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Rhéne,

But his most striking illumination will come when he ap-
proaches the heart of this country of Provence which he has
entered: and for this moment pature and man have combined to
provide an appropriate setting The Roman arch at Orange is
the gateway to the ‘sweet South’, the gatcway to both the
southern ¢l'- = 2 arr T s'+ ¥ "1 mind. For
nowhere el + " * = plendour of
our world - . immediate
physical impact.

This country is one of the anvils upon which Mediterranean
il ! was "Ot."L | ..“b'he
Ligurians, it knew the Phoenician traders, and the Phoceans
jtshonlar s i A S it b bl Pt TS AT

. R - . . .
Rome.
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i ungm LANL L0 TE4lIse LhAL LS country has never been truly
French: the change of atmosphere that our traveller experienced
was not merely an effect of climate, still less of imagination. Even



Sgaiz kag left i mark kere. for the Viz Avrelia. whick rar fom
rierme o Cadiz passed throegh the city of Arles, iself zn im-
germant post during the Szracenic fnvasion. At the same time,
tcr Bmtorical and geagrankicz! reascrs. Provence never attafed
to o muly indivdual exdstence. Now. we aze apt to think cf it as
2 [and of romance. the Bome of the Troubadours and the Courts
cf Leve. axindeed 1T wasrand we are zpt to forget that it was also
a cenze wiers the Medizarranens peoples Intermirgled. a place

@'
i

ersd B coptizual sooifie, and swept by kistorical winds as
s the mistral wiich whistles zeross Its sperse plaizs and

[y AR}

'

s rurbrlers IEe can be seez ard studied to-
cav = the feareres of the womes of Provezce. and more par-
toaslv & thase of the worer of Arles. T Eave kefore me an old
ok of coe suck miracie of ratere. as I write. Her face
kas the sart But Erm Lize of the Greek 2zd with the traditional
f sifms & cobilizy of prefile that was, and still &,
Femans z rick a=nd smoulderizg foliness thar is Spanish: ¢ deli-
cacy cf fearere and o refimemer: thar is wholly Frenck.

ItigthSvervracal and temreramental mixmere, thes expressed
&= the fmee of an A-lidmne, thar rmakes of Provezce z window
thrzeck whick cne mav chserve the Lars mind. For the Medi-
tarmazenn is prolifc and diverse: the Italion and the Spariard
the Eecber a=d the Greek. &i5er profoundly. The essental quali-
o wiick ther have iz commzer s chscumed by exdistentiz] differ-
exces. Tke forces whick ave precuced aod refized these distinet
szces. and coused these diZarences. kove plaved less fercely. or
less efectivmiv, cn the people of Provezce. witk the resulr that
we Eove sermethizg that s oot “Frovergzal', a=d vet kelonss ce-
whers elwe: sormething, iz shert that s guly “Mediterraresn’
amc *Lasg="

At the sa—e tize ths very quality kindered tke country's
adequate selexpression. Ever the Troubadouss. popularly the
crezzcrs of @ Provernqal Ererarere. wrote iz 2 sycthetic larguage.
It was a Hterccy Iazgusge. = refimerert or ‘highest comimon
facter’ of the moov variazs of the Largue ¢'Oc spoken in the
severa! dismics of the MG Ths languace carme into being with
Guilaz=e de Poicders. iz the eleventk century, ard it died witk
the Mide Azes to whick it belorgs. Subsequert poets. wrinng
i= Laz~gre ¢'Oc. wrote iz whatever variant of that tongue hzap-
peced to prevall in their own district: they certaizly did mot
attermoe to follow i= the tradition of tke Troubadours. The
Lzzgve ¢ Oc. are of the cldest of the Romarnce languages. had
Eeccrme a peasant petads. It was left to literary Romarticisc—as
zlwavs corcercing imelf with what is remote and “unreal’—to
rezwaker [mterestiz the neglected tongue: its protagonists turned
cestalgically to the Middle Ages for mspiratior. and u-earthed
the Trochadourms: while theifr =terest in folk-lore served to revive
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who possessed the poetic name of Jasmin

‘These writers and poets, with others like them, were the pio-
neers 1n a revival that, if we except the harshly reabstic Gelu,
was essentially Romantic The muxture of forces and elements
already noted was the very factor which, while grving to Pro-
vence 1ts umque ch d 1ts incividual expression

nharant b ctam and A 1o wa wh ~h vead ca

ed, there was the promuse, subsequently fulfilled, of an epic liter-
ature which would be truly Mediterranean just because 1t was
truly Provengal 1t was also natural that, when this came, 1t
should have a nostalgic and valedictory quality Al epics tend
to be heroic laments, summarzes of, or funeral orations upon, the
dayLs that are no more, carrying wnthlthem the lephcat:on that

11 was Lo LU 4 dilerent xmd ol voie un May 2181, 1054, an
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how his father, Frangois, met Delaide, the young daughter of
the mayor of Maillane, working in the fields at harvest: he likens
the scene to that of the meeting of Ruth and Boaz. Six months
after this meeting the couple were married.

Francois is a character of extraordinary grandeur, ‘brought up
and educated, like the Provengaux of old, in the Roman tradi-
tion’: he was to lcave an indelible impression on the mind of his
son, and is immortaliscd in the patriarchs of Mistral’s epics. This
man, who would have bcen equally at home in Genesis, or
Hesiod, or Homer, was the stern but just ruler of his rustic:
kingdom.

Frédéric’s childhood was idyllic and his development was
nurtured by a patriarchal tradition of immense antiquity whose
ancient ways and wisdom the forces of progress threatened but
had not then overthrown:

How gay it was, that world of rustic works! Each season
rencwed the cycle of labours. The ploughing, the sowing,
the shearing, thc mowing, the silkworms, the reaping, the
threshing, the picking and gathering of the olives, spread out
before my eyes the majestic motions of the agricultural life,
always hard, but always calm and free.

A whole race of servants, of labourers hired by the month
or the day, of weeders, and of haymakers, came and went
on the farm, carrying on their shoulders goads or pitchforks
or rakes, and worked always with noble gestures, as in the
paintings of Léopold Robert.

When, for dinner or supper, one after another, they entered
the farmhouse, and sat down, each according to his rank,
round the great table, with my father at the head, he would
gravely ask them questions and make his observations, on the
Hocks, the weather, and the work of the day, if things had been
well, if the earth were hard or soft or in good order. Then, the
meal over, the first carter closed the blade of his knife and all
rose at once.

My father dominated all these country people by his stature,
by his judgement, and by his nobility. He was a great and
beautiful old man, dignified in his speech, kindly to the poor
world, harsh only to himself.

Appropriately too, this patriarch was a man of profound faith.
He had lived too near to life not to feel and reverence its majesty
and wonder, and he who had read but three books, the Bible,
the Imitation of Christ, and Don Quixote, was too wise and t00
perceptive not to feel humility. Mistral has described how each
evening, winter and summer, he would kneel on a chair, head
bare and hands crossed, and read the prayers to the assembled
company: but it was at Christmas that the fervent glow of his






could recognise that the individual person is sacred, while, at the
same time, it was humble enough to realise that he is continu~
ally at the mercy of his own fallen nature. With much shouting
and self-glorification, the prophets of progress, the pundits cf
infinite knowledge, the professional radicals, the merely greedy,
announced the release of mankind from the chains of igno-
rance and superstition. They succumbed to the silliest super-
stition of all—that God is made in the image of man—and forged
for themselves the terrible chains of that presumptuous licence
which is the mockery of liberty.

That way of life cannot return as it was; but return it must,
in a form appropriate to the time. Its structure and its fruits can,
however, be studied; for, fortunately, its Latin harmony, the
flower of Christian civilization, found immortal expression in
the works of the poet whom it brought forth.

Frédéric Mistral’s early schooling was in keeping with this
background. At the age of eight he was sent to St Michel-de-
Frigolet, an establishment run by a certain M. Donat who, very
sensibly, was more interested in play and happiness than in work.
Unfortunately, this gay institution went the way of all flesh, and,
at the age of thirteen, Mistral was sent to the Collége Royal
d’Avignon. Here he was subjected to two decisive influences.
First, he found himself among people who spoke French, and
despised him for his regional accent (at home he spoke the
dialect) and for his country ways; and here, also, he met the
college usher, Roumanille. .

The first experience touched his pride and, because his up-
bringing had been of that traditional kind which forms charac-
ter, its effect was to stimulate his innate independence and his
interest in the speech and customs of his people which were to
lead both to his writings and to his public life as a regionalist.

The meeting with Roumanille belongs to a different order of
experience: it represents that moment in the creative life when
all which before was confused aspiration becomes inspired pur-
pose. There is a break in the clouds, and the stars without which
one canvoyage nofurther can clearly be seen. Joseph Roumanille
was twelve years older than Mistral; ‘a young professor with 2
fine black beard’, and a gifted lyric poet of delicacy and pastoral
simplicity. One day he found Mistral translating the pcnigentlal
psalms into Provencal and thereupon recited a group of his own
Iyrics: ‘a true blossoming of April lowers’, writes Mistral, ‘of wild
flowers, flowers prophetic of the felibrean spring which razwshed
me until I exclaimed to myself: Here is the dawn for which my
soul was waiting so that it might open to the light!’ .

Roumanille initiated Mistral into the mysteries of his own
poetic art, and recited to him the work of Jasmin, the Marquis
de la Fare-Alais, and Gelu: for him, poetry and morality and
religion must go hand in hand: the purest vision will come of the
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Three years Jater Mistral went to the Unwversity of Axx, to
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III

In 1851, Mistral started to write Mirde This poem was not
completed until 1858, when he gave the first reading of 1t to 2
group of friends, mncluding the poet Aubanel who, as a cnitic
has said, 18 to Mistral what Catullus was to Virgil Itis the first,
and perhaps the finest flower of that civilization into wiich he

to make clear that he 1s to do this, not through some exalted
character, ‘with golden diadem and damask mantle’, but, as
befits one who *sings only for you, shepherds and people of the
farms’, through the person of a t%/hpxcal maxden of his beloved
countryside, in whom 1t 15 not difficult to see a recollection of
that dyoung gurl whom his father wooed, the mayor’s daughter,
standing alone amud the alien corn

A maiden of Provence I sing
In the love of her youth’s spring,

Towards the sea, across the Crau !
1 For the or gial Provencal of this and the following translations (which are all by
Rob Lyle) see Appendie page 58
1



This introduction is followed by an invocation to Christ, ‘born
among shepherds', from whom is all inspiration, and to whom
the poct’s prayer rises, that, like the birds, on the wings “of our
Provengal tongue’, he may attain to that branch whose fruits
lic beyond the reach of the pickers. Then the tale begins.

Meéste Ambrdsi, the basket-maker, and his son, Vincen, ask
hospitality at the Mas di Falabrego, the Farm of the Mulberrics,
where Mirtio, daughter of Méste Ramoun, makes them wel-
come, Mdste Ambrosi is prevailed upon by the farm-labourers to
sing an old ballad, and Vincen, questioned by Miréio, tells of
youthful sports and contests. As a result, love opens in her heart,
as sweetly and naturally as a flower in spring,

Between our world and Mireio’s, Freud has let fail the cold
fog of his puritanical analysis, and has reduced to the dead level
of sexual appetite the sharp peaks of youthful passion, with their
snow-caps of sunlit joys and their alpenrot of transitory despairs.
For, in Mir¢io’s world, though they be touched with the shadow
of Original Sin, its characters are not yet warped by the revolt
of a much greater presumption; theirs is a world wherein it
is permitted 1o children to be young, and to old men to be wise.

And what delightful children they are; this Mireio:

Fifteen summers had Miré¢io—

And the blue coast of Font-Vicio,
You hills of Baux, you plains of Crau,

You’ve never seen such loveliness!

The sun had granted it such grace,

And, fresh and innocent, her face
With dimpled checks like flowers did blow.

Her look was dew upon the leaf

That dissipates all sign of grief—
Starlight is less sweet and purc:

It shonc in those black locks whose flow

Fashioned its ringlets on her brow

And her rounded breast was now

A double peach, still immature.
and this Vincén:

Vincén was not as yet sixteen
But in his form and face was seen
Fine youth, and promise in his glance—
Burned brown, it’s true . . . but the black earth
To the best vintage will give birth
And from the raisin dark as dearth
There comes the wine to make you dance.

