Et la nuit éclatait de partout, comme à l’âge
	Then night burst in from everywhere, as in that era

	
	The sense of this line: "And the night exploded everywhere, as in..." (the fireworks are exploding)

	Où la première fête entre dans la maison.
	When all of the main holidays were celebrated at home.

	Oui, une joie d’enfants nous pressait au balcon
	Indeed, a childlike joy pressed us onto the balcony,

	D’où nous contemplions les danses du village.
	From where we gazed upon the village dances.

	Et pourtant, bien-aimée, que d’ombres sur ton front, 
	And yet, my beloved, how the shadows fell upon your brow,

	Et que nos mains tremblaient en tournant cette page!
	And how our hands trembled as we turned this page!

	Mais dans l’été, c’était bien lui dont brusquement,
	But that summer, all of a sudden,

	La griffe avait foncé sur nous, l’espoir dément!
	We were caught in the clutches of foolish hope!

	Il était là!  Il est peut-être là, toujours.
	It was there!  Perhaps, it is still there, forever.

	Car nous sentons rôder le long de notre vie,
	For this, we intend to wander the rest of our life,

	À travers la forêt où nos pas sont plus lourds,
	Through the forest where our steps are heavier,

	Une bête farouche et jamais assouvie.
	Like a savage creature that is never satisfied.

	
	'sentir' does not mean 'to intend'. The object of 'sentons' (and implied subject of rôder) is 'une bête farouche, etc.' A possible translation of the previous three lines: 

For we feel, haunting our lives,

Through the forest where our steps are heavier,

A wild creature that is never satisfied.

The first line is obviously pretty loosely translated; you can probably come up with something better. The 'wild creature' is hope, 'l'espoir dément' (insane hope) mentioned in the previous lines.

	 
	 

	VI. Quel est ton nom?
	VI.  What is your name?

	 
	 

	«Quel est ton nom?» «Constance.» «Où vas-tu?» «Je m’en viens
	“What is your name?” “Constancy.” “Where are you going?” 

	De toi même et retourne à toi même.» «Soulève
	“I come from you and return to you as well.” “Lift up 

	Ce linceul de ta face, et que je sache au moins
	The shroud from your face, and let me at least find out 

	Si tu ressembles à la soeur d’un de mes rêves.»
	If you look like a sister from one of my dreams.”

	«Il n’est pas temps encore.»  «Ainsi, je ne puis rien
	“It is not yet time.” “So, have I no power  

	Sur toi?»  «Silence!  Apprends que je suis ta captive
	Over you?” “Quiet!  Know that I am your prisoner, 

	Et qu’à chacun des coups soufferts par ton destin
	And that each time your destiny suffers a blow, 

	Se forme un trait de plus à ma beauté furtive.
	A feature takes shape that deepens my secret beauty. 

	Lorsque sera parfait ce visage fidèle,
	Whenever this faithful face becomes perfect, 

	Ton coeur y pourra lire, aux lueurs de ton ciel,
	Your heart will then be able to read it: in the glimmers of your heaven, 

	Et tes choix accomplis, et tes maux acceptés.
	In the choices you have made, and the pains you have endured. 

	
	I would suggest something more like:

Your heart will be able to read there, by the glowing of your sky,

Both the choices you have made and the pains you have endured 

	Brèves sont tes amours.  Comptées et déjà mortes:
	Brief are your loves: already counted and gone: 

	Mais ce sont tes amours.  Et ta mort, tu l’emportes
	But they are your loves.  And, after your death, you will bring  

	Toute avec toi.  Persiste, et tu seras sauvé.»
	Everything with you.  Persevere, and you will be saved.”

	
	The sense of "Et ta mort, tu l’emportes / Tout avec toi":

And your death, you carry it with you entirely.

'Toute' modifies 'ta mort' ; it isn't the pronoun 'tout' that means everything. (although an idiomatic English translation requires a different part of speech; I made it an adverb). My understanding of this sentence is something like "You carry your destiny in your own hands.")

	 
	 

	En bonnes voix (1955) by Florent Schmitt
	poems by various authors

	 
	 

	I.  On dist que
	I.  They say that

	 
	 

	On dist que j’ai bien manière d’iestre orghillousette;
	They say that I am capable of being quite haughty,

	Bien affiert à estre fière, jone et gentillette.
	For it suits me well to be proud, young, and gracious.

	 
	 

	Hui matin me levai, droit à l’ajournée,
	This morning I rose, right at sunrise,

	En un gardinet entrai dessus la rousée.
	And strolled into the garden upon the dew.

