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ANGLAIS

Commenter en anglais le texte suivant et le traduire partir de « Up the stairs
Iran ...» jusqu’a « ... — a Negro and a Negro’s son. »

Of the Passing of the First-Born

“Unto you a child is born,” sang the bit of yellow paper that fluttered into my room
one brown October morning. Then the fear of fatherhood mingled wildly with the joy of
creation; I wondered how it looked and how it felt, — what were its eyes, and how its hair
curled and crumpled itself. And I thought in awe of her, — she who had slept with Death to
tear a man-child from underneath her heart, while I was unconsciously wandering. I fled to
my Wife and child, repeating the while to myself half wonderingly, “Wife and child? Wife and
child?” — fled fast and faster than boat and steam-car, and yet must ever impatiently await
them; away from the hard-voiced city, away from the flickering sea into my own Berkshire

Hills that sit all sadly guarding the gates of Massachusetts.

Up the stairs I ran to the wan mother and whimpering babe, to the sanctuary on
whose altar a life at my bidding had offered itself to win a life, and won. What is this tiny
formless thing, this new-born wail from an unknown world, — all head and voice? I handle it
curiously, and watch perplexed its winking, breathing, and sneezing. I did not love it then;
it seemed a ludicrous thing to love; but her I loved, my girl-mother, she whom now T saw

unfolding like the glory of the morning — the transfigured woman.

Through her I came to love the wee thing, as it grew and waxed strong; as its little soul
unfolded itself in twitter and cry and half-formed word, and as its eyes caught the gleam and
flash of life. How beautiful he was, with his olive-tinted flesh and dark gold ringlets, his eyes
of mingled blue and brown, his perfect little limbs, and the soft voluptuous roll which the
blood of Africa had moulded into his features! I held him in my arms, after we had sped far
away to our Southern home, — held him, and glanced at the hot red soil of Georgia and the
breathless city of a hundred hills, and felt a vague unrest. Why was his hair tinted with gold?
An evil omen was golden hair in my life. Why had not the brown of his eyes crushed out and
killed the blue? — for brown were his father’s eyes, and his father’s father’s. And thus in the

Land of the Color-line I saw, as it fell across my baby, the shadow of the Veil.
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Within the Veil was he born, said I, and there within shall he live, — a Negro and a
Negro’s son. Holding in that little head — ah, bitterly! — the unbowed pride of a hunted race,
clinging with that tiny dimpled hand — ah, wearily! — to a hope not hopeless but unhopeful,
and seeing with those bright wondering eyes that peer into my soul a land whose freedom is to
us a mockery and whose liberty a lie. I saw the shadow of the Veil as it passed over my baby,
I saw the cold city towering above the blood-red land. I held my face beside his little cheek,
showed him the star-children and the twinkling lights as they began to flash, and stilled with

an even-song the unvoiced terror of my life.

So sturdy and masterful he grew, so filled with bubbling lifé, so tremulous with the
unspoken wisdom of a life but eighteen months distant from the All-life, — we were not far
from worshipping this revelation of the divine, my wife and 1. Her own life builded and
moulded itself upon the child; he tinged her every dream and idealized her every effort.
No hands but hers must touch and garnish those little limbs; no dress or frill must touch them
that had not wearied her fingers; no voice but hers could coax him off to Dreamland, and she
and he together spoke some soft and unknown tongue and in it held communion. I too mused
above his little white bed; saw the strength of my own arm stretched onward through the ages
through the newer strength of his; saw the dream of my black fathers stagger a step onward

in the wild phantasm of the world; heard in his baby voice the voice of the Prophet that was

to rise within the Veil.

And so we dreamed and loved and planned by fall and winter, and the full flush of the
long Southern spring, till the hot winds rolled from the fetid Gulf, till the roses shivered and
the still stern sun quivered its awful light over the hills of Atlanta. And then one night the
little feet pattered wearily to the wee white bed, and the tiny hands trembled; and a warm

flushed face tossed on the pillow, and we knew baby was sick.
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