12
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second canto, Miréio and Vincen declare their love for each
other, in one of the most delicately sweet love-scenes in all liter-
ature, they do so with all the reverent eagerness of scople imbued
with the idea that one’s neighbour is ly and irreplaceabl
valuable; they do so with a kind of awe at this perennial but
ever fresh exposure of divinity—the eternal love and grace—
somehow manifesting itself under the symbols of dark eyes, 2nd
red lips, and the inexplicable tenderness of line which deirs
the onset of human passion, that sweet cry in the oo ke
of our existence whose echoes sound through the eter=al si=nres,
for ever and ever.

This scene, of pure enchantment, is introdueed, a=of Foter-
rupted, by a refrain which delicately paints i= e Znckzroed
to the human drama; for it is the time of the = brr-piriine:

Sing, magnanarello, sing!
For to harvest is to sing!
The silkworm its third crop se==
‘The mulberry trees aoe 5570 of £53
Round whom the ooy awmzte— syfeis
A flight of golden bess s v
To rob the rosemary of s swmms?

Mistral is particularly happy 2= 35 Iewsmrops 2908 grana.
painting, and he is sensitive 10 evmrr zoou? 297 YErietion of
nature, but, unhke many. e e B £t parere
at the expense of man; for Eim £he Frrmes Zeiver 25 12 crmten
of creation, and his patureeeerr Fonzrr erins oy to
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istral exploits the fotrofumion of £ o, L
he leads h:g chadcf e oy gr :ét:?ux‘;::‘{"rkﬁc-fi ;
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The second suitor is Véran, the gardian, or herdsman, of the
Camargue, and through him we are given a vision of the wild
horses of the plain, which roam there to this day, watched over
by the cowboys with their tridents, or triple-pronged lances.

Finally, there comes the foucadou, Ourrias, the breeder of fight-
ing bulls. In stanzas of great vigour, Mistral describes the round-
ing up of the herd for branding; the epic contest between Qur-
rias and one of the bulls, which he eventually overturns by the
horns; and his final goring, by another bull, which leaves him
with a long and sinister scar.

While each suitor has been used to elaborate on an aspect of
Provengal life, the story has been suspended: but each suitor is
rejected, and with the refusal of Ourrias, it begins to move for-
ward quickly again. For, unlike the others, Ourrias cannot re-
concile himself to the blow.

Angry and sullen, he turns homeward over the desolate Crau.
There he meets Vincén, coming towards him: Ourrias insults
him, and they fight. Ourrias is beaten, but when Vincén spares
him Ourrias treacherously strikes him with his trident and leaves
him for dead. He hurries on his way which leads him to the
banks of the Rhéne. Crossing in the ferry, he sees, upon the
further bank, the St Medard’s night procession, composed of the
souls of those who have been drowned in the river: and he too
must drown, for it is a phantom boat in which he is crossing
and it slowly sinks beneath him.

The fight between Vincén and Ourrias is characteristic of
Mistral’s reading of life. His hero must be a man and prove
worthy of his beloved; for, in that world, lovely girls desire mar-
riage, and a large family, and fine sons. The epic hero is usually,
of necessity, almost super-human, a man of destiny, for he must
be a symbol as well as a leader of men. In Miréio, Mistral com-
bines, in Vincén, the qualities required of an epic hero with
those common to any spirited young man of his country. In that
vision of the world which the Mediterranean seems to impose on
its sons, the keynote is clarity. Line and colour combine to limit,
to order, to define, The individual takes on a special significance,
and his functions are more precisely ordered than elsewhere. It
is the same with the person’s relations with his neighbour: thesc
too must be clarified; each must have his place and his function,
for the ultimate aim is harmony, between men and men, between
men and women, between man and nature, between man an
God. Hence Vinceén, who defeats evil in the form of Ourrias, 1S
not acting in an exceptional way, for the sake of a literary tradi-
tion: he is reflecting, idealistically if you will, a code of action,
a code of honour, characteristic of his race and of the Catholic
culture of which he is the product. Mistral on to the old cpic
tradition of the Aegean has grafted the shoot of a living religious
ethos, filling out the form of the classical hero with the richer

14



Gods—to which even as late as Camoens the epic poet had re
course—h d Christran , 1 this episode of the
7 '

count:
ercyén 13 found by swineherds and carried back to the farm
The sixth canto tells how he 1s restored to health by the watch,
‘Taven, who lives 1 a cave n the Alpilles It 1s a charactenstic
record of local legend and folk Jore, which, however, somewhat
holds up the action

Ths is resumed in the next canto, wherein Vincén prevails
llxp'on‘th:: fet’h:)r to visit I:/I'éste Ramoun a‘x‘ld ask, on his son’sr

Frangows, are finally alone, Ambross has his say, the swit 1s
rejected
This set back, so necessary to the whole story, 1s the one

vesters dance the farandole 1n honour of their patron saint

With proud heads high and free of care,
Tumbling 1n the vibrant air,

As one, they jumped and struck the ground
As into the farandole they sped
The great flame crackled and was spread
To strike reflections from each head

By the great wind that whirled around

A swirl of sparks soars furiously
Like unleashed stars, into the sky,

1 I'have portrayed hun m my poem under two different forms Meste Ambross et Mists
Ramoun Y have not put mnto thess two characters of old men [ bave not attnbuted to
them a single word that I had not scen 10 my ofd father or heard from his mouth.
{from a letter to Adolphe Dumas )
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The second suitor is Véran, the gardian, or herdsman, of the
Camargue, and through him we are given a vision of the wild
horses of the plain, which roam there to this day, watched over
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content of the Christian interpretation of man; with the Roman
readig of ife.
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holds up the action. N .
This 1s resumed in the next canto, wherein Vincén prevails

upon his father to visit Méste Ramoun and ask, on his son’s

FPPR A falner D et e s ol J )

of them made in the image of the poet’s remarkable father,
Frangoés,l are finally alone, Ambrési has his say, the swt is
rejected.

This set-back, so necessary to the whole story, is the one
LT o5 o Q . %

‘With proud heads high and free of care,
Tumbling in the vibrant air,

As one, they jumped and struck the ground
As into the farandole they sped.
The great flame crackled and was spread
To strike reflections from each hea

By the great wind that whirled around,

A swirl of sparks soars furiously
Like unleashed stars, inta the sky,

1 *T have portrayed hum in my poem under two differcat forms, Meste Ambrist et Mists
Romoun  have not put into these two characters of old men, 1 have not attributed to
them a single word that T had not seen in my old father, ot heard from hus mouth *
{Grom a letter to Adolphe Dumas )
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too must be clarified; each must have his place and his function,
for the ultimate aim is harmony, between men and men, between
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God. Hence Vincén, who defeats evil in the form of Ourrias, 15
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a code of honour, characteristic of his race and of the Catholic
culture of which he is the product. Mistral on to the old epic
tradition of the Aegean has grafted the shoot of a living religious
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content of the Christian interpretation of man, with the Roman
reading of Life

o
country

nows ULJ tue deuon

Thus 1s resumed 1n the next canto, wherein Vincén prevails
upon his father to visit Méste Ramoun and ask on hus son’s
behalf, for Miré1o’s hand He arnives at the farm with a group of
harvesters, and all are royally entertained by the master When
these two old men so like each other 1 many ways and both
of them made 1 the image of the poets remarkable father,
Frangois,! are finally alone, Ambrést has his say, the suitis
rejected

This set back, so necessary to the whole story, 15 the one
romantic element 1n the poem and 1s remmscent of that Trou
badour tradition which inssted that the highest love 1s unsatisfied
and frustratcc{ by circumstance, ﬁf not | by the wxl‘lx ef g prota-
SR PR T -

vesters dance the farandole 1n honour of their patron saint

As 1nto the farandole they sped
The great flame crackled and was spread
'To strike reflections from each hcad’J

By the great wind that whirled around

A swirl of sparks soars furtously
Like unleashed stars, wnta the sky,

* Thave portrayed h m 15 my poern yader twod flerent forms Miste Ambrdst et Miste
Ramoun Thave not put nto these two characters of old men I have pot attnbuted to
them a single word that I had not see 1n my old father or heard from hus mouth
{from a letter to Adolphe Dumas }
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As in the flame the fire-wood tumbles,
While mingling with the tumult gocs
The gay and playful flute that blows
Like a tree-sparrow in the boughs—
St John, for you the pregnant country trembles!

The furnace sparked and danced with joy,
The tambourine monotonously
Droned, buzzed and muttered like the sea
When in the deep with peaceful beat
It murmurs round carth’s rocky feet,
While the burned dancers, dark with heat,
Brandished their shining blades on high.

Then, with enormous jumps, three times

They firc off muskets through the flames
And over the red blaze they gyre,

While from one tress of corn they glean the

Husks into the dying ember

Clasping St John’s Wort and verbena,
Blessed in the purifying fire:

‘St John! St John! St John! they cried.

And then it seemed the hills had died
And stars through all the shades were pouring,

The while a wilful gust had brought

Air from the hills with incense fraught

Which, with the glow the fire had wrought,
Through the blue dusk towards the Saint went soaring.

These descriptive frescos are common in Mistral, especially
in his early work. The poet has constructive power of an unusual
order for, while he builds up his scenes with many realistic de-
tails, these are successfully subordinated to the whole, which, at
the end, emerges vivid and complete, standing out in the mind’s
eye like a piece of sculpture. Mistral has applied the plastic
genius of the south, its visual sense and its sense of form, which
is almost tactile, to poetry, the art of time, with marvellous re-
sults. Only Dante, among poets, excels him in this quality; but
Dante’s method, and his purpose, are quite different.

Meanwhile, Miréio remembers Vincén’s advice, to call on the
aid of Li Santo, the Holy Marys, if ever she be in trouble. She
decides to set out, and leaves the house secretly. The eighth
canto describes the first part of her journey across the barren
Crau, a place of pitiless heat and waterless wastes. Eventually
she comes across some Rhone fishermen who shelter her for the
night.

%ack at the farm, Mésté Ramgun has discovered her absence.
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He orgamuses a search, sending a runner to ask news of all the
labourers By this perfectly logical device, we are given a picture
of the whole farm and all who work on 1t, for the runner passes
from the mowers to the plough from the plougl to the
harvesters, and ends up, on the boundaries of the farm, with the
solttary shepherds, keeping watch over their flocks One old
shepherd saw Miréio %ass by before dawn, and heard the name
of Lt Santo on her ips Her parents, hearing ths, set offin pursuit

This nmth canto 13 2 marvel of observation, orgamsation, and
9:&cngtmn,} feast o'f colour and energy At the same time 1t 18

A ey Qhacaten sam = —sla W1 o P

és h!‘: was speaking, on the Rhéne,

1 69 Lausty

As shcphc‘rdss her sn‘;v\\'ly,charges

Shemsses nn ntatha fas  ~e n ~oe w1

O Holy Marys dear,
‘Who can change the tear
Into the flower,

Hear my prayer

In this dark hour!

Alas? when you will see
My great agony

And all my care,

Tou will comfort me
With piteous air

1 am 2 young girl
Who loves a bgy,
17



Vinceén the beautiful!
Dear Saints I love him, he
Is all my joy.

I love him! I love him
Even as the rill
Delights to run,
Or the strong bird will
Soar in the sun.

They would that I extinguish
This fire so strong and free

That does not wish to perish!
They would I should not cherish
The flowering almond-tree!

O Holy Marys dear,
Who can change the tear
Into the flower,

Hear my prayer

In this dark hour!

I have come from far

To find peace here.

Crau nor heath could bar
My steps, nor mother’s care
Could hold me there!

And the sun so fierce is,

I feel his rays like rain

Of nails and a great pain,

As though with thorns he pierces
My burning brain.

But, have faith in what I say!
Give me my Vinceén;

When, full of joy and gay

We will both come back then,
To see you once again.

O the throbbing in my brain

Will no longer burn;

The tears that tumble down like rain
And my looks with sorrow stain

To shining joy will turn.

