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antoine lefebvre editions, E/ Deschichado, Gérard de Nerval, wall painting, 246 x 374 cm, 2015.



In July 2015, my wife asked me to leave our apartment. Before I took all my things and
moved out, I wrote the first two stanzas of E/ Deschichado, a poem by Gérard de Nerval,
on the wall of our bedroom.

I am the Dark One, — the Widower, — the Unconsoled,
The Prince of Aquitaine, his Tower in ruin:

My sole Star is dead,— and my constellated lute
Bears the black Sun of Melancholia.

In the night of the Tomb, You my consolation,

Give me back Posillipo and the Italian sea,

The flower that so eased my heart’s desolation,

And the Rose that twines into the Vine on the treillis.
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