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THE STREET LAMPS OF PARIS

City of Light and La Ville-Lumière refer to Paris being one of the first European cities to adopt widespread street lighting during the Great Exhibition of 1889. Early gas lamps with their soft, romantic glow became bright, electrified updates. These varied and often beautifully crafted historic structures bear long and silent witness to Parisian life by day and night. And at last, they speak! 

This anthology of short stories and poems tell of love, suffering, art, crime, war, death and the supernatural over 150 years of humanity (and cats!) in the world’s most evocative city, from the streetlamp's perspective. A first, we think!

Each of the authors of these works has asserted their rights under the Copyright, Design and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of their work.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form, without the prior written permission of the author or his authorised agent, except in the cases of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.  

These poems and stories are works of fiction, and, with the exception of certain historical personages, any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

First edition, 2021. All rights reserved.

THE AUTHORS:

Johanna Lamon, Linda Amstutz, Laura Weston, Marie Gault, A L Wall,

Edward Yeoman, James Gault, Richard Savin, Cathie Dunn

Cover by Wijimi, featuring a detail from Paris Street, Rainy Day by Gustave Caillebotte, on display at the Art Institute of Chicago, Charles H. and Mary F. S. Worcester Collection

Table of Contents

Introduction

Teacher Notes

Livre du Prof

A Day in the Life of a Lamppost by Johanna Lamon

The Candelabra by Linda Amstutz

All Satisfied by Laura Weston

Tous rassasiés par Laura Weston

A Fatal Match by Cathie Dunn

Then the Clock Struck Three by Marie Gault

Henri by A L Wall

Henri par A.L. Wall

The Night by Edward Yeoman

La nuit par Edward Yeoman

Le lampadaire et Eloïse par James Gault

The Lamp-post and Eloise by James Gault

The Lamp-post and Eloise by James Gault

Hercule Quincompoix and the great thief of Paris by Richard Savin

Près du candélabre par Johanna Lamon

La longue attente – le retour du guerrier par Johanna Lamon

L’ivrogne et le candélabre par Johanna Lamon

The Drunk and the Street Lamp by Johanna Lamon

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


This collection of poems and stories has contributions from almost all of members of the VEEM Creative Writing Group’s dozen or so writers, all of whom are members of Vivre Ensemble En Minervois, an association dedicated to encouraging relationships between newcomers and the existing population in the Minervois region in southern France. The association has a multi-national and multi-lingual membership, and this little volume has works in English and French and sometimes both. 

The idea for the collection came when one of our members, Johanna Lamon, produced a poem about a day in the life of a Paris lamppost. This poem, in French and in English, forms the start of this collection. When we first read it, the group formulated the idea of a series of stories based on the whole poem or individual verses from it. The result is a journey through Parisian culture and history across the centuries since Paris first benefited from public lighting in its streets.

This journey begins in the present day with Linda Amstutz’s amusing account of the role of our lamppost in oiling the machinery of true love, and incidentally contribution to Paris’s bid to host the Olympics.

In a completely different style, our newest member Laura Weston offers us an ultra-clever stream-of-consciousness piece about how our poor lamppost deals with the mental anguish of survival in the midst of a pandemic lockdown. 

Time to go back in time. In the year 1897, a famous disaster took place in the Montmartre district of Paris. Cathie Dunn brings this catastrophe to life in her intriguing story of love, pain and sorrow.  

Next, we have Marie Gault’s intriguing tale in which our lamppost witnesses betrayal and treachery in the era of the Franco-Prussian war.

A.L. (Pam) Wall takes up the reins. She moves us forward to the Belle-Epoque as our lamppost becomes the silent observer of a tragic tale of doomed romance, based loosely on a true story of the artist Toulouse Lautrec’s time in Paris.

Edward Yeoman takes inspiration from the poem and a celebrated popular song to create his own unique story, set in 1914, of Li-li waiting under the lamplight for her loved one to appear. 

James Gault places the lamppost in the street playground of early twentieth-century children with ambitions of a glittering career in show business.  

Richard Savin’s detective story is a hilarious tale of an intrepid administrator solving the mystery of serious lamppost vandalism at the very end of the nineteenth century.  

Johanna Lamon appears again to end our time travel journey by bringing us back to the present with a story of supernatural encounter with a cat under the lamppost, one poem about finding loved ones after World War 1 and another illustrating how street lamps complement alcohol.