This joy that joins us two
My father won’t behold:
18



To touch hum where he’s cold
Isn’t much to ask of you,
Lovely Saints of gold!

For though the olive on the hill
May grow up hard and bent
And seem immutable—

The wind that blows at Advent
Matures 1t when 1t will

The medlar and the rowan,
So bitter when one starts
To cut, need but be shaken,
A httle grass be taken

To soften their hard hearts!

O Holy Marys dear,
Who can change the tear
Into the flower,

Hear my prayer

In thus dark hour?

Provence, and their conversion of her country
Once agamn, Mustral 1s able to use the passionate and un-
complicated faith of his countrymen and women to rase his
narrative to another level of expenence, illuminating the old
and worn out mechanism of epic pawers with a delicate Christian
mysticism
Mase L Ta Mk ohe vnconie have arnived and found her m
+ the roof, where are the
o arnives from over the
r side and she welcomes
nsoled by her vision, to
tomlort hun  Lhe cliant o1 the auchuants rises, and Miréio has
her !a'st viston the Marys appear, borne over the blue waves of

that dissolves?
oL = =~ ~=d1 moniar an s hich s finally
below ‘Ifit
ment at your
iem peace



From its first appearance this poem had an astonishing success;
for it made no concessions to the spirit of the times. Its triumph
in Provence was to be expected, but in Paris it was acclaimed by
Adolphe Dumas, who likened its author to Virgil, and by La-
martine, who compared him with Homer. Its beauty and fresh-
ness have never faded: on the contrary, its popularity has con-
stantly grown. Since its first triumph it has been translated into
more than a dozen languages. And Mir¢io herself has become
a part of our civilized consciousness; another Antigone, another
Beatrice, another Juliet; only ‘un chato de Prouvengo’, but a
country maiden, for all that, of an unsurpassed purity, beauty,
and heroism, who is, and must forever be, the shining symbol of
the country in which she was conceived. The desert Crau had
miraculously flowered again, and with the fairest flower of all.

v

Mistral’s first epic was published at Avignon in 1859; but he had
been active in other ways during the period of its composition.

In 1852, a group of Provengal poets had met together at Arles,
at the instigation of Mistral, Roumanille and Gaut. A similar
meeting took place at Aix in the following year, and in1854, at
Font-ségugne, this association of poet-patriots was officially born,
and baptised the Felibrige. L

The foundation of the Felibrige marks the beginning of
Mistral’s political life, for this association carried with it patriotic
as well as poetic implications. These were to emerge more clearly
after the success of Miréio, which conferred a sudden lustre and
authority upon the group. . .

It was certainly required, for, with minor exceptions, the
Provengal poets of the time were undistinguished: they needed,
above all things, the leadership and example of genius. There
was, too, some confusion in the growth of the movement. The
great Romantics embraced the cause of regionalism principally
for political reasons—the tendency dates from 1848—and, w1t,h
characteristic inconsistency, sentimentalised over ‘worker-poets’;
although their leader, Reboul, while not much of a poet, was 2
passionate adherent of the cause of Henri V. .

Mistral’s attitude, by contrast, is from the start entirely con-
sistent, and he moves step by step in the formulation of his politik.
From the beginning he is, then, a regionalist, desiring to sce put
into effect that degree of decentralization which will preserve
local language, custom, and tradition. He is therefore in oppos-
ition to the Empire. At the same time he has vision: he is nota
separatist. He understands very well that a chain is as strong a5
its weakest link; that the distinct provinces of a great country
will be all the stronger, and more loyal, by virtue of their
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independence, The wise ruler, sure of his authority and position,
can afford to allow his subjects a large measure of freedom, his
peoples a large measure of autonomy; they will be all the

the persons are symbols rather than portraits, mouthpieces for a
:iissertatmn on the wines of the country, or the fish which can
N v by PP [ARab ettt

This time, it 1s a ssmple fisherman to whom we are introduced
in the first stanza. The scene has moved from the farms and the

astures to the coast. Then, without pause, follows the great
invocation to the soul of Provence:

« . soul of my natue land

You that flamed forth and came to be
Both 1n her speech and history

‘When German, Picard and Burgundian,
Besieged Toulouse, and then Beaucaire,
You who did kindle everywhere
Against the dark invaders there

Men of Marseilles and Avignon;

You who by force of memory
Preserved our hope in days to be,

You who, despite the grave and death,
Fairer, more fruitful, more on fire,
Did still the Troubadours nspire,
Rejuvenating sage and sire

Till Miraheau spoke with the mistral’s breath;
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. « . The inundations of the years
And all their tempests and their fears
In vain mix race and boundary;
For nature and the earth, our mother,
Will feed us, sister, son and brother,
With the same milk; their breasts discover
The good oil to the olive tree.

Soul eternally reborn,
Noble, joyful, full of scorn,

That in the Rhéne and Rhéne-wind neighs!
Great soul of the harmonious wood,
Of inlets where the sun’s rays brood,
Dear soul of our Provengal blood,

I call thee! Live within my lays!

This passage is accompanied by a long and important note,
which throws much light on the poet’s outlook at the time, and
reveals an interesting historical preoccupation which in all pro-
bability Mistral never abandoned, but which in any case is
especially relevant to the composition of Calendau.

The line ‘Quand li baroun picard, aleman, bourguignoun’ is,
as the note explains, a reference to the Albigensian crusade,
which Mistral saw as an aggressive movement spurred on by
racial rather than by religious feeling. He refers to the Crusaders
as ‘the invaders from the north’. The peoples of Languedoc,
from the Alps to the Gulf of Gascony, from the Loire to the Ebro,
have always been, the poet asserts, drawn together by a simi-
larity of climate, instincts, customs, beliefs, law and language,
with their nationality revealed and propagated by the Trouba-
dours. One thing only was needed to effect a unity: a common
enemy; but when, in crusader’s dress, he appeared, he did so
armed by the Church and in overwhelming force. The defeat of
the peoples of Languedoc, as Mistral rightly notes, marked the
beginning of the development of modern France; but he is in-
sistent that these peoples desired rather a ‘federal state’, which
is, to put it mildly, doubtful. Mistral is attributing to his ances-
tors national sentiments which were only born into consciousness
in his own epoch. It is certain, however, that these peoples had a
distinct existence, and, once this is granted, it is difficult not to
agree with the poet’s solution: but the federal idea, for which
Mistral doubtless drew sustenance from the example of Alexander
Hamilton, in America, and from the Swiss Republic, is a com-
paratively modern one, even today by no means accepted.

While, therefore, we may take exception to aspects of Mistral’s
historical interpretation, the principle upon which he has seized,
and to which he adheres, is one which reveals him a practical
visionary, and places him, politically, well in advance of his
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time In the ight of whuch, and b'cforc fol}owmg him further

.

Esterello flees, by night, to take refuge 1n a cave in the moun-
tains, and to be identified by local superstition with the fairy
“Esterello’ {we are never told her real name) and, subsequently,
to meet with Calendau, who, having heard all, sets out 1n search
of the Count

He crosses Provence, and his journey 1s used as a pretext to
enlarge on the beauties of the country, its vistas, its hulls, valleys
and rivers, 1ts trees and frutts At last he meets wath Severan, to
whom he tecounts the story of his Iife and exploits, with the
obx)cct of provoking lim

T am from Cassis, by the sea’, he begins, and proceeds to
describe 1t, not forgetting to mention 1ts wine

Oh! could you taste 1t, you would see
It’s sweeter than the honey-bee,
Scented with rosemary, diamond clear,
The heather and myrtle that de grow
Over our hulls, enrich 1t so,
It dances 1n the glass—I know
1'd dramn a flagon, were one here.

andinan mmammtadba €L LAl L PRI . a

And to the far honizon glows .
Tt 1s 2 magic scene, that e’er surprises

Calendau then speaks, 1n the fourth canto, of his father, and
of Provence, home of his Ligurian ancestors he tells of the Pho-
23



ceans who brought to Provence the arts of civilization; of the
Roman colonics at Agatha (Agde), Antipolis (Antibes), and
Nicoa (Nice), and of Marseilles, whose inhabitants embraced the
cause of Pompcey against Cacsar; of the coming of Christianity;
of his country’s independence and ¢ffforaison under the rival dyn-
astics of the Raimonds de Toulouse and the Raimonds-Béren-
gers, when Provence, as Mistral tells us in a note, from the Midi
to Catalonia, ‘attained a degree of political independence, of
literary culture, of religious tolerance, of elegant custom and
of material prosperity, superior to the general condition of the
rest of Europe’. This is Provence’s Medicean or Periclean age.
Then comes the Albigensian crusade, the invasion from the
north, and the Inquisition. Provence—and the Provengal
tongue—sustain a mortal blow.

Calendau then tells of his meeting with Esterello, of his de-
claration, and its rejection, and of his departure, determined to
perform such deeds as will conquer this disdain.

His first Jabour (Calendau is the Hercules of Provence) is the
acquisition of riches, by means of a fabulous fishing expedition,
a descriptive opportunity which the poet exploits to the full. But
Esterello is not satisfied: her suitor must learn the vanity of mere
gold, and she draws his attention to the example of the Trouba-
dours, of Rudcl, Foulquet, Vidal, Guillaume de la Tour, whose
prowess was of a purer and altogether more exalted nature.

The sixth canto, something of an intermezzo, shows us Cassis
en féte. There follows a description of certain Provengal dances,
Li Courdello, Li Pastourello, Li Mouresco, Li Triho, Lis Ouliveto, and,
of course, La Farandoulo, In a note on these dances and their like,
Mistral has this to say: ... our fathers excelled in clothing life
with poetry. This idealisation of daily labour. .. contributed
not a little to making each one love the condition and the
country into which God had caused him to be born.’ .

This is a concrete and obvious example of an attitude to life
typical of Mistral, which continually bears poetic fruit in the
harmony and universality of so many of the episodes, descrip-
tions and scenes in his epics. He is giving stylised expression to a
world of experience, of thought, and of imagination, which itself
is composed of countless stylised gestures. The poet himself, as
we have seen, grew up against a background of such almost
ritualistic gestures, of unconscious expressions of love, reverence,
comradeship, compassion, interdependence, and hospitality, re-
fined and hallowed by custom; no mere empty forms, but living
conventions because illuminated by mutual trust and under-
standing, and by a common faith. .

Nothing happens in isolation. The disintegration of the atom
is paralleled by the disintegration of society and even of the
human personality itself. Our society is collapsing for want of a
common purpose and a common belief. Men can no longer speak
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to each other, for want of hs They talk diffe
languages and nhabit a Babel of the spmt, while our men of
genius no longer speak for, or to, the people Our society has
become 1narticulate because 1t has ceased to be 2 commumty
N A healthy communal bfe expresses 1tsell; externalises ats behets,
5 . A 3 . 0

SULLL 48 EIDIOINErY, WIIKD Ay, dS 10 1ne Dalkarns, express tne
‘whole soul of a people in terms of highly abstract and elaborate
design

B_‘ua a mum which p to abandon 1ts behefs, and,

) o
thus made a God of Humanity, has forgotten how to sing, to
dance, to worship, to love, to tell stories, to think-—n short, to
Live—and, for self-expression, 1s reduced to the bald raising of a
clenched fist, and the raucous reiteration of stereotyped slogans
Even at 1ts most mtelligent, 1t can only express 1tself, and then
esotercally, 1n terms of a Waste Land or—climax of inverted buf-
foonery--a Ulysses

‘L‘Imral, by contrast, has something different to offer the

ardent Expression to 1ty lztt‘cm aspirations lHt: as, of course,

foe om

Calendau -

Calendau, meanwhile, has gone on to describe the Joust with-
out which no such féte would be complete Thus exciting sport,
the descendant of the old Roman water-games, the Naumachia,
13 pgact:scd cx:,thu:xasuc‘,allry to this day The protagonusts face
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famous cemetery at Arles. said (probably by e oref Merszilleis)
to have been blessed by Christ himself; it was celebrated in 2
thirteenth century French poem.

In the seventh canto. the hero sets out once more. this time
to cut down the larches on Moat Ventoux, ard, no* content with
that. to travel on to the Nesque valley, rob the hives of the
Rocher du Cire of their honey and return with 2 portion ofit to
Esterello. She is not impressed and. quite rightly. rates ke for
undertaking tasks so destructive. even in the pussuit of glomy.