	 
	 

	Je cuidai estre première au clos sur l’erbette,
	I presumed to be first in the grassy meadow,

	Més mon douls ami y ière, coellans la flourette.
	But my sweetheart was already there, gathering flowers.

	 
	 

	Un chapelet li donnai fet de la vesprée;
	I gave to him a garland I made the evening before;

	Il le prist, bon gré l’en sai, puis m’a appelée:
	He took it (I know he liked it) then he called to me:

	 
	 

	«Voelliès oyr ma prière, ô belle et douchette:
	“Will you hear my plea, oh sweet and lovely one:

	Un petit peu plus qu’il n’afière, vous m’estes durette.»
	A little more than is necessary, you are mean to me.”

	 
	 

	​poem by Jehan Froissart​

	 
	 

	II.  Prince et bergère
	II.  The prince and the shepherdess

	 
	 

	«Où vas-tu donc, ô jolie fille?  Dis-moi.»
	“Where are you going, pretty girl? Tell me.”

	«Je mène paître mes vaches, Seigneur.»
	“I am leading my cattle to pasture, my Lord.”

	 
	 

	«Je t’accompagne, ô jolie fille, pour un bout de chemin.»
	“I will accompany you, pretty girl, for the rest of the way."

	
	'un bout de chemin' is literally 'a part of the way' You could translate this simply as 'a ways.'

	«Comme il vous plaira, Seigneur.»
	“If it pleases you, my Lord.”

	 
	 

	«Dis-moi, quel est ton père, ô jolie fille?»
	“Tell me, who is your father, pretty girl?”

	«Un humble berger, Seigneur: pour vous servir, vous attendre.»
	“A humble shepherd, my Lord: one who serves and waits upon you.”

	 
	 

	«Quelle est ta dot, ô jolie fille?»
	“What is your dowry, pretty girl?”

	«Ma dot?  C’est ma jeunesse et ma beauté, Seigneur.
	“My dowry?  It is my youth and my beauty, my Lord.”

	 Je n’en ai pas d’autre.»  (La pauvre.…)
	I don’t have anything else.”  (The poor thing.…) 

	 
	 

	«Alors, je ne t’épouse pas, méchante fille, vilaine fille, affreuse fille.»
	“Well then, I won’t be marrying you, naughty girl, nasty girl, frightful girl!”

	«Ah! nul ne vous le demande: gracieux Seigneur, gentil Seigneur.»
	“Ah! but I've asked nothing of you: my gracious Lord, my kind Lord.”

	
	Why change the subject of 'demande'? A precise and idiomatic translation would be: "Ah! No one's asking you to:..

	 
	 

	​poem after an old English anonymous text​

	 
	 

	III.  Tournez, s’il vous plait
	III.  Spin, if you please

	 
	 

	Tournez sans trêve, jolies filles.  Dansez!
	Spin without ceasing, pretty girls.  Dance!

	La vie est brève, jeunes folles.  Valsez!
	Life is short, young fools.  Waltz!

	Glissez, pieds menus, effleurez le sol,
	Glide, tiny feet, brush upon the floor,

	
	how about 'graze' or 'skim' instead of 'brush upon' which sounds quite odd in this context

	Poursuivez, vivez vos rêves: joyeuses, rieuses.
	Go on, live your dreams: joyful ones, cheerful ones.

	 
	 

	Brillez, satins, soies et velours, de tout votre éclat.
	Shine, satins, silks, and velours, from all of your brilliance.

	Adieu, triste hiver.  C’est l’avril, le printemps.
	Farewell, sad winter.  It is April, springtime.

	Salut, ô doux printemps:  roses en fleurs et blancs lilas.
	Hello, oh sweet spring: roses in bloom and white lilacs.

	Tout le printemps flambe et ruisselle,
	All of spring blazes, streaming forth,

	Et vous invite à ses enchantements.
	And invites you to its delights.

	 
	 

	La nuit s’enfuit, le jour s’éveille;
	Night flees, day awakens;

	Le rossignol, lançant son trille éperdu,
	The nightingale, sending out its fervent trill,

	Vous convie au doux festin, au beau festin de la vie.
	Calls you to a sweet repast, the loveliest feast in your life.

	
	'au beau festin de la vie' = 'to the beautiful feast of life' (that is, the feast that is life itself)

	La lune blanche scintille au bleu firmament de la nuit.
	The pale moon sparkles in the blue vault of night.

	Beautés pensives, frémissez d’espoir à l’appel de l’amour naissant.
	Wondering beauties quiver with hope at the call of burgeoning love.

