
© Providence College 
 

The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following 
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be 
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4) 
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this 
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these 
conditions. 
 

The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by 
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress) 

for the Providence College Digital Commons. 
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/ 

THE PROSE POEM: 
AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL 

 
Volume 4 | 1995 

Nestle Tower 
Aloysius Bertrand 

 

brought to you by COREView metadata, citation and similar papers at core.ac.uk

provided by DigitalCommons@Providence

https://core.ac.uk/display/56325001?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=banner&utm_campaign=pdf-decoration-v1


Aloysius Bertrand 

NESLE TOWER 

At the Nesle Tower there was a guard house 
wherein the watch lodged during the night. 

—Brantôme 

"Jack of clubs." 
"Queen of spades! I win!" 
The old soldier who had lost slammed his fist on the table, 

sending the pot of winnings all over the floor. 
But then, Master Hugues, the provost, spat into the iron 

brazier, making a grimace like that of a hypocrite who had swal-
lowed a spider while eating his soup. 

* 
"Faugh! Are the pork-butchers scalding their hogs at mid-

night? Good God, there's a straw boat burning on the Seine!" 
At first the fire was only a harmless sprite lost in the river 

fog. Soon, it became a demon on all fours throwing cannon-shot and 
powerful arquebusades from a jet of water. 

A crowd of many jokers, cripples and bums rushed over to 
the river bank and began dancing jigs in front of the spiral of flame 
and smoke. 

Both the Nesle Tower—from which the watch had exited, 
with their blunderbusses slung over their shoulders—and the tower 
of the Louvre—from which, through a window, the king and queen 
saw everything without being seen—both these towers facing each 
other glowed red. 

Translated from the French by Gian Lombardo 
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