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SAGRADA EMILIA (fragment)

Versio original: Sacred Emily

AUTOBIOGRAFIA D’ALICE B. TOKLAS

Versio original: The autobiography of Alice B. Toklas
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Versio original: The world is round o
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1. SAGRADA EMILIA (fragment)

[...]

Préssecs de paper

Préssecs de paper son llagrimes.
Descansar és gotims de raim.
Necessaris del tot.

Senyals necessaris del tot.

Tots menys.

Traient un pes de sobre traient un pes de sobre.
Argonautes.

Amb alld n’hi ha de sobres.
Senyal sax6 astut.

Senyal de bellesa.

Didal de tot.

Didal de trevol astut.

Astucia de tot.

Astucia de didal.

Astucia astuta.

Indrets a mascotes.

Poble nocturn.

Poble nocturn un vidre.

Color caoba.

Color caoba centre.

Rosa és una rosa és una rosa és una rosa.
Extremada bellesa.

Polaines extra.

Extremada bellesa.

Gelat extremadament dolc.

Full vells full vells full vells.
Assecat Assecat cable cable.
Més dolc que préssecs i peres i nata.
Cable assecat cable assecat.
Extra extremada.

Posa mesura tresor.

Mesura tresor.

[.]

(Gertrude Stein. Sagrada Emilia. Barcelona: Café Central, 2005. Trad. Sam
Abrams)



Versio original

[...]

Paper peaches.

Paper peaches are tears.
Rest in grapes.
Thoroughly needed.
Thoroughly needed signs.
All but.

Relieving relieving.
Argonauts.

That is plenty.

Cunning saxon symbol.
Symbol of beauty.
Thimble of everything.
Cunning clover thimble.
Cunning of everything.
Cunning of thimble.
Cunning cunning.

Place in pets.

Night town.

Night town a glass.

Color mahogany.

Color mahogany center.
Rose is a rose is a rose is a rose.
Loveliness extreme.

Extra gaiters.

Loveliness extreme.
Sweetest ice-cream.
Page ages page ages page ages.
Wiped Wiped wire wire.
Sweeter than peaches and pears and cream.
Wiped wire wiped wire.
Extra extreme.

Put measure treasure.
Measure treasure.

[.]

(Gertrude Stein. “Sacred Emily” in Geography and plays. Boston: The four seas
Company,1922 [1913], p. 178-188)



2. AUTOBIOGRAFIA D’ALICE B. TOKLAS

Fernande tenia aleshores una nova amiga, de la qual em parlava sovint. Era Eve,
que vivia amb Marcoussis. | un vespre, tots quatre, Pablo, Fernande, Marcoussis
i Eve, van venir a la Rue de Fleurus. Va ser l'Unica vegada que vam veure
Marcoussis aleshores, fins molts i molts anys més tard.

Entenc perfectament que Eve agradés a Fernande. Tal com ja he dit, la gran
heroina de Fernande era Evelyn Thaw, baixeta i negativa.

Al cap de poc temps, Picasso va venir un dia i va dir a Gertrude Stein que havia
decidit llogar un estudi a la Rue Ravignan. Alla podria treballar millor. No va poder
trobar el seu antic estudi, perd en va llogar un altre al pis de baix de tot. Un dia
el vam anar a veure alla. No hi era, i Gertrude Stein li va deixar una targeta, per
fer-li una broma. Al cap d'uns quants dies, hi vam tornar a anar i Picasso estava
treballant en un quadre on hi havia escrit ma jolie i en una de les cantonades de
baix, pintada, hi havia la targeta de visita de Gertrude Stein. Quan ens n'anavem,
Gertrude Stein em va dir, certament, Fernande no és pas ma jolie, em pregunto
qui deu ser. Uns dies més tard ho vam saber. Pablo se n'havia anat amb Eve.
Aix0 va ser a la primavera. Ells tenien per costum anar a Ceret, prop de Perpinya,
a passar-hi l'estiu, probablement a causa de Manolo, i, malgrat tot, hi van tornar
a anar novament. Fernande hi va anar acompanyada dels Pichot, i Eve, de
Picasso. Es van produir algunes batusses terribles, i després tots van tornar a
Paris.

