OrpheusEurydice2.0100_Sciamma
Portrait of a Lady on Fire (Portrait de la jeune fille en feu; dir. C. Sciamma, 2019) adapts the classical myth of Orpheus and Eurydice.

Acknowledgement I: 
1:11:10-1:14:38

The myth of Eurydice is read into the record of the screenplay as an overtly acknowledged mythological reference. In Linda Hutcheon’s terminology, the acknowledgement makes the viewers “knowing”.

Sophie joins Marianne for an after-dinner reading by Heloise of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, 10.16-39, 45-63.
The camera interchanges three full-face close-up shots of the reader and two listeners. Sophie, the young housemaid is clearly the most active respondent to the received text. Sophie is the one character in the house who has recently had sexual relations with a man; the abortion of her unwanted pregnancy having not yet played out in the screenplay at this point. It may pertain to the understanding of the Ovidian text that Marianne, but not Heloise, claims to have experienced heterosexual intercourse. Within the film’s context Heloise and Marianne have begun to experience intimacy, always apart from Sophie’s direct knowledge. On this evening beside the hearth, Marianne’s knowing glances indicate that she may have special knowledge of the Ovidian text; after all, the book Heloise has appropriated came to the house in Marianne’s possession. 
 The text of Ovid’s Eurydice myth enters the film in French as an abridged translation of the Latin original. It is much condensed, likely for the sake of holding the audience’s attention. Later in the film, we see open pages (pp. 27 and 28) of the French text, and see it with sufficient clarity to be able to discern that Marianne brought a copy of Antoine Banier’s Metamorphoses, a popular 1737 French translation of Ovid’s great poem which Abbé Banier explicated with learned notes. In moment of reading the Eurydice myth into the record, Banier’s text, however, is not used. Rather, certain phrasings suggest that Heloise is reading a text translated directly from the original Latin. Without putting too fine a point on it, Heloise herself is not translating this text from the original Latin, but she appears to be reading a French translation that touches upon the essential points of Ovid’s account in Metamorphoses 10.16-61. 

No prelude is given to the sudden arrival of Ovid’s Orpheus myth. We have known nothing about the book Marianne brought to the house except that Heloise has borrowed it. Nor, in this moment has there been any preparation for us that we will experience a literary text at all. 

Heloise: “Then, striking the lyre to accompany his words, he sang, ‘Oh, Gods of the Underworld, to which mortals descend, I am here to seek my wife. A viper that she trod on poisoned her and robbed her of her youth. I beseech you: unravel the thread of Eurydice’s early demise. All will be yours. We all end up here. This is our final abode. You reign over the human race. After living out her fair span of years, she will be yours. If the fates refuse my wife this favour, I am determined not to return. You may delight in both our deaths.” 
Sophie: 	He’s convincing. 
Heloise: 	Very.
Sophie: 	I hope they say yes. 
Heloise: 	“Then, for the first time, tears wet the cheeks of the Eumenides, won over by his words. Neither the king’s bride, nor the ruler of Hades could resist his prayer. They sent for Eurydice. She was there, among the recent spirits, and approached, limping from her wound. [quick glance to see whether others get the joke] She was returned to Orpheus on condition that he would not look back until outside, or the favour would be void. IN deep silence they took a sloping path, steep and dark, shrouded in thick mist. They were nearing the surface, approaching the threshold, when … / fearing losing Eurydice and impatient to see her, her loving spouse turned and she was instantly drawn back. She reached out for his embrace and wished to hold him. Her poor hands clutched only the empty air. Dying a second time, she did not complain. His sole fault was loving her.”
Sophie: 	That’s horrible. Poor woman. Why did he turn? He was told not to but did, for no reason. 
Marianne: There are reasons. 
Sophie: 	You think so? Read it again. 
Heloise: 	“They were nearing the surface, approaching the threshold, when, fearing losing Eurydice and impatient to see her, her loving spouse turned.”
Sophie: 	No, he can’t look at her for fear of losing her. That’s no reason. He was told not to do that. 
Heloise: 	He’s madly in love. He can’t resist.
Marianne: I think Sophie has a point. He could resist. His reasons aren’t serious. Perhaps he makes a choice.
Sophie: 	What choice?
Marianne: He choose the memory of [Eurydice]. That’s why he turns. He doesn’t make the lover’s choice, but the poet’s. 
Heloise: 	“She spoke a last farewell, that scarcely reached his ears and fell back into the abyss.” … Perhaps she was the one who said, ‘Turn around.’
	 