Repentant. Czalendzu goes on a pilgrimage to the Szirte-
Baume where he mesets with two partes of the Compagnozs du
Tour de France. zbout to engage in a ficht. He recoacles thase
representatives of ancient trades and zt last succeeds in plezsing
Esterello. who declares her love for hir but. fearing that Eis may
decline from a surfeit of happiness, sets before his eyes & sull
higher ideal: to rid the country of 2 morstrous bandit, Marco-
mau. which exploit occupies the ninth canto.

He Ieads Marco-mzu to Aix. in chains. and is recetved aorz
wr frince. and féted by the whole city. whose charocteristically
elaborate and symbolic pageant is minutely described. He eads
his recitation with a peroraton oa pure love which enrzges
Severan. who takes him to his castle. the Cesteler & Eiglmyzad. &
the eleventh canto. called TFs Orgy. eatices him with o= fosisn
seréenctclen. At last. outraged. Calendau overturns the tzble and
challenges Severan to mortal combat. but one ofthe bardits fells
him with a blow on the head zrd he is flurg into a Cungeon. He
is helped to escape by a womzn from Severan’s band. and as tke
twelfth and last canto opens, hasters back to Esterello to defend
her agzinst Severan who has in the mmean*imre set out to czpure
her. He returns by sez and passes by the islands of the coast. Les
Iles de Lerius. and Les Hes d"Or. near Hyéres withits erangesand
pomegranates.Crurzeun Jordindis Esforidarislesasremotely beautl-
ful as 2 scene from Homer. heavy with legend. Iying in the brillizat
blue sez. hazvand nostalgic, with the pinss leznirg down overthe
waters of their gentle bavs: isles hezdy with the scent of herhs,
and loud with the sawing of the cicadas. Passing Touwlon. ke atlast
sichts Lou Gibau and that coast of olives 2nd ozks ard terebintks
“where the wave fringes the golden bezch with silver’, the site of
the parent town of Marseilles. the Greek dity of Taurertum. He
reachesEsterello. and. uttering 2 superb invocation. which begrzs:

Trees of Mount Gibau! Pizes. and you
Myrtle-woods, juniper. and yew!

And you. O sunset! vou. O hezth so calm!
Great ocezn! In my agony
I take vou. now. as testimoay—
Witness my love's eternity! . ..

Birds of tke forest, sing my wedding psalm!

[



he prepares to meet Severan’s assault, hurling rocks down the
mountamside until the bandit 1s at last consumed 1n the flames
of the burning pine forests to which he himself has set fire

v
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reasons it can perhaps never have the umiversal appeal—asit has
certainly never had the success—of 1ts predecessor When that 1s
sard, however, 1t remains a tremendous achievement, a national
hymn of great power, with passages of unsurpassed poetry, and
with informative descriptions of scenes and customs of a lumz-
nous precision
‘o read and understand Calendax adequately one must have a
ledge of its back d, of the develop of Mustral’s
mund at the ime_and the political aspirations which went to ats
making were to find clanfg:anon m action soon after 1ts publi-

cation
The hberal opposition had by now recovered 1ts strength, and
mn January‘, xt{3§7, Mistral left Avignon for Pans with Victor

sought
Afqew 1L 30 1 4

wasadistinct umilarity between the French and Spamish Repub-
heans, between Spamsh provincial separatism and the Com-
mune, and has e o000

Comte de € b v

reached a
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Mlblldl Uit HOL, LOWEVEL, dUALUULIL PONLILYE, LE LILIELY dDdlt-
doned the politicians, and thereafter approached the problemn
a different way

On his return to Provence, in the spring of 1867, he was
present at a banquet given by the Irishman, Bonaparte Wyse,
for the Catalans and Provengaux, and was presented by the
Catalans with the Coupo Santo, a silver cup ‘offered by the
Catalan patriots to the Provengal poets in memory of the hospi«
tahgr shown to the Catalan poet Victor Balaguer’ Mistral re-
phed with a lyric, La Coupo, celebrating the event, which begins

Men of Provence, behold the cup
Given us by the Catalans

From 1t, 1n turn, let us drink up
The purest vintage of our vines'

The following year the visit was returned, and Mistral, with
BonﬁParte Wryse, Lowss Rourmeux and Paul Meyer, attended
N v b F F 3

clear thinking did not permit of compromuse or prevarication,

honesty demanded that he choose between the Red and the

White, between the revolutionaries and the absolutists, between

Man god and God man In the autumn of 1872, he wrote to

Quintana *My soul 1s at peace  He had chosen

In 1871, he wr?te a poemrround the allcgorx of S'lsyphus which
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s
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and repent
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Raising his face, disfigured by derision,
Silent, and disdainful of that white vision,
As do the damned, he looks upon the sky,
And to his labour turns back turiously.

This illusion of liberty, the result of a false interpretation of the
meaning of freedom, lies at the root of all our past mistakes and
present discontents. For the divine paradox upon which Mistral
seized is this: that there is no freedom without authority. He
whose pride will not allow him to submit to authority becomes
thereby not free, but the abject slave of his own presumption:
he has become a Sisyphus, condemned, of his own will, to de-
fiance and frustration. Truly, men are free to become slaves,

It is not surprising therefore that the poet’s disillusionment
with the revolutionary forces in France was by now complete.
In 1870, refusing an official position, he had written: ‘Were I to
participate in the work of a new Constitution, I would direct all
my efforts to ensuring the triumph of the federal principle and I
believe, unfortunately, that this idea is not yet understood in
France. Our French republicans dream ceaselessly of the benefits
of the American and Swiss Constitutions and all, or nearly all,
ignore or reject the sole means of attaining them, which is
federation.’

To what, then did he turn? He saw clearly, as many have
still to see, that, in the words of Marius André: ‘There are only
two principles in the world: liberty and authority, the republic
and the legitimate monarchy’, and he wrote: “All the inter-
mediary régimes, namely: revolutionary monarchies and demo-
cratic erapires, are only the instruments of dissolution and of
corruption. The republic being made fatally impossible in
Europe by the frenzy and intolerance of the radicals, there re-
mains only the divine right . . . despite all the declamations and
trumpetings of the nineteenth century, the great things of the
Latin world have been made by faith and authority. If we donot
come back to them by that way, we shall finish like Byzantium.

These conclusions disturbed his Spanish liberal friends; but, as
it happened, events in Spain were to bear him out. In 1870, the
Spanish monarchy was restored in the person of a member of the
house of Savoy, an unhappy choice and a compromise which,
like most compromises, ended unhappily, for two years later
Amedeo was forced to abdicate; the republic returned, and with
it anarchy.

On the surface, no faction appeared to embody the ideals of
the poets; but there was one body, uncompromising, idealistic,
and absolutist, which in fact did so. The Carlists of Navarre,
who, with the peasants of La Vendée, alone in Europe preserve

I Quoted from M. André, Mistral.
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and of such people, and their leaders, the poet’s entourage was
henceforth largely composed. His friend Scipion Doncieux
took up and developed his ideas, as did in our own day another
son of the Midi, a great but tragic figure, Charles Maurras.

Marius André tells us that there were a number of these ‘Mis-
tralians’, at Maillane, Avignon and Montpellier, each of whom
possessed ‘more French wisdom, logic and foresight than was
to be found in the whole Parliament in Paris’; one of whom, the
Baron dc Tourtoulon, foretells the rise of Germany and the
decline of France, in a lctter to Mistral’s old comrade, Quintana.

This thought with, to Mistral, its clear threat of world war,
was to preoccupy him henceforward and lend a special urgency
to his advocacy of the federal idea. The association with the
Catalans had been prompted by their mutual distaste for the
centralization which their respective governments practised so
unrepentantly. Now Mistral wished to expand this association
until it included the whole Latin world, until he had organised
a Latin confederation with which to confront the rising power
of Germany. He had, of course, to work without official en-
couragement or support, for his vision was of that kind which we
associate with statesmen and not with politicians: but his efforts
were to reveal in him, also, remarkable diplomatic skill.

His first opportunity came in 1874, the fifth centenary of the
death of Petrarch, and he seized it eagerly. With Doncieux,
Roger du Demaine, Aubanel and Roumanille he organised a
festival to take place, appropriately enough, at Avignon. Despite
opposition from the governments concerned, notably France and
Italy, and the attempts of the republicans and democrats to
steal the thunder for themselves (they hailed Petrarch as the
precursor of Garibaldi) the ceremony was a complete success and
a triumph for Mistral and his associates, that band of reactionary
clericals, traditionalists and poets which its opponents sought so
carnestly and so ineffectively to discredit. The whole affair was
in fact a diplomatic coup that put to shame and exposed the
policies of the governments concerned, which, as events were to
prove, served only to prepare their countries, and Europe, for
her ultimate dissolution. These governments, who practised
imperialism in the name of national security and licence in the
name of liberty were, however, in power; and though they might
be shaken, could not be removed from the eminence in which
they were secured by the mobocracy they had introduced and
the skill in deception in which, to our detriment, they were
continually to improve.

Their success led the ‘Mistralians’ to a further effort. A second
opportunity presented itself with the advent of the Floral Games,
organised by the Soci¢té des langues romanes, which were to be held
the following year at the old university city of Montpellier. In
the nature of things this occasion could hardly carry the implica-
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tions or have the repercussions of the earlier event at ‘Avxgnon

.. France, as you know, has not always hung her head
over her grieving heart, France, our mother, was once the
- v " e “war But,

s ashamed

his village

, 7 to affect
French For, whether one were called the chevalier d’Assas
or the drummer of Arcola, when one had to go, one went,
when one had to die, one c!led

Rl vor

who cry when they have drunk, they are those who weep
when they leave their homes
Consequently, gentlemen, 1f we wish to restore our poor
country, let us restore that which breeds patriots religion,
d national the old of the
country, and; aity by city, province by province, let us com-
pete i study, work and honour, to exalt in different ways the
name of France 1

Further impetus to the was given by Q ]
offer, which was accepted, of a prize for the best poem on the
Latin race, to be awarded at the next concourse This third, and
greater, occaston took place 1n May, 1878, at Montpellier, and
was successful despite ever-increasing opposition In a speech at
the Ste-Estelle banquet Mistral had likened the work of the
Felibres to the apostolic mussion of the apostles after they had
recewved the gift of tongues at Pentecost His opponents saw it—or
pretended to see 1t—as disruptive, subversive and separatist 1t
was a case of ass‘aul[ by musrepresentation, which,” though 1t

PRt . . ra -

£a tad

¥ Quoted from M André, op it
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was won by the Roumanian, Vasili Alecsandri, 2 judgement in-
fluenced, beyond doubt, by diplomatic as much as aesthetic
considerations; for Mistral himself submitted a poem, one of the
best known and by no means the least of his lyrics, which could
hardly be bettered in its kind. Alecsandri’s poem is, however,
not without fervour, and ends: ‘At the day of judgement, when
in heaven, face to face with the Lord God, the Latin race is
asked: ‘What have you done on this earth?’ she will reply, firmly
‘O! Lord God, while I was in the world . . . I represented you!’

Mistral’s Cant a la rago latino is at once more subtle and more
profound: in fact, it is a sublimation of his patriotic beliefs and
aspirations:

Arise, arise, O Latin race,

Beneath the great cope of the Sun!
The Lord’s wine gushes from the press,
The dark grape bubbles in the tun.

Your hair unbound upon the wind
That blows from Tabor’s sacred height,
Yours is the clarity of mind

That lives on joy and on delight;

You are the Apostolic race

That rings the bells across the plain;
The silver trumpeter of Grace;

The hand that sows the golden grain.

Your mother tongue, that mighty stream
Which seven arteries supplies,

Whose flood of love and flame must seem
An echo out of Paradise,

Your golden tongue (Rome’s daughter too!)
Is that great song that will be heard

On every human lip anew

While there is meaning in the Word.

E I I

Upon your sun-soaked slopes there grows
The olive-tree, the staff of peace;

And through your countryside there blows
The swelling vine, in proud increase:

So let your past, O Latin race,

Your fate upon your heart emboss;

Arise, salute the morning’s face,

One Brotherhood beneath the Cross!