Un vespre, nosaltres també ja haviem tornat, va venir Picasso. Gertrude Stein i
ell van estar xerrant una bona estona tots dos sols. Era Picasso, va dir ella quan
va tornar a entrar després de dir-li adeu, i m’ha dit una cosa meravellosa de
Fernande, m’ha dit que la seva bellesa sempre I'havia subjugat, perd que no
podia suportar la seva manera de fer. Va afegir, a més, que Pablo i Eve s’havien
instal-lat al Boulevard Raspail, i que aniriem a veure’ls 'endema.

Mentrestant, Gertrude Stein havia rebut una carta de Fernande, molt digna,
escrita amb tota la reticéncia d’'una francesa. Deia que volia dir a Gertrude Stein
que entenia perfectament que la seva amistat sempre havia estat amb Picasso i
que, encara que Gertrude sempre li havia demostrat simpatia i afecte, ara que
Picasso i ella s’havien separat, seria impossible, naturalment, que en el futur hi
hagués cap relaci6 entre elles, ja que, com que la seva amistat havia estat amb
Picasso, no hi havia cap mena de dubte a I'hora d’escollir. Que sempre tindria
un bon record d’ella i que, si mai ho necessitava, es permetria d’apel-lar a la
generositat de Gertrude.

| va ser aixi com Picasso va deixar Montmartre per no tornar-hi mai més.

Gertrude Stein. Autobiografia d’Alice B. Toklas. Barcelona: Eds. 62, 1992, p. 102-
103. Trad.: Assumpta Camps)



Versi6 original

Fernande had at this time a new friend of whom she often spoke to me. This was
Eve who was living with Marcoussis. And one evening all four of them came to
the rue de Fleurus, Pablo, Fernande, Marcoussis and Eve. It was the only time
we ever saw Marcoussis until many many years later.

| could perfectly understand Fernande’s liking for Eve. As | said Fernande’s great
heroine was Evelyn Thaw, small and negative. Here was a little french Evelyn
Thaw, small and perfect.

Not long after this Picasso came one day and told Gertrude Stein that he had
decided to take an atelier in the rue Ravignan. He could work better there. He
could not get back his old one but he took one on the lower floor. One day we
went to see him there. He was not in and Gertrude Stein as a joke left her visiting
card. In a few days we went again and Picasso was at work on a picture on which
was written ma jolie and at the lower corner painted in was Gertrude Stein’s
visiting card. As we went away Gertrude Stein said, Fernande is certainly not ma
jolie, | wonder who it is. In a few days we knew. Pablo had gone off with Eve.
This was in the spring. They all had the habit of going to Céret near Perpignan
for the summer probably on account of Manolo, and they all in spite of everything
went there again. Fernande was there with the Pichots and Eve was there with
Pablo. There were some redoubtable battles and then everybody came back to
Paris.

One evening, we too had come back, Picasso came in. He and Gertrude Stein
had a long talk alone. It was Pablo, she said when she came in from having bade
him goodbye, and he said a marvellous thing about Fernande, he said her beauty
always held him but he could not stand any of her little ways. She further added
that Pablo and Eve were now settled on the boulevard Raspail and we would go
and see them to-morrow.

In the meanwhile Gertrude Stein had received a letter from Fernande, very
dignified, written with the reticence of a frenchwoman. She said that she wished
to tell Gertrude Stein that she understood perfectly that the friendship had always
been with Pablo and that although Gertrude had always shown her every mark
of sympathy and affection now that she and Pablo were separated, it was
naturally impossible that in the future there should be any intercourse between
them because the friendship having been with Pablo there could of course be no
question of a choice. That she would always remember their intercourse with
pleasure and that she would permit herself, if ever she were in need, to throw
herself upon Gertrude’s generosity.

And so Picasso left Montmartre never to return.