Latin text (Anderson, ed.) and Macfarlane’s hyper-literal translation follows:



                                       nam nupta per herbas	
dum nova naiadum turba comitata vagatur,	
occidit in talum serpentis dente recepto.	10
quam satis ad superas postquam Rhodopeius auras	
deflevit vates, ne non temptaret et umbras,	
ad Styga Taenaria est ausus descendere porta	
perque leves populos simulacraque functa sepulcro	
Persephonen adiit inamoenaque regna tenentem	15
umbrarum dominum pulsisque ad carmina nervis	
sic ait: 'o positi sub terra numina mundi,	
in quem reccidimus, quicquid mortale creamur,	
si licet et falsi positis ambagibus oris	
vera loqui sinitis, non huc, ut opaca viderem	20
Tartara, descendi, nec uti villosa colubris	
terna Medusaei vincirem guttura monstri:	
causa viae est coniunx, in quam calcata venenum	
vipera diffudit crescentesque abstulit annos.	
posse pati volui nec me temptasse negabo:	25
vicit Amor. supera deus hic bene notus in ora est;	
an sit et hic, dubito: sed et hic tamen auguror esse,	
famaque si veteris non est mentita rapinae,	
vos quoque iunxit Amor. per ego haec loca plena timoris,	
per Chaos hoc ingens vastique silentia regni,	30
Eurydices, oro, properata retexite fata.	
omnia debemur vobis, paulumque morati	
serius aut citius sedem properamus ad unam.	
tendimus huc omnes, haec est domus ultima, vosque	
humani generis longissima regna tenetis.	35
haec quoque, cum iustos matura peregerit annos,	
iuris erit vestri: pro munere poscimus usum;	
quodsi fata negant veniam pro coniuge, certum est	
nolle redire mihi: leto gaudete duorum.'
Talia dicentem nervosque ad verba moventem	40
exsangues flebant animae; nec Tantalus undam	
captavit refugam, stupuitque Ixionis orbis,	
nec carpsere iecur volucres, urnisque vacarunt	
Belides, inque tuo sedisti, Sisyphe, saxo.	
tunc primum lacrimis victarum carmine fama est	45
Eumenidum maduisse genas, nec regia coniunx	
sustinet oranti nec, qui regit ima, negare,	
Eurydicenque vocant: umbras erat illa recentes	
inter et incessit passu de vulnere tardo.	
hanc simul et legem Rhodopeius accipit heros,	50
ne flectat retro sua lumina, donec Avernas	
exierit valles; aut inrita dona futura.	
carpitur adclivis per muta silentia trames,	
arduus, obscurus, caligine densus opaca,	
nec procul afuerunt telluris margine summae:	55
hic, ne deficeret, metuens avidusque videndi	
flexit amans oculos, et protinus illa relapsa est,	
bracchiaque intendens prendique et prendere certans	
nil nisi cedentes infelix arripit auras.	
iamque iterum moriens non est de coniuge quicquam
questa suo (quid enim nisi se quereretur amatam?)   61	
supremumque 'vale,' quod iam vix auribus ille	
acciperet, dixit revolutaque rursus eodem est.	
  Non aliter stupuit gemina nece coniugis Orpheus,	
quam tria qui timidus, medio portante catenas,	65

  He strummed the strings as accompaniment 
for his songs and spoke these words: O ye,
who are set as the powers of the world under
the earth, whither we — whosoever are 
created as mortal — all return…
the purpose of my journey is my wife, into
whom the trodden viper infused its venom, from
whom it snatched away her growing years.

I beg you: unweave Eurydice’s hastened fate.
We owe everything to you. Though we may 
tarry a while, sooner or later we all come to this
same resting place. This is our final home. And you hold the human race’s longest-lasting kingdom. This woman also, when she will have completed her rightful allocation of years at a ripe old age, will belong to your jurisdiction.
If the fates deny my wife their favor, it is a sureity
that I will not be willing to come back here (later).
So, delight in the demise of two (souls).