34



VI
Sar 14— e-Mastiane of Tvrie
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R Tt begins appropriately enough with 2 hymm to the
suraf!?ou Cantttgiéu Sasl}é)u, that sun which brings life and joy to
Provence*

Great sun that shines upon Provence,
And the mistral’s gay companian,
You who can stagger the Durance,
Like a wave of the Crau wine,

Let your fair lamp blaze brilliantly!

Hunt shadow and catastrophe!
Quickly! quickly! quickly!

Let us now your radiance see!

and the first section, Lt Cansoun, the songs, includes Ls Coupo, to
which we have already referred, and Lis Enfant d'Ourfidu { The

Cheldren of Orpheus) a reference to their Greek ancestors, with
its lovely reframn:

Let us sing our father's glory

at in story
Is renowned,
They who ever, in our history

Have been free
As the ocean and the wind.

All these snnoe ara cloam qsantatar
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The Romances, on the other hand, refer to the more fanciful
cpisodes of Provengal history and legend, and tell their stories
musically, effortlessly, and with great variety. Many call to
mind, in manner as in matter, the songs of the Troubadours.
L’ Amiradou begins: ‘Au castéu de Tarascoun i’a *no réino, i’a *no
fado’, (‘In the castle of Tarascon lives a queen, a fairy’); Lou
Renegat tells of one captured by corsairs, and Catelan lou Troubaire
is set in the time of la bello Margarido, who lived for love.

The second long poem, really an extended Romance, La
Princesso Cleméngo, tells of a Princess who was as ‘beautiful as the
sea is huge’ and begins with the traditional directness of popular

poetry:

Once upon a time we had in our Provence
A king called Charles the Second, who was lame.

and the story unfolds with a matter-of-fact elegance.

There follows the collection of Serventés, which includes an ode
to the Catalan poets, an elegy for Jasmin, who ‘sang of love
better than a woman’, the ode to the Latin race, the poem on
the legend of Sisyphus, and, not least, the remarkable Penitential
Psalm, inspired by the war of 1870, in which Mistral asks God’s
pardon for the sins and follies of his race that brought down
this vengeance on their heads:

Lord God, we have turned our backs
On thy commandments
And thy sacraments,

Brutes, our faith all substance lacks,
Who live for selfishness
And trust in Progress!

This poem, which is long, has a sombre colouring rare in Mistral.

Li Serventés are divided from Li Pantai (Dreams) by La Fin déu
Meissounié, a superb fresco, with all the statuesque quality of the
finest scenes in Miréio. The scene has the immobility of a frieze,
the gestures of its figures the timeless beauty of actions performed
in the morning of the world.

On the rough hurdle the old harvester

Was lying, drenched with blood and very pale,

And raising his bare arm bronzed by sun and gale,
Spoke thus to the reapers there.

As the poem opens, however, the old harvester is speaking:
‘Gather the ears of corn’, he says, ‘and don’t worry about me . . .
don’t leave it to the mice and the birds, the corn that comes from
God’: and, standing round about him, their sickles in their
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effect of tinelessness already made by the sereae movement of
the verse. 5

The harvester chads with them not to weep; it would be
better to sing with the young people, althaugh

fndhalamd o boca Tom o 0 1,
‘

Vet 1t 3s fate, or perbaps God on hugh who, seeing that the com
is ripe, has come to harvest it. Then, after an Interval, being
Ahirsty, the old man drinks abittle cold water, replaces the pitcher
on the galden corn, and fixes us eyes upon the setting sun.
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There follow the ‘dreams’, the first of which, La Coumunioun
di Sant, has a religious setting. The second Romanin is an evocation
of the past. In Lou Prégo-Diéu ( The Praying Mantis) the poet builds
round the contemplation of an insect an unexpectedly melan-
choly meditation: ‘flesh is lovely, and decays, the wave is bitter
and I would drink, full of languor, I want to die-and live’. Lo
Blad de Luno (The Lunar Corn)~which is the title of a book of
poems by a great Provengal poet and gardian of this century, the
Marquis of Baroncelli-Javon-is an eerie and romantic poem
with an hypnotic refrain. Lou Lioun d’Arle (The Lion of Arles)
which follows, describes a climb to a peak in the Alpilles, shaped
in the form of a lion, whither the poet has gone to seek, as from
an oracle, the revelation of the destiny of Provence.

Li Plang (The Complaints) are, as the name implies, of a more
intimate nature: in these poems Mistral rivals Aubanel, a special-
ist, in the expression of amorous moods, veiled by a pure
melancholy: they bear such titles as Meeting, Incandescence,
Discouragement, Ennui, Languor, Rancour; and among them
is a beautiful poem to the felibresso, Antonnieto de Beu-Caire,
who died young; it ends with the verse:

You pierce for us the holy mist
That hides the light of loftiest
Intellect supernal:
And now great marvels are your common theme
And none shall wake you from your golden dream
For you possess in full the truth eternal.

As if there were not already enough variety, richness and
splendour in this book, Lis Isclo d’Or contains also the S_onn_ets;
the Nuptial Songs, written mostly for members of the Felibrige,
for Aubanel, for Félix Gras, for La felibresso Bremoundo; and
the Salutations, to such as Lamartine and Gounod, which in-
clude La Brassado, the poem written for the Catalans, to w{ncb
we have already referred. The diversity of subject matter, feeling,
treatment and technical resource of this collection is_indeed
extraordinary, and the whole, the more if we consider it in re-
lation to Mistral’s other works and activities, exhibits that many-
sided richness which, is one of the hallmarks of greatness.

VII

Among the Sonnets in Lis Isclo d’Or is one, Au Micjour (To the
Midi), which was inscribed at the head of the Tresor déu Felz.brzge,
a vast dictionary of the dialects of the Midi upon which Mistral
had been working ever since that first visit to Paris, and which
began to appear, in yearly instalments, from 1878. In the sonnet,
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Lou Tresor dou Felibrige was completed in 1878, and in that

same year Mistral published another long poem, Nerto, slighter
In matter and in manner than the two preceding, and rather an
historical narrative than an epic. In the place of the original
stanza which he had previously employed, the poet turned for
this fanciful piece to rhymed octosyllabic couplets. Full of de-
lightful poetry, it is not, however, central to its author’s thought;
and, pointing no patriotic moral, is content to adorn an his-
torical tale.
. In his memoirs, Mistral tells how it is founded on a legend
told to him by a peasant. The story is of a girl, Nerto, whose soul
has been vowed to the Devil by her father. Learning of this on
her father’s death, Nerto journeys to Avignon to implore the
aid of the Pope, Benedict XI11. At this point there is woven into
the story the thread of an historical counter-subject (to borrow
a musical term) built round the events at Avignon brought
about by the Schismt of Western Christendom. Nerto arrives
during the siege and, once inside the Palace, meets Roudrigo,
the Pope’s nephew, who falls in love with her. The episode is
preceded by a description of the City of Avignon in the great
days of its splendour, when its streets were thronged with cardi-
nals, soldiers, sailors, ambassadors and scholars.

Nerto at last obtains an audience and is received by the Pope
as one sent by God; meanwhile the siege has intensified and the
towers of the great palace are burning. In a scene of great mag-
nificence Benedict XIII appears to the people and bestows upon
them the papal blessing, urbi et orbi. Then this last Pope to reign
in Avignon disappears into the shade ‘like the sun at the close of
day’. Mistral superbly evokes this tragic figure against a tumult-
uous background, in verse that is not uncoloured by patriotic
as well as religious fervour, and indeed, according to Baroncelli-
Javon, he was of the view that the balance of Christendom
would have been better preserved had the Papacy remained at
Avignon.

These events occupy the second canto. The third is dominated
by the figure of Louis, King of Anjou and Gount of Provence,
who comes with his court to Chiteau-Renard to seek the papal
blessing upon his marriage, shortly to be celebrated at Arles. The
marriage, at St Trophime, is described in the canto that
follows, as are the fights in the arena and the celebrations which
accompany it. Nerto, meanwhile, has entered a convent, on the
Pope’s advice: in the fifth canto, she takes the veil in the presence
of Pope, King, and Queen. A pathetic passage describes the
inevitable sacrifice of her beautiful hair. Nerto is an unwilling
aspirant: but Roudrigo breaks into the convent and carries her
off. Attacked in the process, he is forced to abandon her, at night,
in the open country.

The scene changes to the rocky Alpilles, whither she has
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In the year that Nerto appeared, Mstral went to Paris to attend
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. For four hundred years the States General of Provence has

een saying to France: ‘The country of Provence, with its
azure sea, its Alps and its plains, of its own free will is united
with thee, O France! not as an accessory to a principal, but
as one principal to another, which is to say that we will keep
our liberties, our customs, and our language ...’ It is in the
Proyengale tongue that the conscript from the banks of the
Rhéne, that the drummer of Arcola cried his last cry on the
field of battle; and if our deputies and senators are silent and
forgetful, we poets, representatives of the people by the grace
of God, with our poems which will resound in the very heart
of Paris, will protest for ever . . . France is great: from the vast
Ocean to the Latin sea, from the Sahara tosﬁnkin, 2 hundred
peoples live free beneath the folds of her flag. Some have the
sun, with the olive and the pomegranate that hang in the sky;
others the freshness, the verdant meadows where the cattle
graze: here they sing the sea and there the mountains; and
sacred nature has given to all the aptitudes and the language
which they need for their growth... O France, mother
France, leave then to thy Provence, to thy delightful Midi. the
melodious language in which she says to you: My mother!. , 2

On his return from Paris, Mistral turned to the drama. The
dramatic literature of Provence was of the slightest: almost the
only great play it possessed was Aubanel’s Lou Pan diu Pecat (The
Bread of Sin), savage, violent and sombre. Undoubtedly, Mistral
planned to write a national drama, as he had written a na-
tional epic. . . )

La Réino Fano, which appeared in 1890, is a tragedy in five
acts: the time is the fourteenth century, when Queen Joan of
Naples and Countess of Provence and of Anjou married, at the
age of fifteen, Andrew of Hungary. The first three acts are laid
in Naples, and culminate in the assassination of Andrew, a crime
of which the Queen is accused. She journeys to Avignon to plead
her innocence before the Pope. Her voyage to Marseilles oc-
cupies the fourth act; while the fifth brings before us her trial

and eventual acquittal.

We have never seen this play performed and a majority of
critics judges it a failure as a stage-drama. It is not undramntic,
and there is action and suspense; the plot is coherent, and the
poet has not fallen into the usual error of poets who sacrifice

the drama to the verse; but it is architecturally weak. Mistral
himself confirmed, or anticipated, the general verdict 1n a}lcucr
written two years after the play’s appearance In whxchb ic g.;
marked that he doubted if it would take kindiy to the boar ke
that the drama was not his métier, but that the tragedy migh

make an effective libretto for an opera.

1 Quoted from M. Andrd, op. cit. p. 108-9.
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admires the beautiful motion of the half-naked oarsmen; and
she is flooded by that sense of incompleteness which comes to
passionate natures when, in moments of repose and contempla-
tion, they feel, chafing at their souls, the chains of a finite
existence:

O that in light I were dissolved away!
In veiléd sense of God’s infinity

I faint . .. In love, and lovely, is the sea,
A happy queen, pellucid in her glory!

‘La mar es uno encantarello’, ‘the sea is an enchantress’, she
exclaims, and she is enchanted.

Finally, this royal incarnation of the passionate but elusive
soul of Provence is also the symbol of the poet’s patriarchal con-
ception of government. She loves her subjects and would be
loved by them; her rule would be a personal rule for she is as
impatient of the machinery of government as she is of the mech-
anism of social convention. Standing forth as the projection
of her country and the image of its nature and its aspirations, as
only the product of a monarchical institution can do, she would
enter into that personal relationship with her people, collectively
and individually, which only the divine right can regularly
afford; would confine within the comprehensible limits of a
human personality all the character and all the history of her
race; bearing the past in her soul, the present in her heart, and
the future in her head. )

If, therefore, La Réino jano is to be counted a f_'alluye as a
stage play, this must not blind us to its qualities; to its historical
magnificence; to its inspiring example; to the profound insight
which it provides into Mistral’s deepest longings, thus holding
up as it were a mirror to his country’s soul; and last but not least,
to the great poetry which lends it wings, celebrating the sea with
the same fervour as went to celebrate the countryside in Miréio.

