Prayer to go to Paradise with donkeys

When it is necessary to go to you, O my God, do

be it on a day when the campaign in celebration

poudroiera. I desire, as I did here below,

choose a path to go, as I please,

in Paradise, where the stars are in full daylight.

I will take my stick and on the high road

I will go, and I will say to the donkeys, my friends:

I am Francis Jammes and I go to Heaven,

for there is no hell in the land of God.
I will say to them: Come, sweet friends of the blue sky,

poor, darling creatures who, with an abrupt ear movement,

hunt flat flies, wolves and bees ...

May I appear to you in the midst of these beasts

that I love so much, because they lower their heads

gently, and stop by joining their little feet

in a very sweet way and that makes me pity.

I will arrive followed by their thousands of ears,

followed by those who carried to the side of the baskets,

of those trailing cars of acrobats

or cars of feather dusters and tinplate,

of those who have on their backs heaps,

full donkeys like skins, in broken steps,

of those who wear small pants

because of the blue and oozing wounds that make

stubborn flies grouping in circles.

My God, do with these donkeys I come to you.

Do that in peace, angels lead us

to bushy streams where cherries tremble

smooth as the laughing flesh of young girls,

and let that, leaning in this place of souls,

on your divine waters, I'm like donkeys

who will mimic their humble and sweet poverty

to the limpidity of eternal love.

Francis Jammes (1868-1938)

Mourning Primroses, Paris, Mercure de France, 1901.