Ce recueil de poèmes et de histoires courtes  à été réalisé par de la douzaine d'écrivains du groupe d'écriture créative « Writer’s group », tous membres de Vivre Ensemble En Minervois (VEEM), une association pour qui le but est de favoriser les relations entre les nouveaux arrivants dans la région et la population locale’ dans la région du Minervois, dans le sud de la France. Parmi les membres de l'association on compte plusieurs nationalités et diverses langues. Ce florilège contient des œuvres en anglais et en français, parfois les deux. 

L'idée de ce recueil est née lorsque l'une de nos membres, Johanna Lamon, a écrit un poème sur une journée dans la vie d'un candélabre parisien. Ce poème, en français et en anglais, constitue le point de départ de ce recueil. Lorsque nous l'avons lu pour la première fois, le groupe a formulé l'idée de  lancer  d'une série d'histoires basées sur l'ensemble du poème ou sur certaines de ses strophes. Il en résulte une voyage dans l’histoire, la tradition et la culture française  à travers les siècles, depuis l’installation de l’éclairage public dans les rues de Paris.

Ce voyage commence de nos jours avec le récit amusant de Linda Amstutz sur le rôle de notre réverbère dans l'huilage de la machinerie du grand amour, et accessoirement sa contribution à la candidature de Paris aux Jeux olympiques.

Dans un style complètement différent, notre nouveau membre Laura Weston nous offre un article très lucide sur la façon dont notre pauvre réverbère gère l'angoisse mentale de la survie au milieu d'une pandémie. 

Revenons au XIXème siècle : en 1897, une catastrophe tristement célèbre a eu lieu dans le quartier de Montmartre à Paris. Cathie Dunn donne vie à cette catastrophe dans son histoire truffée d’intrigues, histoire d'amour, de douleur et de chagrin.  

Ensuite, il y a  l’obscure histoire énigmatique de Marie Gault dans laquelle notre réverbère est témoin de trahison et de perfidie à l'époque de la guerre franco-prussienne.

A.L. (Pam) Wall reprend les rênes ou¨ encore  prend le flambeau en nous faisant découvrir la Belle-Epoque. Notre réverbère devient alors l'observateur silencieux d'une histoire d'amour tragique voué à l'échec, librement inspirée de la vie réelle de l'artiste Toulouse Lautrec à Paris, lors de son séjour à Paris. 

Edward Yeoman s'inspire du poème et d'une célèbre chanson populaire pour créer son histoire de Li-li qui attend sous la lumière du réverbère que  son bien aimé revienne. Cette histoire se passe en 1914.

James Gault situe le réverbère près d’une cour de récréation d'enfants au début du vingtième siècle. Une de ses enfants rêve d'une brillante carrière dans le show-business.  

Le roman policier de Richard Savin est l'histoire hilarante d'un administrateur brave qui résout le mystère d'un grave vandalisme sur un réverbère à la fin du XIXe siècle.  (parodie ????)

Johanna Lamon revient -  pour clore notre voyage dans le temps - en nous ramenant dans le présent avec une histoire de rencontre surnaturelle : un chat près d’un réverbère, puis un poème sur la recherche d'êtres chers après la Première Guerre mondiale vu par la gent féline et un autre poème illustrant la complémentarité des lampadaires avec l'alcool.
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Teacher Notes
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Some of the poems and stories in this collection are offered in both French and English. While this is as a help to those less fluent in one or the other language, it is also because VEEM has a goal not only to share cultures, but also languages. The book can be used as a tool for language lessons, and a free downloadable set of lesson plans and activities to accompany the book are available on www.veemwriters.weebly.com These materials have been prepared by qualified and experienced language teaching professionals who have previously published language textbooks, and we hope that teachers will find them useful.
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Livre du Prof
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Certains des poèmes et histoires courtes de ce recueil sont proposés à la fois en français et en anglais. Si cela peut constituer une  aide pour ceux qui ne maîtrisent pas parfaitement l'une ou l'autre langue, c'est aussi parce que VEEM a pour objectif de partager non seulement la culture mais aussi les langues. Le livre peut donc être utilisé comme un outil pour les cours de langue. Nous avons réalisé un livre à l’attention des professeurs, avec des plans de cours et des activités téléchargeables gratuitement sur notre site : www.veemwriters.weebly.com. Ce matériel a été préparé par des professionnels qualifiés et expérimentés qui ont précédemment publiés des manuels de langue. Nous espérons que les enseignants les trouveront utiles.  Nous sommes persuadés que cet ouvrage peut être utile aux professeurs.   