IX

The author of La Réino Fano had long felt the need to maintain
a closer, more immediate and more regular contact with }usf
people than had hitherto been possible through the medium o
his poems, his convocations, his spceches, or the Armana, a ﬁrp-
vencal anthology which appeared at yearly intervals; an xg
1891 there appeared the first number of L’ 4iolt, a paper designe

to ‘renew the heart of Provence’, which was to appear three

i i rs, and which aimed to appeal to 2
times a month for nine years, d 1o appeal o

wider circle of readers than had been solicite
(its title is taken from the name of a popular Provengal sauce,
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:ﬁles flié'zta m t.his hope. The masterpieces of Mistral are full of

This ‘Ca'rhst’ declaration stunned the company; and the Ja-
cobins rallied to the assault. Unable, or unwilling, to attack
Mistral himself, whose position was by now virtually unassailable
to the extent that any attack upon the poet personally would
febound upon his assailant, they directed their fire against the

federal youth’. Mistral in fact knew nothing of this declaration

and it came as a surprise to him: it was, however, a welcome
surprise, and he reprinted the text on the front page of L’ Aioli
with a note of endorsement, thus frustrating at one stroke his
opponents’ counter-attack. Though Maurras and Amouretti
were expelled from the Parisian Felibrige, the group which
formed round them rapidly established itself and, with Mistral’s
warm approbation and encouragement, went from strength to
strength,

L’ Aioli came to an end in 1898; but its work was done. It had
led and trained a generation who were now able to carry on the
cause in the wider fields of the established press, in Paris and in
the provinces. It was Mistral’s last polemical work; thereafter
he could relinquish his hold on events, could hand over to the
young poets and leaders who having looked to him for inspira-
tion had grown to intellectual maturity under his patriarchal care,

At this point it is appropriate to consider the results of Mistral’s
intense labours as a Felibrige, a patriot, and a federalist.

Among the most attractive and most gifted of Mistral’s ad-
mirers was a follower of Maurras, Léon Daudet. He knew the
poet and, in his memoirs, gives an excellent picture of the man

and summary of his work:

. Those who met the principal members of this group had the
privilege of knowing collaborators in a great work, the preser-
vation of contact between arace and itstraditions. Opposing the
Jacobins and the levelling processes of democracy, hostile to
the ugliness of false ‘realism’, these inspired poets, while
labouring on behalf of one small district, helped to strengthen
the nation as a whole. Fifty years passed before their noble
work was entirely understood, before its conservative tenden-

ies became apparent. ..

¢ P: .. What ogg notices particularly in Mistral’s remarks are
their depth, the symmetry of his point of view, the broadnes;
of his vision, as befits a descendant of men who have looke

long on wide fields and star-filled skies. So I remember him
down the vista of thirty years or more, judging equitably men
and events, singing the praises of his province, and elaborating
methodically, unremittingly his idea for her reconstruction, ?n
a scale more grand than even his friends have realized ... In
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ace, her
Lorraune, those who upheld the heroe souy of fiiaus, e

was written 1n 1915 a year before the poet’s death Smnce
thgtuwmu have not sgstzmed the hopes whﬁ:h the future held
out to his followers
But the disasters which we have survived and the greater
disasters which threaten us do not mvahdate exther Mistral's
work, or his ideas On the contrary, they serve merely to throw
2 poignant light upon thewr profund:ty and set the truth of their
begetter s 3) upon a more 1

X

Mastral s rich nature was able to function at several levels smul-
taneously and, 1n the mudst of these various activities he had
been composing another epic His first, Miréio, 15 the poem of
the countryside, of the farms and the plains, the second, Calendsy,
sings the mountains and the sea, while the last, Lou Poutmo déu
Rosz, 13 the poem of a great river, the Rhéne

In contrast to 1ts predecessors 1t 13 composed 1n unrhymed
decasyllables, divided 1nto 'lau:e.r Iike the Chanson dz Roland, and

M, o T A et ala

recalling the asel  nasm

They are leaving Lyons at first light,

e watermen who rule over the Rhéne
These Condrillots are mighty muscled men,
Light hearted, lusty, and a race who stand
Ever bolt upright on their rafts of fir,
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Their faces gilded to the hue of bronze

By the sun’s heat and by the river’s glare.

But then, I tell you, more than ever now,

Was seen that kind of heavy-bearded giant,

Huge, bulky, powerful, like a forest oak,

Could lift a beam as though it were a straw—

From poop to prow they bellowed and they swore
Both loud and long, to warm each other’s hearts,
From their great vats deep-swilling the red wine down
And from the pot drawing juicy hunks of meat.
There was a fine din all the river’s length,

From north to south, without a break or pause,
‘Turn her downstream now, ho! Royaume! Empire!l
Prow upstream! On, now! Pull on the tow-ropes!’

The lives and homes of the boatmen are described in this
straightforward way, until suddenly the poet falls into a vein of
reverie, lamenting the passing of this open and vigorous life:

O the old times, so simple and so gay,

When all life seemed to bubble on the Rhéne

When we came down as children to see pass

The proud Condrillots, on the broad water,

Hands to the tiller! Then the Rhéne, thanks to them,
Was a huge beehive, full of noise and work.

Today, all that is silence, huge and dead,

Alas! and of that movement all that’s left

Is but a trace, and the corroded furrow

That some old cable rubbed into the stone.

There follows a description of the various barges, including
the Caburle, which is to play a leading part in the poem: 1ts
master is Apian, a typical Mistralian patriarch:

Patron Apian himself upon the poop

Directs the operations from the rail. .
He has long hair that hangs in grey locks braided
And round about his temples curls and falls,
And two big, golden rings that are suspended
Down from his ears. And he is tall of stature
And his bright eyes dwell now upon each boat
To see that all goes well and is in order

As one after another, linked in file

By the long cable that holds them all together,
Clearing the shore amid the gurgling water,
All now in line, the barges sail away.

1 The old names for the banks of the rivexé
4
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The rest of the canto is concerned with the arrival at and de-
parture from Condrieu, where the boatmen meet their farmlices,
and with those easy and natural conversations of which Mistral

anal: they were no doubt m Mistral 8 1ind (00, 10T 1E nau
wvisited Venice, with his wife, in the year that L'dwol: first ap-
peared and while there had heard, to his great grief, of the death
of'ljloufn.anillc.

e o mmdemga =l

101 e poet s immaternal reverie. Much courteu Ry Uic wdlel-

men, she will have none of them and scems to prefer her lonely

indansndamen Tlhoca = e ol —and cns =ad Taalr,ohat hatpesn
. e
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st dednite, Tra Deey o kind of protean dragon, a green
~at wd o dures snortal wammen down benensth t!xcj\vn:\'cs %o his
tv bome, Hal ~he pot Bheerlf < en himm, and felt him, one
3 avhit shicp he woent <wimming in the river? ’
e Hene nanasterpiece of deeription and sugges-
1 phaobrotenoll abruptly asthe v:vvnl{» canto begins and
IOMRAARIERIT the train of barges, It has reached Malatra where
t. ,\n.;’.e.,m} ames on baard swith ber father, and the moment she
e;««. e Printer elim prae with the elasdie swiftness of the romantic
chatarter wihn teels with her predestined lover. Pale and

terenblin .,

"I’ be! e hie!® ahie eried like one gone mad
and Guihen replies:

I recoznize thee,
Plower of the Khone that blooms upoen the wave!
Haower of delicht half-elimpeed as in a dream . ..

ol decisiy ely ohie apnwerrs him:

1 ereoenize thee, QO Dral whom I have seen
With that wine Howrering rush beneath the water. ..

Ciuthtn eives bre the flower, and their fate is scaled:

Por love srows {ast,
Oinee they are in the boat that bears them on,
Furedoosmed, upon the wave,

Meawhile the convoy moves on its way down-stream:

Thr areades
Of th~ Pont St Esprit, with splendid sweep,
Pasied by in naring triumph overhead . . .
... Provence appeared; for she is heralded
ly the Pont St Esprit with its vast piles,
Its twenty royal arches that are set
Like a great coronet upon the Rhone.
"This is the holy and triumphant gate
Of the land of love! And the olive trees,
And the pomegranate, proudly flowering,
And the millet with its abundant hair
Already deck the marges and the banks.
The plain spreads out, the verge grows ever greencr
And in the limpid, paradisal air,
Are scen the northern slopes of Mont Ventour . - .
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This alarms the boatmcn for they have hcard rumours of‘ ﬁrc-
boats and at can sal up-st without horses,
Thus does the, lcgcnaary symbohsm take on a deeper meamung n
this poem which is a bymn to the great river that domunates the

R APNERON

'lhey pass Orange, and arnve at Avignon where there 15 a

diversion in the form of a treasure-hunt, orgamsed by the

Venctians. The last part af tbe clghlh and thc first part of d'xc

ainth canto consist in

te%xmcal'_manem, until at }zst thc convoy arrives at chmalte
ere st e ~-rs

the love .
cent of = . .
Tariovad fpfacm b —mse Loat w1 v ra 1 -

words are brave; there 13 no use lamenting a fost cause, let ns
vather drink to the Rhéne and the harvest sun, let us drink the
wine of Genestet desprte the vanquishers,
And let the Bull-Rhéne bellow in Rouanesso!
Evening is falling as he finsshes speakwg:

And over Nimes the sun was going down
[P R a Y . Al aTald 2w aa



s the elosenth ymg T
) E.\.t;z«:'m N :,!2. cantnnpeng, it is daws, and the ascent begins

i 3324 LA X% b * : s \ 1 :
o jaeth od v are npeteeam s ddescribd in detail, and over
sl fr geead fuese ol Aplan presides, He involes the blessing

13
e Crfoae §oehe Floly Virgin,

{

o s er the branches of the white paplars,

P th e sllenre of the v allee ol the Rhuine,
2ot Tm qayt . ; 3

:: g ten 1,&.*:&?:: ol t ie rving sun,
bhae Dake beaatiful wteninine hores

Ji-t
Wh v seere pesrgi our vapour from their nostrils,
Li- bt carter ol up the prayer . ..

it eanto, theer serinis to b 2 calm, it is only

e the tnre, and their prayerss are in vain, The
t dasthe Lact eantn opens,

B LA ol oes, meod Gt oblivious, arc talking of the mar-

tone i neel eelrbizate at the ot of the Mithraic monument

2t tEe fomr e Jeeem s b they cannnt be married as others are:

o~ 1

Y.
.
-

.
va
o]
-
e

Sue el Provenee

€3 ¢ o1 wivs breirors to hivth the grey fizards,
A Doall Fooch the cicadion from the canth,
Vios i oy palli melanehinle veins

Forir ot L= the rerd blosrd of my forebears,
KiAneaeed that the [rain his eonvolutions
Fasteinet at Boure, a2 Lyons and at Arles!
And to sehany to-day, in the arenas,

Uneo roie as sacrifice of the biack bull

Iy otfered, Coed who eaily seatters the shadows,
Corf whee= altar by an unbinown shore
Temilay beholds deserted, with its rite
Abandancd and Grvotten~1, 2 savage,

I, prehaps the Lt of your brlievers,

Wik 1o off-r on your altar the first-fruits
O my happines, my nuptial night!

