Document generated on 04/25/2024 3:02 a.m.

Moebius
Ecritures / Littérature

Nuit

Francine Trudeau

Number 1, 1977
URLI: https://id.erudit.org/iderudit/15524ac

See table of contents

Publisher(s)
Editions Triptyque

ISSN

0225-1582 (print)
1920-9363 (digital)

Explore this journal

Cite this article
Trudeau, F. (1977). Nuit. Moebius, (1), 3-4.

Tous droits réservés © Editions Triptyque, 1977

moebius

This document is protected by copyright law. Use of the services of Erudit
(including reproduction) is subject to its terms and conditions, which can be
viewed online.

https://apropos.erudit.org/en/users/policy-on-use/

erudit

This article is disseminated and preserved by Erudit.

Erudit is a non-profit inter-university consortium of the Université de Montréal,
Université Laval, and the Université du Québec a Montréal. Its mission is to
promote and disseminate research.

https://www.erudit.org/en/


https://apropos.erudit.org/en/users/policy-on-use/
https://www.erudit.org/en/
https://www.erudit.org/en/
https://www.erudit.org/en/journals/moebius/
https://id.erudit.org/iderudit/15524ac
https://www.erudit.org/en/journals/moebius/1977-n1-moebius1006627/
https://www.erudit.org/en/journals/moebius/

SOLITUDE

Il semble qu’une pierre coule

Dans le gel aigre des sueurs bleues,

Il semble que 'univers houle

Dans le ventre mort de son oeil creux.

Il semble ...

Lorsque I’horizon se desséche
Et que la chair devient fontaine.

NUIT

Au temple double de tes yeux amers,
Le chant a ’azur s’enracine
Et I’envol, tend a la nuit son éveil.



Nous inventerons ce miracle
effacant les lignes mortelles.

Francine Trudeau




