
 

 

Autumn Chapter In a Novel (English) 

 

Through woods, Mme Une Telle, a trifle ill 

With idleness, but no less beautiful, 

Walks with the young tutor, round their feet 

Mob syllables slurred to a fine complaint, 

Which in their time held off the natural heat. 

 

The sun is distant, and they fill out space 

Sweatless as watercolour under glass. 

He kicks abruptly. But we may suppose 

The leaves he scatters thus will settle back 

In much the same position as they rose. 

 

A tutor's indignation works on air, 

Altering nothing; action bustles where, 

Towards the pool by which they lately stood, 

The husband comes discussing with his bailiff 

Poachers, the broken fences round the wood. 

 

Pighead! The poacher is at large, and lingers, 

A dead mouse gripped between his sensitive fingers 

Fences already keep the live game out: 

See how your property twists her parasol, 

Hesitates in the tender trap of doubt. 

 

Here they repair, here daily handle lightly 

The brief excitements that disturb them nightly; 

Sap draws back inch by inch, and to the ground 

The words they uttered rustle constantly: 

Silent, they watch the growing, weightless mound. 

 

They leave at last a chosen element, 

Resume the motions of their discontent; 

She takes her sewing up, and he again 

Names to her son the deserts on the globe, 

And leaves thrust violently upon the pane. 

 