Thr mystie dialorue continues, while, as the climax dravs
nrarer, the weather calms, the sun appears, and the heat bes

comes apprenive, The motion of the poem has now become as
sluveith as that of the mighty river, somnolent and. menacing.
-Esprit when the

Thev have just paceed the arches of the Pont St v
firt stramboat to be seen upon the Rhone appears §Uddﬁ“)
round 2 bend, and tears into the line of barges, upsetting them
and their erews, and dragring the horses into the water by whi

th~ whole convoy is swept against the arches of the bnd%c- V:'hhc,’;
the Condrillots assemble upon the bank, they have lost thel

3 Mithesir i lnet,

”
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whole fleet and the Prince and L’Angloro are mising *Saint
Nicholas has saved our lives’, exclaims Apian, ‘we will say a mass
tohim at Condriew’ but Loy Dra has carried off L’Angloro to his
depths
- ” b resignation, as
» salvage about

On the whole the mixture of elements 1n this poem 1s extra-
ordmanly successful Despite the weight of symbolism which
they have to bear, the characters are very real and hold our
interest Some have drawn attention to the ‘northern’ quality
of this work, but in truth, this quahity 1s not so much northern
as gnostic ‘The love of the principals, and the mithraic sym
bolism 1n which the development of the drama 1s elothed, have
a strong gnostic colourmng This flavour, mdeed 1s strong 1n
Provence, where despite every vicissitude, racial memory 13
comparatively pure This flavour 1s well caught in the Iyrical
eptlogue to Henry de Montherlant’s fine noyel, Les Bestiares,

Eart 1 the public life of the Xcople Nowhere has Cathohclsm
cen more powerfully touched by local tradition and Mistral’s
own faith 1s mseparable from his patniotism, as can be seen from
hus attitude to the Albigenstans—a gnostic sect-and the Avignon-
ese papacy

At the same time, as 1n Mirdio the poet restores and rejuvenates
the old machinery of the primitive epic by the use of Christian
powers, so here, 1n this poem, he uses to the same end this
religious trad: often d wath the Troubad which
15 still part of the racial consciousness of his people For this

.
a poetic tour de force
poctic four de force

Lo lmn con AP Lolastancloe n

and sculpture of Mirdw, or the fervent mnvocations of Calendau,
we have instead something softer, more mystertous, more melodi-
ous, something as reflective as the deep and ever moving water,
something, perhaps, more profound

For, n Lou Poudmo déu Rose, the Rhone speaks, and n
Pages a mghty river sings forever



XI

The poet’s work
e o B e i e
tion of the book of Genesis; and c , and 2 lransla-
o1 0 C tch Lou Tresor déu Felibri
with its physical counterpax’*t th nj]\i; sor dbu Felibrige
things Provengal, a ‘dictio ’ of things’ Arlaten, @ museum of
called, with the érganisingn:r% giﬁ:;%%rslga;fl\tnr}}ii?hbﬁznoi]:t? p_llg
his last years. It was to be the precursor of many regigg;l
museums, when other provinces followed his example; and
contained furniture, model rooms, clothes, utensils, insects, ani-
ﬁ,)ﬁli. (&he Marqu}lls of %aroncelli-Javon gave one of his famous
ite Camarguais horses), paintings and
a ‘synthesis of local forcésl’). gsand costumes, and was, ruly
Lis Oulivado appeared in 1912, when Mistral was eighty-two
years of age, and as its name implies—for the olive-gathering is
the last harvest of the Provengal year—was to be his final word.
As he says at the beginning: ‘As the weather grows cold and the
sea rough, I feel that winter has come for me and that I must
without delay gather my olives and offer my virgin oil on God’s

altar.’
On the whole less impressive than Lis Isclo d’Or, it nonetheless

contains some great poems, including the sonnet for his own
tomb: ‘That is the tomb of a poet who fashioned songs for a
beautiful Provengale called Mireio’; and Evo (Eve) which isa

delightful hymn to physical beauty:

What is the pearl
That is born of the swirl
In the kingdom of Amphitrite,
1f it do not shine
On the ear divine
Of the pearl-born Aphrodite!

What are the grains
The gold-washer gains
Where the pregnant water swirls,
If in pretty tresses
The ore never graces
Your nape with golden curls!

What is the rose

Whose buds unclose
In the dews of a morning in May,

If it wake not from sleep,

If it wake not to weep |
On thy breast that is still more lovely!
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‘What 1s the cape
That can undrape
Its rainbow’s hues 1n the sky,
If on your whiteness
Tts falling brightness
In long folds does not lLe!

What s the bait
That makes us elate
With longing to feel thy fire,
If the King of the sky
In his majesty
Has not made thee for dsxxe"

All homage be
To your royalty,
And may all that brings dehight,
Smile upon thee
And be offered thee
But never art thou so bright

As i glory’s hour

‘When you burst into flower,
‘Without dress or finery,

As fateful and bare

As once you were
‘When God’s hand fashioned thee!

In this poem all Mistral’s joy and delight 1n, and his thoroughly
Lati love for, the human face and form, the body radiant with
ths‘ soul that mhabits 1t, shine forth 1n all their sweetness

e o~ T

He reviews the forces that play upon this dream which he has
raised up to protect his faith against the ambitions, negations
and 1llusions that threaten to devourat

But 1n the azure, my pelluad pall,
In the sky’s depth and blazing 1n my eyes,
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The type of my Provence, the beautiful,
With her breast trembling where the sun’s rays fall
And Gyptis’ cup in hand, I see arise.

"The history of Provence then passes before his eyes:

And now the fair Phoceans she distills,
Crowned with wild olive and with myrtle dark:
Under the cliffs, beneath the wooded hills,
While her sweet song my spellbound hearing fills
As it accompanies the pilot’s barque.

Her fortunes rise with Rome, with the Troubadours and the
Courts of Love: at last the Papacy comes to Avignon. And then
begins the sad decline, and all seems lost and buried in dust:

But Santo Estello in the empyrean height
Performed a miracle one fair May morning:

The endless Crau saw bloom in new delight
Mireille—Provence, with Paradise alight,

You’ve flowered again, fresh fragrance your adorning !

Though all be vanity, and Time pass onward, relentlessly wield-
ing his scythe, faith, at last, is not illusion, but shall have its

reward.
XI1I

In 1876, Mistral had built 2 house in Maillane, whf:r.e he now
lived, an uncrowned king, receiving the homage of visitors from
all over the world. He had become one of the patriarchs he had
so often described in his poems. )

In March, 1914, he visited the church to examine a new bell,
and, while there, caught cold. He took to his bed and seemed to
be recovering when, about midday on Lady Day, he became
suddenly worse, His wife sent for the priest. Perhaps he saw the
boat that crossed the sea without a sail, as did his Mireio, come
to fetch him away, for he spoke the words: ‘Li Santo! Li Santo!
and then he died. He had had a good life. It had passed as
splendidly as the seasons and had been as full and rounded as

the year. .

Li}l{:e that which Mirgio saw break over the Rhone, it had had
its rosy dawn, which had lightened to a blue morning of spring,
such a spring as many a time he had known, when the pastoral
figures of his father and mother moved about among the mul-
berry-trees: for this is the time of the descoucounavon. He had had
a perfect childhood and a fortunate youth: his character had
been formed in the classic mould so that, when summer came,
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darkness,
And at last, as with hus own Aetssounté, the harvest was ripe,

nod tha Tl actaw mnma n reathon i+

heirs.

Au noum dou Felibrige tout entié, Mestre, veics nosts lagremo ¢ tambin
nostis espér: In the name of the whole Felibrige, Master, behold
our tears, and also our hopes.,
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APPENDIX

p. 11, Cante uno chato de Prouvéngo.
Dins lis amour de sa jouvéngo,
A través de la Crau, vers Ia mar, dins i bla,
Umble escoulan déu grand Quméro,
Iéu Ia vole segui, Coume &ro
Rén qu'uno chato de la terro,
En foro de l1a Crau se n'es gaire parla.

p. 12, Dins si quinge an éro Mirdio. ..
Coustiero bluio de Font-Viéio,
E vous, colo Baussenco, e vous plano de Crau,
N’avés plus vist de tant poulido!
Lou gai souléu I’avi¢ ’spelido;
E nouveleto, afrescoulido,
Sa caro, A flour de gauto, avié dous pichot trau.

E soun regard ¢ro uno eigagno
Qu'esvalissié toute magagno. ..

Dis estello mens dous es lou rai, e mens pur;
1¢ negrejavo de trenello
Que tout-de-long fasien d’anello;
E sa peitrino redounello

Lro un pességue double ¢ panca bén madur.

p. 12, Vincén avié sege an pancaro;
Mai tant déu cors que de la caro,
Certo, acd’ ’ro un béu drole, e di miéus estampa;
Em¢ li gauto proun moureto,
Se voulds ., . Mai terro negreto
Adus toujour bono seisseto,
E sort di rasin negre un vin que fai trepa,

p. 13. Cantas, cantas, magnanarello,
Que la culido es cantarello!
Galant soun li magnan e s’endormon di tres:
Lis amourié soun plen de fiho
Que lou béu téms escarrabiho,
Coume un vdu de bléundis abiho
Que raubon sa melico i roumanin déu gres.

p. 15. Emé si tésto fitro e libro
Se revessant dins 'ér que vibro,
Téuti, d’'un meme saut picant la terro ensén,
Fasien deja la farandoulo.
La grand flamado, que gingoulo
Au revoulun que la ventoulo,
Empuravo 3 si front de rebat trelusént.

Li belugo, & remoulinado,
Mounton i nivo, aferounado.
Au crussimen di trounc toumbant dins lou brasas
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Se mesclo e nis la mousquetto
Déu flahutet, revertigueto
Coume un saunin duns li branqueto

Sant Jan, 1a terro aprens trefoulis, quand passas!

La regalido peteyavo,
Lou tambounn vounvounejavo,

Gréu & countinuos, coume lou chafaret
De 1a mar founso, quand afoco
Panblamen contro It roco
L famo fora di badoeo

E brandussado en 'ér, L dansawre mouret,

Tees fes, & grindis abnvado,
Fan dina i famo la Bravado,

E tout en trepassant lou reuge cremadou,
D'un rist d'aset trasien b veno
Au recalitu, e, h maa pleno
De trescalan ¢ de verbeno,

Que fasien benen dins lou 6 purgadou,

Sant Jan! Sant Jan! Sant Jan! endaven.
“Téuts hi eolo esbrihaudavon,

Coume ¥avié pléugu destello dins Poumbrun
Entenn la rounflade folo
Empourtavo l'encéos ds colo
Emé du i 1a rougeirolo

Vers lou sant, emplana dios ou blu calabrun

Coume parlavo, dins lou Rese
‘Tout resplendint di trelus rose

Que deja Jou matin espandissié, plan plan
Mountavo de labut di velo
L'auro de mar gounflant la telo,
Li campejavo davans elo

Coume uno pastourello un troupéu d'agnéu blanc,

O Sint: Marlo,

Que poudés en flour
Chanja nbsti plour,
Clinas léu Paunko
De-vers ma doulour?

Quand verés, pecarel
Moun re

E moun pensamen,
Vendrés de moun caire
Prctadousamen

Sidut uno chatouno

Téu 'ame, Santouno,
De tout moun senet!
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Téu Pamet iéu I'ame,
Coume lou valat
Amo de coula,
Coume 'auctu flame
Amo dc voula,

Lolon qu'amo;sc
Aquéu fid noursi
Que vdu pas mouri!
L volon que trosse
L'ameli¢ flouril

O Santi Marlo,

Que poudés en flour
Chanja ndsti plour,
Clinas I8u 'auriho
De-vers ma doulour!

D’alin situ vengudo
Querre cici la pas.
Ni Crau, ni campas,
Ni maire esmougudo
Qu'arréste mi pas!

L 1a souleiado,

Lmé si clavéu

L sis arnavéu,

La séate, A raiado,

Que poun moun cervéu.

Mai, poudés me créire!
Dounas-me Vincén;

E gai ¢ risént,
Vendren vous revéire
Téuti dous cnsén,

L’estras de mi tempe

Alor calara;

E déu grand ploura

Moun regard qu’éi trempe,
De gau lusira,

Moun paire s’oupauso
A-n-aquel acord:

De touca soun cor,
Vous &i pau di causo,
Bélli Santo d’or!

Emai fugue duro
L’6ulivo, lou vént

Que boufo is Avént,
Pamens I'amaduro

Au poun que counvén,



La néspo, 'esperbo,

“Tapt aspro au cul

Que fan tressalt

F'a proun d un pau derbo
Pér L remouh!