MERCI

We’d like to thank all of those who helped us with the translations of the stories and poems between French and English. The team of translators consisted of Marie- Ange Brunel-Bataillé, Julien Lamon, Huguette Lannes, Stephanie Patterson, Johanna Lamon and Jim Gault. 

24 heures dans la vie d’un candélabre par Johanna Lamon

À l’aurore

Les matinaux, les yeux cernés

Se hâtent vers la station Trocadéro

Où attend le premier métro

Le matin

Des gamins insouciants musardent

Sautillent, tournoient autour du poteau

Se donnent la main en riant

À Midi

Pause déjeuner, repos de la mi-journée

Les miettes laissées, picorées par la gent ailée

Moineaux, pigeons, tous rassasiés

––––––––
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L’après-midi

Landaus et poussettes déposés

Mamans et mamies font la causette

Les tout petits font la sieste

Le soir

La lumière baisse, le soleil décline

Les ouvriers regagnent leurs quartiers

Après une journée bien chargée

La nuit

LILLY MARLÈNE ATTEND devant la caserne 

Pleine d’espoir, elle guette son amant

Une lueur blême éclaire son visage

À minuit

Les matous sortent de leur repère

Leur miaulement présage une nuit d’amour

Des ombres furtives s’unissent

À l’aube

Au matin blême, ils ronronnent

La chasse est terminée

La faune nocturne va se coucher

Johanna Lamon  

... is a Swiss poet and short story writer who now lives and writes in the South of France. 
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A Day in the Life of a Lamppost by Johanna Lamon


[image: ]


At daybreak

The early morning crowd rush,

Ring-eyed, towards Trocadero station

Where the first metro waits.

The morning

Carefree kids hang out

And skip around the pole,

Shaking hands and laughing. 

At Mid-day

Lunchtime, the noon break;

Abandoned crumbs nibbled by winged species, 

Sparrows, pigeons, all their tummies filled.

The Afternoon 

Prams and pushchairs abandoned,

Mummies and Grannies chatter,

While their little ones sleep off their lunch. 

The Evening

The light fades, the sun sets.

The workers make their way back home

At the end of a busy day.

The Night

Lili Marlene waits in front of the barracks

Full of hope, watching for her lover

Her face lit up by the pale light.

At Midnight

The tomcats creep from their hiding places  

Mewing for a promised night of love.

Furtive shadows come together.

At Dawn

In the pale morning, they purr

The hunt is over

The wild life of the night regain their beds

Johanna Lamon 

(translated by Jim Gault)
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The Candelabra by Linda Amstutz



[image: ]


Y

ou are going to have to suspend what your experience tells you cannot be for a while and let me tell my story. Then, and only then, should you decide what you think could be. Agreed?

I came to be in 1897... at least the idea of me did. So complicated were preparations for the 1900 World’s Fair in Paris that plans and the preparatory work that was required began three years before. I was then and am still a quite amazing creation. I am no ordinary streetlamp. Those have been around in one guise or another since the 14th century here in Paris... I am NOT ordinary. I am a work of art. I am the product of an artisan, well, several artisans, and each of them breathed a bit more ‘specialness’, perhaps magic, into me. 

I am the product of their hands, their minds, their hearts – in short I am an Art Nouveau masterpiece.

You’d think that being made of bronze and glass I’d be completely... inanimate, but I have something more than those simple others. You simply cannot exist in the centre of the arguably most important city on earth for as long as I have been; you cannot have been admired, even loved by so many human beings; you cannot have seen all the astounding things, the love, the joy, the pathos, the callous disregard, the pure evil and then triumph of good that I have seen and not develop some sentience, some empathy for how very hard you people try to be... whatever it is you’re trying to be.

Imbued with the magic, the inspiration, and the skills of the designers, the foundry men, the electricians, and the glassblowers, I think I have made the best of it.

I reside on the northeast corner of the Pont Alexandre III adjacent to the Petit Palais in the aforementioned city of Paris. I hate to brag, but this is most certainly the loveliest bridge on earth and for its purpose, to strengthen ties with Russia, it was successful... at least for a while. The bridge was named after Tsar Alexander III and in fact his son and successor Tsar Nicholas II, himself, laid the first stone for its construction. I’m constantly aware of that because forged into my very own base is the double headed eagle – the emblem of the Tsars. Hard to forget when it is right there on your belly!

Of course, I am here all the time, but my favourite time of day is that hour when the sun goes down and I become no longer simply an ornament, however lovely, and I become truly useful: that ‘blue hour of the evening’ when my electric lights come on and I can serve my purpose.

