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Nadia Boulanger, selected songs
original French text by Camille Mauclair

Au Bord de la Route (At the Edge of the Road)

This man no longer wanted to live
Let’s see with what you meddle?
Sir, Madam, in truth,

This man had had enough.

His heart was like a stone,
But if anyone had opened it
Perhaps in his lover’s heart
You would see the diamond.

But the stone was so heavy
That he lay on the road
Clenching his hands on it
And died of his expectation.

This man had had enough.
With him the jewel will die
Sir, Madame, it is late,
Sign the cross and go.

Doute (Doubt)

It was so long ago that your soul was on its way
To what the angels told me

Toward me who awaits you, clasping my hands,
It was so long ago that perhaps she lost the way.

Since I see nothing
In the distance of fourth paths
That cross at the crossroads of doubt

Here comes the cold breath

That hunts birds, sun and branches
And brings fog and night

To my hope, and to my faith




Perhaps I should go

As one who no longer waits

And returns in the void of the night
Toward home and toward boredom.

Chanson (Song)

She sold my heart for a song;:
Sell my heart at the square,
Dealer,

In place of the song.

Your songs were white,

My song is the color of blood,
She sold my heart,

Dealer,

She sold my heart

For the fun of it.

And still my heart sings

At the squares, at the crossroads;
You will make people cry, Dealer,
Telling the story of my vast love

While she will entertain

The people come to her wedding
In singing the song for laughs
For which she sold my heart.