O S2at Marlo,
Que poudss en flour
Chanya nbsts plour,
Clinas Jéu Paunho
De-vers ma doulour!

amo de maun pats

Tu que dardates, mamfésto,
E dins s lengo ¢ duns sa gisto,
Quand It baoun picard, alemand, bourguignoun,
Sarravon Toulouso e Bdu Clarre,
Tu quempuréres de tout caire
Contro I négn cavaucaire
Lis ome de Marsiho ¢ It fiéw d’Avignous,

Pér la grandour di remembrango
Tu que nous sauves Pesperango,
“T'u que dins Ia Jounesso, ¢ plus caud e phus béu
Mau grat la mort e F'aclapare,
Fas regresa lou sang di pare,
Tu qu'ispirant h dous troubaire,

Fas pid1 mustralega Ia voues de Mirabéu

Car lis cundado seculdnr
B s tempésta ¢ s1s esglin
An béw mescla 1 pople_escafa li cousfin,
La terro maire, la Naturo,
Nourns toujour s pourtaduro
Déu meme la_$a pousso duro
Toupour 4 | oulivié dounara I3l fin,

Amo delongo renadivo,
Ano jousouso e fiéro € vivo,

Quendihes dins fou brut déu Rose & déu Rousau
Ama di séuvo srmonniouso
E di calanco souleiouso,
De la patrlo amo piouso,

Tapelle! encarno-te dins mit vers prouvengau!

Ohl s¢ lou tastavias] L'abiho
N'a pas de mby plus dous, e briho
Coume un hiade dramant, ¢ sént lou roumaniéu
Eman lou brasc, emai la nerto,
Qi3 néstt calo fan cuberto,
E danso dins lou véire  Certo,
Nescoulariéu un flasco, aro, se lou teméu
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. 23.

p. 26,

p. 29.

P. 30.

p- 34

La niuchado es lindo, estivenco:
D'astre & mesuro que s’avenco

Un revoulun, d'estello un revoulun plus béu
Mounto au Jevant; douco A la remo,
Courouto ¢ bouleguivo ¢ semo,
S¢mblo eilalin que Ja mar cremo. . .

Es un chale, ¢ toujour i¢ sias que mai nouvén.

Aubre déu mount Gibaul Pinedo,
Lusiero, nerto e mourvenedo!

E tu, soultu tremount! ¢ tu, campéstre siaut
E tu, mar superbol 3 Vangdni,
Vous prene, iéu, pér testimoni
De moun eterne matriménil . ..

Aucdu de 1a fourdst, cantas lou cant nouviau!

Prouvengau, veici la coupo
Que nous vén di Catalan:
A-de-réng beguen en troupo
Lou vin pur de noste plant}

. . . aubourant sa caro estrafaciado,
Amudi, desdegnous de la blanco esluciado,
Arrcgardo lou Céu coume fan 1i dana,

E pidi A soun trebau retourno entabina,

Aubourc-te, rago latino,

Souto 12 capo déu souléu!

Lou rasin brun boui dias la tino
Lou vin dec Diéu gisclara léu,

Emé toun péu que se desnouso
A I'auro santo déu Tabor,

Tu siés la rago lumenouso

Que vitu de joio e d’estrambord;
Tu siés 1a rago apoustoulico

Que sono li campano & brand:
Tu siés la troumpo que publico
E si¢s Ia man que trais lou gran.

Ta lengo maire, aquéu grand flume
Que pér sét branco s'espandis,
Largant I'amour, largant lou Jume
Coume un resson de Paradis,

Ta lengo d’or, fiho roumano

Déu Pople-Réi, es Ja cansoun

Que rediran li bouco umano,

Tant que lou Verbe aura resoun.

* & -
Sus ti coustiero souleiouso

Creéis I'6ulivié, I'aubre de pas,
E de la vigno vertuiouso

62



S'encurgulisson tr campat

Rago latino, en remembrax;

De toua destin sémpre courous,
Aubouro-te ver Vesperango,
Afrarra-te souto la Crous!

© 35 Grand souléu de la Prouviage,
Gat coumpnire déu austrau,
Tu qu'escoules Ia Durénga
Coume un flot de vin de Crau,

Fai ugs toun blound caléul

Coucho Youmbro eruat {s ful
Léul 1tul féuf

Fan te viure, béw souldul

p 35 De ndsti pare canten la glon
Que ding l’ulbh
An fa soun
E quede longo. nous dien I ibre,
resta hibre
Coume 12 roas & lou rustran

P36 A pasa tims qu'anan duns la Prouvéngo
Un £ nouma Carle Segound lou Goi,

P36 Segnour, avin, leusant & réwce
“T1 sacramen
E mandamen,
Avin, b, pls vouga exbre

Eqtan Prougetsl

P 36 Elou vit memssounsé sus la rufa gavello
ro coucha, tout pale ¢ tout enyaunous,
E levant soun bras nus que 1a caud A brounzi,
Parlavo ansio § ligareflo,

u pals ounte sara: tout-aro,

Me vas dstre de-may, quand lou sere vendra,

Dx nous plus, coume antan sus la tepo amourra,

Ausi déu biu gouvint la cansoun forto ¢ claro
Entre lis aubre s’tnaura

P37 Dins V'asre tout«P"un-cop 11 dous bras s*aubouriron,
D'un estrange belu s rue heluguesbron
= O mounsegne sant Jan, cnd?, sant Jan d'estiéy,
Patroun di mewssoumié, parre de la pauniho,
Dins voste Paracs sopvendsvous de 1éut

P a7 Lm it 410 teisa mis que towjour fissavon,

soun cors coure un mabre &0 devenga blanc,
B mut, It mewsounié, lou voulame & la man,
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7. 47, Vaz pastide Lisen 3 s primo anhe
Lz vmivmm guoe remon sus 1o Rose,
e vmr maro dlemn el *-«\:d':.
2l e Brzve, b Ceendridulen, Sémpre
Flizes so3 U radou e U sapizo,
Llocle & o icus e low rebat da Pains
T2 daure 122 carase coumme un brounre,
Ma: dlagues tome encary mai, vous dice,
I~ voeizy Seamenay 3 bacbo espesso,
Graod, crarpeurens, clapu tau que de chaine,
Beelszans uz sammis coume uno bousco,
Do pewpe 4 pro endaxny, jurant deloago
E {a-samen, pér se baia ccurage,
2 peutarras pintant la roujo teocho,
\ béw tadeua tirant la car de Poulo.
Datens dou fume &0 wro bramadisso
Qe laure en auro entendias de-countiini:
* Pro vers 13 baisso, Edu! seiaume! empéril”
Amcunt Ia prol dau! fa tira Iz maio!

48 O tems i Vi téms gai, tems de simplesso,
Qurlére low Rcs: un revoulun de vido
Ouznte veaiaz, enfant, sus L'aigo longo
Viire passa, Ftr, ki man & I'empento,

1 Coundriealen! Lou Rose, grici d-n-€li,
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P4

Bro un grand bruse plen & vocram @ ke
Tout 20 vuct €8 paort & Tt € VI

E, las! & aquén vara (ot §9 g2e ot

Es lou tragan ¢ la
thmmo-unmmi;qn

Patroun Apian éu-meme 533 La pocsoe

Es au gouvér que douno Fendreciams.

A de long péu en eadencto g

Que 5us b tempe entrena i reeuzien
Fmé dous grand toarts d'or qae ¥ pEm
A sis surbo, Es ant de fooroxdzry

E, de 1us rue lusént sus chaxco barco

Db tims que ve se tous marcha &g Perdee,
De Puno a autro, estacado s ha £

Pér la calaums unenco ¢ loovgarado,

En escatant dins Jou gourgoes 2e P
Téuta s barco i-dereog Pentmatore,

exla flour de Rose, mo bes prezce,
L esparganen que souto Founda zaw>
E qu amo tant, | Angloro, &'sa ez

— Es éul es éu! - quilk comme oo o

Te recoundrse,
O flour de Rose espelslo 58 Tazgn?
Flour de bomur qu'as extrevito €3 ET= 1. o

Te recouneisse, o Dra! Soutn la kxo
T2t wst en mazn Pespargania que tes aae

Car Is amoar van vze,
Uno fes dms 1a naw que Lis emports,
Predestma sus lou fot.

Lis areado
Déu Pont Sant Espen, erpetaciorae,
!ép’:mncnmmﬂemhm -
Prouvéngo aparks- e3 5063 rrecad,
Lou Pont Sant Espent exé s puels

Oundron deja L cremen ¢ 1 ermtn,

Lou plan se relarge, 1 bro yerdeyr,
Duns lou elanm lou ¢éu ¥

Lus Uba déu Ventour se Lowrs wezw ...
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p. 51. E brame Jou Rouan, en Rouanessol!

p- 51. Or lou souléu sus Nimes trecoulavo,
Espargissént an long déu vaste flavi
Li ple de sa flassado ensaunousido
E de si rai la reflamour darriero
Sus lou castéu de Ia Tarasco, mounte
Lou ré¢i Reinié semblavo, 4 sa fenéstro,
Benesi la suprémo rouanado.

p. 52. E souto lou brancun di grandis aubo,
Dins Iou silénci de 1a vau de Rose,
A I’esplendour déu souléu que se lévo,
Au pas di béu chivau que s’escourpouiron
E de si narro embandisson la tubo,
Lou proumié carretié dis la preguiero ...

p. 52. Souléu de la Prouvéngo
O diéu que ié coungreies lis angloro,
Que fas sourti d’en terro li cigalo,
Que dins mi veno marfo e palinouso
Reviéndes lou sang rouge de mi réire,
Diéu roudanen que lou Dra dins si vouto
Agouloupo, & Lioun, au Bourg, en Arle,
E que déu negre tau dins lis Areno
Encaro vuei t’es fa lou sacrifice
Incounsciént, diéu qu’escavartes Poumbro
Galoi, qu’en uno ribo incouneigudo
Vuei es desert toun autar — ¢ toun rite
Abandouna dins I’6ublid, iéu barbare,
Yéu lou darrié bessai de ti creséire,
Vole sus toun autar 6ufri, premico
De ma felicita, ma niue de nogo! ~

P. 54. Qu’es la perlo
Qu’en bousserlo
Se coungreio au founs di nais,
Se noun briho
A I'auriho
L’Afroudito que ié naisl

Qu’es I'or 1éime
Qu’a bél &éime
L’arpaiaire vai culi,
S’en trenello
Roussinello
A toun cou noun vén palil

Qu’es la roso
Que s’arroso
Eme I'eigagnau de Mai,

1 Rouan is the bull, a symbolic name for the Rhéne, and Rovanesse a part of ¥’
caire, from Rhkodanusia, an old Greek colony. I



Se noun flours
E noun plouro
Sus toun sen que Souso Tl

Qu'es la raubo
Que derraubo,
$1 coulour a Varcoulan,
Se noun piajo
B noun rénjo
51 long ple sus toun cors blanc!

Ques la morso
Que nous forgo
De bela vers ta cremour,
Se lou méstre
Déu celistre
Noun t'a facho pir | amour!

Oumenage
Au remage,

Tout o que Pa d'csclatant,
Qu'a tu ngue
Es'Suffigue -

Mai niés bello jamar tant

Coume en gldn
Quand fas fibrt,
Stnso faudo m faudséa,

Lindo! talo

Que, fatalo,
‘Te pastd 1a man de Diéut

55 Ma fo 'es quun panta acb, lou sabe
Matlou pantas me stmblo embruma dor,
Me simblo un méu gue 1éu jaman acabe,
Me stmblo un gourg Founte amourous derrabe
Sus mt dous bras 12 bello que 18 dor

3 55 Mar dms Fazur tant clar que m'encapello
Aut que-noun sa), & ms ue resplends
Lou parangoun de ma Prouyéngo bello
Emé soun piés qu'au souldu reboumbella
¥, cimy 52 man 1a coupo de Giptus

P. 56. Quouro retras s dono de Foucdo
e courounant de nerto & d'éulné
Au pd di baus, ds colo agarrusudo,
Soun dous rouldmt encanto moun auside,
Acoumpaguant Ia barco déu prouné

Mas saato Estello au soun de 'Empirkio
A fa muracle, un bdn matin de May

La vasto Crau v expels Mirtio

. tins You chu, 0 Prouvkago, en 1dkio
A reflouri, mas fon que jamar