(Gertrude Stein. The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas. New York: Harcourt
Brace & Co. 1933, p. 111, 112)



3. EL MON ES RODO

Hi havia una vegada en el passat sempre hi havia camps amb gespa al cim de
cada muntanya. Una muntanya semblava com si tingués roques a la part de dalt
pero veritablement a la part de dalt sempre hi havia gespa i la gespa sempre feia
que es veiés elegant i era bonic.

La gespa sempre és més elegant més elegant que les roques i els arbres, els
arbres sén elegants i també ho sén les roques pero la gespa ho és més.

| aqui a dalt hi havia gespa i continuava i continuava és molt més dificil pujar
amunt i amunt i amunt sobre la gespa que sobre roques i sota arbres.

| transportar una cadira blava cap a dalt continuament a través de la gespa
perque la gespa és abrupta i més abrupta que les roques, era molt dificil aquell
dia i aquesta era la manera que la Rosa seguia el seu cami.

Havia de fer-ho quina altra cosa podia fer ella havia de veure-ho a través de la
pujada alli fer tot el cami alli i asseure’s a la seva cadira.

| quan vas caminant per la gespa €s més dificil de veure on n’hi ha. | en qualsevol
cas qué deia aix0. La gespa no ho deia en qualsevol cas, era verda i res que
sigui verd no té res a dir.

La Rosa sabia que aix0 és perque ella sempre preferia el blau.

(Gertrude Stein. El mén és rodd. Barcelona: Laia, 1985, p. 61-62. Trad.: Marta
Pessarrodona)



Versi6 original

ONCE UPON A time way back, there were always meadows with grass on them
on top of every mountain. A mountain looked as if it had rocks way up there but
really way up there there was always grass and the grass always made it look
elegant and it was nice.

Grass is always the most elegant more elegant than rocks and trees, trees are
elegant and so are rocks but grass is more SO.

And here way up there was grass and it was going on and on and it is so much
harder to climb up and up and up on grass than on rocks and under trees.

And to carry a blue chair way up there on and on through the grass because
grass is steep steeper than rocks are, it was a very difficult day that day and that
was the way Rose went on her way.

She had to what else could she do she had to see it through getting up there to
be all the way there and to sit on her chair.

And when you are walking on grass it is harder to see where there is. And anyway
what did it say. The grass did not say anyway, it was green and nothing green
ever has anything to say.

Rose knew that that is why she always did prefer blue.

(Gertrude Stein. The world is round. Ch. 9. New York: William R. Scott, 1939)



4. QUE SON LES OBRES MESTRES | PER QUE SON TAN ESCASSES

Una vegada vaig escriure en I'escrit The Making of Americans que escrivia per a
mi i per a desconeguts pero aixo era un formalisme merament literari perqué si
escrivia per a mi i per a estranys si realment ho fes no estaria escrivint perque
aleshores la identitat ja ocuparia el lloc de I'entitat. Es terriblement dificil, I'accié
és directa i eficac pero després de tot lI'acci6 és necessaria i tot el que és
necessari té€ a veure amb la naturalesa humana i no amb la ment humana. Per
tant una obra mestra essencialment no ha de ser necessaria, ha de ser que ha
d'existir perd no ha de ser necessaria no és en resposta a la necessitat com
l'accié és perqué l'instant en qué esdevé necessaria no té en si mateixa cap
possibilitat d’acomplir-se.

Tornant al que té com a subjecte una obra mestra. En escriure sobre pintura vaig
dir que un quadre existeix per i en si mateix i que el pintor ha d'utilitzar objectes,
paisatges i persones com a mitja I'inic mitja amb qué pot ser capac de fer que el
quadre existeixi. Aquest és un problema de cadascu i particularment el problema
ara mateix quan tothom que escriu o pinta ha arribat a ser excepcionalment
conscient de les coses que usa és a dir els esdeveniments les persones els
objectes i els paisatges i fonamentalment linstant en qué s’és conscient
profundament conscient d’aquestes coses com a tema l'interes per elles no
existeix.