	
	A comma after 'Wondering beauties' will reestablish the imperative of the original.

	 
	 

	​poem by the composer​

	 
	 

	IV.  La mode commode
	IV.  The easy way

	 
	 

	(Papon, papon…)
	(Oom-pah, oom-pah…)

	Dans les sillons du Roussillon,
	In the furrows of Roussillon,

	L’autrefois, plantant d’l’oseille,
	The other day, while planting sorrel,

	J’ai rencontré mon beau berger (ô gué!),
	I met a fine shepherd (oh my!),

	Qui me dit bas à l’oreille:
	Who said softly into my ear:

	«Je voudrais vous embrasser.»
	“I'd like to kiss you.”

	Ah! vraiment, la drôle de mode,
	Ah! truly, it was a silly approach,

	Et comme elle est commode!
	But it was so simple!

	Quelle mode commode!
	What an easy plan!

	 
	 

	(Papon, papon…)
	(Oom-pah, oom-pah…)

	Dans les sillons du Roussilon
	In the furrows of Roussillon

	J’m’en vas lui tirer l’oreille
	I was about to pull the ear

	À mon coquin de beau berger (ô gué!).
	Of my shepherd rogue (oh my!).

	Je m’en vas lui frotter l’oreille à mon faraud.
	I was about to box his ears in my anger,

	Et pourtant mon berger n’est pas sot
	And yet, my shepherd is no fool,

	Car il nous apprend la méthode
	For he taught us the way 

	De nous aimer comme il faut.
	To court as we should.

	Ah! vraiment, la bonne méthode
	Ah! truly, it was a good method,

	Et comme elle est commode!
	But it was so simple!

	La commode mode et la claire méthode!
	The easy way and the simplest approach!

	
	Why the shift to the past in the last lines of the stanzas? It's not that 'it was a good method,' then, in that particular case, it's that *is* a good method in general! That at least is what the poem says.

	 
	 

	​poem after an 18th-century anonymous text​

	 
	 

	V.  La mort du rossignol
	V. The death of the nightingale

	 
	 

	«Qui fit mourir le rossignol chéri?»
	“Who killed the darling nightingale?”

	«C’est moi, le vautour.
	“I did,” said the vulture. 

	D’un coup de mon grand bec, j’ai tué le rossignol.»
	“With one blow from my great bill, I killed the nightingale.”

	 
	 

	«Qui vit mourir le rossignol?»
	“Who saw the nightingale die?

	«C’est moi, le pinson.
	“I did,” said the finch. 

	Du coin de mon petit oeil rond, j’ai vu mourir le rossignol.»
	“From the corner of my tiny round eye, I saw the nightingale die.”

	 
	 

	«Qui donc a tissé son linceul?»
	“Then who wove his shroud?”

	«Moi, l’araignée.  
	“I did,” said the spider. 

	Avec mon fil de soie, j’ai tissé son linceul.»
	“With my silken thread, I wove his shroud.”

	 
	 

	«Qui creusera sa tombe?»
	“Who will dig his tomb?”

	«Et moi, le hibou.
	“I will,” said the owl. 

	Tandis que, avec ma petite pelle, je creuserai sa tombe.»
	“Right away, with my tiny spade, I will dig his tomb.”

	 
	 

	«Qui de nous mènera le deuil?
	“Who will see us through the mourning? 

	
	'mener le deuil' = 'lead the funeral procession' or 'be head mourner' (at the head of the procession)

	Qui conduira le triste cortège?»
	Who will lead the sad procession?”

	«C'est moi, la tendre colombe.
	“I will,” said the tender dove. 

	Hélas!  Je pleure celui que j’aime: je mènerai le deuil.»
	“Alas! I cry for the one that I love: I will see us through the mourning.”

	 
	 

	Tous les oiseaux du ciel, en larmes et gémissements,
	All the birds of the sky, in tears and moaning, 

	Pleurent dans la forêt, la mort du rossignol.
	Wept in the forest, upon the death of the nightingale. 

	 
	 

	​poem after an old English anonymous text​

	 
	 

	VI.  Le passant de Passy
	VI.  The passer-by of Passy

	 
	 

	Toute fluette, la bicyclette,
	(Once upon a time,) a very rickety bicycle,

	Passant bien vite la passerelle de Passy (Passy près Paris),
	Sped across the foot-bridge in Passy (Passy near Paris);

	A passé sur un passant qui pensa passer:  Couic!
	It ran over a passer-by who wanted to cross:  Screech!

