
oh friendly light 
oh fresh source of light 
those who have invented neither powder nor compass 
those who could harness neither steam nor electricity 
those who explored neither the seas nor the sky but those 
without whom the earth would not be the earth 
gibbosity all the more beneficent as the bare earth even more earth 
silo where that which is earthiest about earth ferments and ripens 
my negritude is not a stone, it deafens hurled against the clamor of the day 
my negritude is not a leukoma of dead liquid over the earth’s dead eye 
my negritude is neither tower nor cathedral 
it takes root in the red flesh of the soil 
it takes root in the ardent flesh of the sky 
it breaks through the opaque prostration with its upright patience 

Eia for the royal Cailcedra! 
Eia for those who have never invented anything 
for those who never explored anything 
for those who never conquered anything 

but yield, captivated, to the essence of things 
ignorant of surfaces but captivated by the motion of all things 
indifferent to conquering, but playing the game of the world 
truly the eldest sons of the world 
porous to all the breathing of the world 
drainless channel for all the water of the world 
spark of the sacred fire of the world 
flesh of the world’s flesh pulsating with the very motion of the world! 
 Tepid dawn of ancestral virtues 

Blood! Blood! all our blood aroused by the male heart of the sun 
those who know about femininity of the moon’s oily body 
the reconciled exultation of antelope and star 
those whose survival travels in the germination of grass! 
Eia perfect circle of the world, enclosed concordance! 

Hear the white world 
horribly weary from its immense efforts 
its stiff joints crack under the hard stars 
hear its blue steel rigidity pierce the mystic flesh 
its deceptive victories tout its defeats 
hear the grandiose alibis of its pitiful stumblings 

Pity for our omniscient and naive conquerors! 

Eia for grief and its udders of reincarnated tears 
for those who have never explored anything 
for those who have never conquered anything 

Eia for joy 
Eia for love 
Eia for grief and its udders of reincarnated tears 

and here at the end of these wee hours is my virile prayer that I hear neither 
the laughter nor the screams, my eyes fixed on this town which I prophesy, 
beautiful, 

grant me the savage faith of the sorcerer 
grant my hands power to mold 
grant my soul the sword’s temper 
I won’t flinch. Make my head into a figurehead 
and as for me, my heart, do not make me into a father nor a brother, 
nor a son, but into the father, the brother, the son, 
nor a husband, but the lover of this unique people. 

Make me resist any vanity, but espouse its genius as the fist extended arm! 

Make me a steward of its blood 
make me trustee of its resentment  
make me into a man for the ending 
make me into a man for the beginning 
make me into a man of meditation 
but also make me into a man of germination 

make into the executor of these lofty works 
the time has come to gird one’s loins like a brave man— 

But in doing so, my heart, preserve me from all hatred 
do not make me into that man of hatred for whom I feel only hatred 
for entrenched as I am into this unique race 
you still know my tyrannical love 
you know that it is not from hatred of other races 
that I demand a digger for this unique race 
that what i want 
is for universal hunger 
for universal thirst 

to summon it to generate, 
free at last, from its intimate closeness 
the succulence of fruit.  

Selection from Aimé Césaire’s 
Notebook of a Return to the Native Land (1939) 
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Le Coste Litrozzo Rosso 2019

2017 Naïma and David Didon 
Bourgogne Rouge

2013 Dufour Bistrøtage Champagne

Definitive Chenin Blanc from the silex rich 
soils of Jasniéres. Hazy, mouth-watering, 
energetic. Nathalie proves every year that 
Chenin Blanc can be fun without being 
frivolous. Pair with sourdough bread and 
soft goat cheese.

Nathalie Gaubicher Patapon Blanc 2018

Giannmarco and Clemetine make an 
insane range of wines from their pristine 
vines in Lazio. This is normally their glou-
glou slammer, but this year  it has 
surprising volume and depth. But it is still 
meant to be chilled down, thrown in a 
back-pack, and uncorked with a big group 
of friends + Prosciutto. 

Charles Dufour buys these perfectly 
famred Pinot Noir grapes from his 
mother François Martinot. He picks at 
maximum ripeness, and does not add 
sugar or sulfites at any point—an 
extreme rarity in Champagne, and one 
of the reasons we can’t enough of this. 
Pair it with a rich, saucy poultry dish.

David directs the farming for the 
illustrious Domaine de Montille, 
while also farming a tiny 1.2 
hectare plot out on the fringes. 
Inspired by his buddy Julien 
Atlaber, he and his wife Naïma now 
make their own wine without any 
additives. This is plush, juicy Pinot 
Noir for chilly summer nights. 