Aix0 ens explica molt bé la dificultat d'escriure novel-les o poesia en aquests dies.
La tradici6 sempre ha estat que podem descriure més 0 menys les coses que
passen ens les imaginem és clar perd més o menys descrivim les coses que
passen perd avui dia tothom sap el que esta passant al llarg de tot el dia i doncs
el que esta passant no és realment interessant, ho sabem per les radios els
cinemes els diaris les biografies les autobiografies fins que el que esta passant
no emociona realment a ningu, els emociona una mica pero realment no els
emociona. El pintor ja no pot dir que el que fa és com el mén se li presenta perque
ja no pot mirar el mén, ha estat massa fotografiat i ha de dir que fa una altra cosa.
En altre temps un pintor deia que pintava el que veia és clar que no era aixi pero
de tota manera podria dir-ho, ara no ho vol pas dir perqué veure-ho no és
interessant. Aixo té alguna cosa a veure pero no tot amb les obres mestres i per
qué n'hi ha tan poques.

Aixi que veieu per qué parlar no té res a veure amb la creacid, parlar realment
afecta la naturalesa humana tal com és i la naturalesa humana no té res a veure
amb les obres mestres.

(Gertrude Stein. “Qué so6n les obres mestres i per que son tan escasses”. Trad.:
JLY, d’AIDA, 2023)



Versi6 original

| once wrote in writing The Making of Americans | write for myself and strangers
but that was merely a literary formalism for if | did write for myself and strangers
if I did | would not really be writing because already then identity would take the
place of entity. It is awfully difficult, action is direct and effective but after all action
is necessary and anything that is necessary has to do with human nature and not
with the human mind. Therefore a master-piece has essentially not to be
necessary, it has to be that is it has to exist but it does not have to be necessary
it is not in response to necessity as action is because the minute it is necessary
it has in it no possibility of going on.

To come back to what a master-piece has as its subject. In writing about painting
| said that a picture exists for and in itself and the painter has to use objects
landscapes and people as a way the only way that he is able to get the picture to
exist. That is every one's trouble and particularly the trouble just now when every
one who writes or paints has gotten to be abnormally conscious of the things he
uses that is the events the people the objects and the landscapes and
fundamentally the minute one is conscious deeply conscious of these things as
a subject the interest in them does not exist.

You can tell that so well in the difficulty of writing novels or poetry these days.
The tradition has always been that you may more or less describe the things that
happen you imagine them of course but you more or less describe the things that
happen but nowadays everybody all day long knows what is happening and so
what is happening is not really interesting, one knows it by radios cinemas
newspapers biographies autobiographies until what is happening does not really
thrill any one, it excites them a little but it does not really thrill them. The painter
can no longer say that what he does is as the world looks to him because he
cannot look at the world any more, it has been photographed too much and he
has to say that he does something else. In former times a painter said he painted
what he saw of course he didn't but anyway he could say it, now he does not
want to say it because seeing it is not interesting. This has something to do with
master-pieces and why there are so few of them but not everything.

So you see why talking has nothing to do with creation, talking is really human
nature as it is and human nature has nothing to do with master-pieces.

(Gertrude Stein. “What are master-pieces and why are there so few of them”. Los
Angeles, CA: The conference Press, 1940. p. 86-87)



5. PARIS ERA UNA FESTA (Ernest Hemingway)

Ara bé, quan al Luxemburg em quedava sense llum, travessava els jardins i
m’aturava a I’estudi on vivia la Gertrude Stein, al nUmero 27 de la rue de Fleurus.
La meva dona i jo haviem anat un dia a veure la senyoreta Stein, i ella i 'amiga
amb qui vivia havien sigut molt cordials i amistoses, i a nosaltres ens havia
encantat aquell gran estudi ple de quadres. Era com si fos una de les millors
sales del museu, amb la diferéncia que tenia una gran llar de foc, que a dins s’hi
estava calent i comode, i que et donaven bon menijar i te i destil-lats naturals de
prunes liles o grogues o de gerds de bosc. Aquests licors olorosos i transparents
es conservaven en ampolles de vidre treballat i se servien en gots petits, i tant si
era quetsche, com mirabelle o framboise, tots conservaven el gust de la fruita
originaria, transformat en un foc controlat que t’escalfava i et deixava anar la
llengua.