One evening, however this was not exactly the case... but I am getting ahead of myself.

My bridge been the setting for over a dozen movie films and videos, and then there was the unfortunate effort in 2017 by the Ville de Paris to host the 2024 Olympic Games when they built those butt-ugly diving platforms right in the middle of this elegantly beautiful bridge. Shame on them! Shame!! I can only hope that when 2024 comes, they will find a more suitable place for that event.

It was that pathetic situation, however, that prompted me to bring this story to you. Believe me, as alluded to before, I have seen it all. Fairgoers in 1900, Nazi soldiers and their tanks in 1940 and the triumphant Allies marching across the same bridge in 1944. Through all that I was merely an observer... but then there came Marguerite. She saw me. 

She looked at me and what she saw was different from what anyone ever before saw. From my century of experience, this felt different. She was no grand and elegant woman, though, trust me, Paris has more than its share of those. She had been temporarily hired as a painter to decorate the horrid boxy structures that had been built to support the diving platforms. Marguerite was a painter by profession. She had the experience and talent to make them if not beautiful, at least not so ugly... but, no, she was instructed to simply ‘color inside the lines’ and fill with paint the squares that were marked out on the plywood structures, à la Mondrian. She hated it. I did not blame her.

But she was not happy when I first met her. She was a nice girl, did not want to upset anyone, but she was very lonely. She had some friends in Paris but they were not close friends and she was not inclined to bare her soul to any of them. There was her mother, but Marg did not want to trouble her as she was ill, had been ill for a long time.

Here I was, standing so beautifully on her way home, at the end of the day, when she felt at her lowest. I was handy and uncomplaining, though, even if I could have, I would not have, so blessed did I feel that she had chosen me in whom to confide.

Her ‘day job’ – when she had not been hired by the Prefecture to paint that monstrosity – was in the 8th Arrondissement in a small charming little needlepoint shop where she hand-painted elegant canvases. She had her following, women and a few men who liked her designs and came in month after month to see her designs and buy both the canvases and the wool and the tools to fill their abundant leisure time. An expensive hobby, these wealthy folks usually bought only one project at a time and most of them came as much to talk with Marguerite and her mama as to buy much. Still, it was enough to keep Marg and her mother, Inez, in food and rent money. They, of course, did not live in the 8th! Mon Dieu! No! Not in such a trendy neighbourhood. They lived in a rented flat above the market street, the rue Cler, in the 7th, across my bridge. So she had ‘known’ me for many years before the evening we formally met. 

It had been a beautiful spring day, but by evening the clouds to the west had begun to look threatening. One thing about the broad expanse of the Pont Alexandre III is that you can see the sky for miles, and the vista this evening was not promising: not promising anything but rain and wind.

Still, Marg walked toward me instead of toward home when her day painting the ugly diving platforms had come to an end. I think it may have been the four cupid statues at my base that beguiled her. The sunset, while it threatened, was spectacular with tall thunderheads and the touch of color which the city’s pollution imparted. She looked right at me and said, “I am nearly thirty years old and all my friends have... they have someone. I am alone and I really don’t want to spend the rest of my life alone. I have much to give the right man, fidelity, affection, sympathy, love... if only I could find him. I have given up looking in all the usual places, cafes, bars, the market... Mama is no help. In her day, you left it to your family to either arrange a marriage or at the least fix you up with someone your cousin knew from work or with his friend’s brother who was a ‘very nice guy’... Mama cannot help, it is all she can do to watch the shop while I earn extra money painting that,” she gestures, “ugly monstrosity!”

Well, we certainly agreed on THAT!

“Thanks, Cupid, I feel better just getting that off my chest. I had better go; I need to make some supper for Mama and get to bed as I have another few days of painting before THAT,” she glowers and gestures toward the tower, “is finished.”

Then she did the most amazing thing. She kissed her fingers and patted my bronze base... and I felt it right up through my handblown glass lamps! And just as she did that my lights came on – none of the thirty-one other lampposts on my bridge, just mine – warm and comforting and completely involuntarily! Wow! She saw it too. “Hey, that was cool!” she said, smiling, and she turned toward home. I had elicited that smile; do not know quite how I did it, but it was MY smile!

A few minutes later the rest of the lights on the bridge came on and I felt an odd but strong sense of camaraderie from my peers.

The following days passed as most days did. I stood watch over my world and it brought me no surprises until about a week later the evening approached and Marg, finished with her workday again, walked toward me. I felt a tiny frisson of joy seeing her walk my way and stop
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