	O passant de la passerelle de Passy,
	Oh poor passer-by at the foot-bridge in Passy,

	Passant passif qui pensas passer!
	The shy passer-by who just wanted to cross!

	 
	 

	Sortant d’un rêve, le typ’ se relève,
	Waking from his day-dream, the chap stood up,

	Et sans vergogne, rogne, grogne,
	And shamelessly, angrily, grumblingly,

	Pique une rage de dindon (Digue, digue, don...).
	Pitched a foolish fit (Derry, derry, don...).

	Puis il fait signe à l’agent,
	He then called to a policeman,

	Qui devant l’agence houspillait les gens:  Hep!
	Who was scolding folks in front of the precinct:  Hey!

	Ah! gent agent de l’agence!
	Ah!  what a kind police officer!

	Mais, entre nous, cette agence, quelle engeance!
	But, between us, this precinct is quite a bunch!

	 
	 

	Et l’agent dit: «Mon petit père,
	And the officer said (to the cyclist):  “My good man,

	Faut aller d’vant le commissaire,
	You must go before the commissioner,

	Car votre affaire n’est pas claire:  Ouatt!»
	For your matter is not yet cleared up:  What?!”

	«Monsieur,» lui dit le commissaire,
	“Kind sir,” the commissioner told him,

	En écrasant ce vieux fou, j’espère
	“By crushing this old nut, I hope that

	Que vous ne vous êtes fait aucun mal. Ha! hi! ha!  Hu o i e a!»
	You haven’t done any harm. Ha! hee! ha!  Hoo oh ee ay a!”

	
	More precisely: 'I hope that / You haven't hurt yourself at all

	 
	 

	Et le poète, perdu dans son rêve,
	Now, the dreamer, lost in his musings,

	Passe et repasse la passerelle de Passy (Passy près Paris).
	Crosses and recrosses the foot-bridge in Passy (Passy near Paris).

	Même en passant sous une auto, il repensa passer:  Couic!
	Even after being hit a car, he wants to cross again:  Screech!

	Patient passant de la passerelle,
	Oh patient passer-by at the foot-bridge,

	Passant passif qui repensas passer. (Passy près Paris!)
	Cross with care when you want to cross again. (Passy near Paris!)

	 
	 

	​poem by the composer​

	 
	 

	Trois poëmes (1982) by Jean Françaix
	poems by Paul Valéry

	 
	 

	I.  Aurore
	I.  Daybreak

	 
	 

	La confusion morose
	The gloomy delirium

	Qui me servait de sommeil
	That serves me as sleep

	Se dissipe dès la rose
	Disappears with the rosy

	Apparence du soleil.
	Arrival of the sun.

	Dans mon âme je m’avance
	In my soul, I move forward

	Tout ailé de confiance:
	With every winged confidence:

	C’est la première oraison!
	This is my first plea!

	À peine sorti des sables,
	Having barely left the sands,

	Je fais des pas admirables
	I make wonderful steps

	Dans les pas de ma raison.
	On the path to my senses.

	 
	 

	«Quoi! c’est vous, mal déridées!
	“What?!  Is it you, oh not-so-cheerful ones?

	Que fîtes-vous, cette nuit,
	What did you do last night,

	Maîtresses de l’âme, idées,
	You mistresses of the spirit, ideas,

	Courtisanes par ennui?»
	Call-girls from tedium?”

	Toujours sages, disent-elles,
	Always modest, they respond,

	«Nos présences immortelles,
	“Our everlasting presence,

	Jamais n’ont trahi ton toit!
	Has never blown your cover!

	Nous étions non éloignées,
	We were never far away,

	Mais secrètes araignées
	But were like secret spiders

	Dans les ténèbres de toi!»
	Within your own darkness!”

	 
	 

	J’approche la transparence
	I approach the clarity

	De l’invisible bassin
	Of the invisible pool

	Où nage mon espérance
	Where my hope swims

	Que l’eau transporte par le sein.
	Carried on the water by her breast.

	Son col coupe le temps vague
	Her neck cuts through the haze of time,

	Et soulève cette vague
	And raises a wave

	Que fait un col sans pareil...
	That creates an incomparable collar...

	Elle sent sous l’onde unie
	She senses - beneath the smooth surface -

	La profondeur infinie,
	The neverending depths,

	Et frémit depuis l’orteil.
	And trembles from her toes.

	 
	 

	II.  Cantique des colonnes
	II.  The song of the columns

	 
	 

	Douces colonnes, aux
	Gentle columns, under

	Chapeaux garnis de jour,
	The elaborate cover of day,

	Ornés de vrais oiseaux
	Animated with birds

	Qui marchent sur le tour;
	That circle your heights;

	 
	 

	Douces colonnes, ô
	Gentle columns, oh

	L’orchestre de fuseaux!
	Orchestra of tapers!