La senyoreta Stein era molt corpulenta sense ser alta i tenia una complexié
robusta, com de pagesa. Tenia uns ulls bonics i una cara forta de jueva alemanya
que també hauria pogut ser frililesa, i tota ella em recordava les pageses del nord
d’ltalia, amb aquella roba, aquella cara expressiva i els cabells preciosos,
gruixuts i vius d'immigrant que duia exactament tal com els devia dur en I'eépoca
de la universitat. Xerrava sense parar; al principi, només de persones i de llocs.
La seva companya tenia una veu molt agradable, era menuda, molt morena, duia
els cabells tallats com Joana d’Arc a les il-lustracions de Boutet de Monvel i tenia
un nas de ganxo. Quan la vam coneéixer brodava, i alhora que cosia es cuidava
del menjar i la beguda i parlava amb la meva dona. Dirigia una conversa i
n’escoltava dues, i sovint interrompia aquella en qué no participava. Més
endavant em va explicar que ella sempre enraonava amb les dones dels
visitants. Les dones, segons vam percebre tant la meva dona com jo, només
eren tolerades. Perd la senyoreta Stein i la seva amiga ens queien bé, tot i que
lamiga feia una mica de por. Els quadres, els pastissos i I'eau-de-vie eren
realment espléndids. Teniem la sensacié que nosaltres també els quéiem bé, i
ens tractaven com si féssim criatures molt bones, educades i precoces, i vaig
tenir la sensacié que ens perdonaven que estiguéssim en- amorats i casats —ja
ho arreglaria el temps, aix0, i el dia que la meva dona les va convidar a prendre
el te, van acceptar.

(Ernest Hemingway. Paris era una festa. Barcelona: Viena, 2018, p. 18-19. Trad.:
Ferran Rafols Gesa)
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Versi6 original

But if the light was gone in the Luxembourg | would walk up through the gardens
and stop in at the studio apartment where Gertrude Stein lived at 27 rue de
Fleurus.

My wife and | had called on Miss Stein, and she and the friend who lived with her
had been very cordial and friendly and we had loved the big studio with the great
paintings. It was like one of the best rooms in the finest museum except there
was a big fireplace and it was warm and comfortable and they gave you good
things to eat and tea and natural distilled liqueurs made from purple plums, yellow
plums or wild raspberries. These were fragrant, colorless alcohols served from
cut-glass carafes in small glasses and whether they were quetsche, mirabelle or
framboise they all tasted like the fruits they came from, converted into a controlled
fire on your tongue that warmed you and loosened it.

Miss Stein was very big but not tall and was heavily built like a peasant woman.
She had beautiful eyes and a strong German-Jewish face that also could have
been Friulano and she reminded me of a northern ltalian peasant woman with
her clothes, her mobile face and her lovely, thick, alive immigrant hair which she
wore put up in the same way she had probably worn it in college. She talked all
the time and at first it was about people and places.

Her companion had a very pleasant voice, was small, very dark, with her hair cut
like Joan of Arc in the Boutet de Monvel illustrations and had a very hooked nose.
She was working on a piece of needlepoint when we first met them and she
worked on this and saw to the food and drink and talked to my wife. She made
one conversation and listened to two and often interrupted the one she was not
making. Afterwards she explained to me that she always talked to the wives. The
wives, my wife and | felt, were tolerated. But we liked Miss Stein and her friend,
although the friend was frightening. The paintings and the cakes and the eau-de-
vie were truly wonderful. They seemed to like us too and treated us as though we
were very good, well mannered and promising children and | felt that they forgave
us for being in love and being married —time would fix that—and when my wife
invited them to tea, they accepted.

(Ernest Hemingway. A moveable feast. New York: Charles Scribner’s sons, 1964.
p. 13-15)
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