	Chacune immole son
	Each sacrificing its own

	Silence à l’unisson.
	Silence in unison.

	 
	 

	«Que portez-vous si haut,
	“What do you lift so high,

	Égales radieuses?»
	You radiant equals?”

	«Au désir sans défaut
	“With flawless desire,

	Nos grâces studieuses!
	Our own intellectual graces!

	 
	 

	Nous chantons à la fois
	We sing together, all at once

	Que nous portons les cieux!
	As we hold up the heavens!


	O seule et sage voix
	A solitary, prudent voice

	Qui chantes pour les yeux!
	That sings for the eyes.

	 chante (typo)
	 

	Vois quels hymnes candides!
	See, what guileless hymns!

	Quelle sonorité
	What sonority

	Nos éléments limpides
	That our transparent parts

	Tirent de la clarté!
	Extract from clarity!

	 
	 

	Si froides et dorées
	So cold and golden

	Nous fûmes de nos lits
	We were taken from our beds,

	Par le ciseau tirées
	And drawn upon by the chisel

	Pour devenir ces lys!
	To emerge as lilies!

	 
	 

	De nos lits de cristal
	From our crystalline beds

	Nous fûmes éveillées,
	We were awakened,

	Des griffes de métal
	And with metal claws

	Nous ont appareillées.
	We were dressed.

	 
	 

	Pour affronter la lune,
	In order to confront the moon,

	La lune et le soleil,
	The moon and the sun,

	On nous polit chacune
	They polished each of us

	Comme ongle de l’orteil!
	Like a toenail!

	 
	 

	Servantes sans genoux,
	Servants without knees,

	Sourires sans figure,
	Smiles without a face,

	La belle devant nous
	These beauties who stand before you

	Se sent les jambes pures.
	Feel their certain footing.

	 
	 

	Nos antiques jeunesses,
	Our ancient innovations -

	Chair mate et belles ombres,
	Glossless flesh and lovely shadows -

	Sont fières des finesses
	Are proud of their refinements 

	Qui naissent par les nombres!
	Born of numbers!

	 
	 

	Filles des nombres d’or,
	Daughters of the golden mean,

	Fortes des lois du ciel,
	Strengthened by the laws of heaven,

	Sur nous tombe et s’endort
	Beyond us sets and falls asleep 

	Un dieu couleur de miel.
	The sun, a honey-colored god.

	 
	 

	Et les siècles par dix,
	With centuries times ten,

	Et les peuples passés,
	And generations gone,

	C’est un profond jadis,
	There remains a primordial past

	Jadis jamais assez!
	That can never be again!

	 
	 

	Nous marchons dans le temps
	We march through time,

	Et nos corps éclatants
	And our brilliant bodies 

	Ont des pas ineffables
	Make indescribable strides 

	Qui marquent dans les fables...»
	Remembered in fables...”

	 
	 

	III.  Le sylphe
	III.  The sylph

	 
	 

	Ni vu ni connu,
	Neither seen nor known,

	Je suis le parfum
	I am the fragrance

	Vivant et défunt
	Of both living and dead

	Dans le vent venu!
	In the oncoming breeze!

	 
	 

	Ni vu ni connu,
	Neither seen nor known,

	Hasard ou génie?
	By chance or by design?

	À peine venu
	Having only just arrived

	La tâche est finie!
	The job is already done!

	 
	 

	Ni lu ni compris?
	Neither read nor understood?

	Aux meilleurs esprits
	Even the well-intentioned 

	Que d’erreurs promises!
	Are destined to err!

	 
	 

	Ni vu ni connu,
	Neither seen nor known,

	Le temps d’un sein nu
	Whenever a naked breast

	Entre deux chemises!
	Is found between two shirts!

	
	My understanding of these lines (and I could be wrong) is something like "like the glimpse of a naked breast through a shirt"
'Le temps de" + infinitive is an expression that means 'the time necessary for". For example: "Le temps de mettre mon manteau et j'arrive." Meaning "I'll just put on my coat...(just give me the time to put on my coat...). There is no infinitive in the line above, no verb, so there's some uncertainty, but I think the line is just an elliptical version of "Le temps de voir un sein nu." 'Chemise' of course usually means shirt, but it can also be 'une chemise de femme' which was some kind of underwear. So the 'deux chemises' would be a couple of layers of a woman's clothing.


 