Then, for the first time ever, the story goes, the 
cheeks of the Eumenides (who were defeated
by his song) were moisted by tears; nor did the 
regal wife, nor did he who rules below, suc-
ceed at denying the plaintiff. And they 
summoned Eurydice. She was among the new-
arrived shades. And she approached at a limp 
on account of her wound. The Rhodopeian hero 
received simultaneously her and the law that he not turn his eyes back until he had exited the valleys of Avernus; or else, the gift would be nullified. The upward foot-path is seized
through hushed silence. It was hard and dark, and
thick with murky darkness. And they were
not far from the edge of the top of the world —
Here, fearing that she was lagging and eager
to see her, the loving man turned his eyes back, 
and suddenly she slipped back, extending her
arms, fighting to be held and to hold. The un-
fortunate girl grasped nothing but yielding
breezes. And, now dying a second time, she did not utter any complaint at all about her spouse. (For what would she complain about except that she had been loved?) Her final “Farewell”, which already he could scarcely hear with his ears, she spoke, and she rolled back again to the same
spot as before.
  


Ovid, Les Metamorphoses d’Ovide traduites en François, avec des remarques det des explications historiques. Par M. l’Abbé [Anthoine] Banier, de l’Académie Royale des inscriptions et Belles Lettres. Nouvelle Edition, Paris, 1737. 
https://books.google.com/books?id=KC5PAAAAcAAJ&lpg=PA419&ots=shK53ul2-i&dq=M%C3%AAmes%20vents%20qui%20la%20font%20%C3%A9clorre%2C%20a%20font&pg=PP9#v=onepage&q=M%C3%AAmes%20vents%20qui%20la%20font%20%C3%A9clorre,%20a%20font&f=false


Citation of  Ov. Met. 10.734-39 as translated by Banier is shown in the film’s printed book on page 28; although the 1737-formatted text on scanned for Google Books has this text on page 415.]

|| quelque éclat, en moins d’une heure il en fortit une Fleur rouge qui ressembloit à celle de la Grenade. Cette Fleur dure peu de temps, puisque les mêmes vents qui la font éclorre, la sont aussi tomber.  

Thus, I conclude that Sciamma’s team has acquired (an apparently) modern printing of the Banier text, one which would seem to be a multi-volume printing that opens with Met. 10, achieving the end of the book on page 28 and not providing any of the scholarly commentary that made Banier’s text so important in its day.


NOTES on the French text of the acknowledgement dialogue By Bob Maxwell, Jan 2021:
Transliteration I:

The Ovid translation is that of Georges LaFaye (Belles Lettres, 1928) (but LaFaye died in 1927, so the translation was created before 1928—introduction dated 15 March 1927). In a few places they change a word or two or leave parts out. [I have saved the PDF of the LaFaye in the file for ClCv261 on the harddrive.]

Après avoir préludé, en frappant les cordes de sa lyre, il chanta ainsi: “O divinités de ce monde souterrain où retournent [LaFaye: retombent] toutes les créatures mortelles de notre espèce [quite a bit left out here], “Je suis venu chercher ici mon épouse. Une vipère, qu’elle avait foulée du pied, lui avait [LaFaye: a] injecté son venin, et l’a fait périr à la fleur de l’âge. [quite a bit left out here] Je vous en conjure, défaites la trame trop tôt terminé du destin d’Eurydice. Il n’est rien qui ne vous soit dû. [several lines left out] C’est ici que nous tendons tous. Ici est notre dernière demeure. C’est vous qui regnez le plus longtemps sur le genre humain. Elle aussi, quand mûre pour la tonbe, elle aura accompli une existence d’une juste mesure, elle sera soumise à vos lois. [a line left out] Si les destins me refusent cette faveur pour mon épouse, je suis résolu à ne point renvenir [LaFaye: revenir] sur mes pas. Réjouissez-vous de nous voir succomber tous les deux.”

Il est convaincant. [N.B.: I learned an extremely fine detail of French orthography at this point: the difference between “convaincant” (adjective) and “convainquant” (participle)]

Très.

Mon dieu, j’espère, qu’ils vont dire “oui”.

Alors, pour la première fois, des larmes mouillèrent, dit-on, les joues des Euménides, vaincues par ces accents. Ni l’épouse du souverain, ni le dieu qui gouverne les enfers, ne peuvent resister à une telle prière. Ils appelent Eurydice. Elle était là, parmis les ombres récemment arrivées. Elle s’avance, d’un pas que ralentissait sa blessure. Orphée … obtient qu’elle lui soit rendue à la contition qu’il ne jettera pas les yeux derrière lui avant d’être sorti. … Sinon la faveur sera sans éffet. Ils prennent, au milieu d’un profonde silence, un sentier en pente, escarpé, obscure, eveloppé d’un épais brouillard. Ils n’étaient pas loin d’atteindre la surface de la terre, ils touchaient au bord, lorsque, craignant qu’Eurydice ne lui échappe et impatient de la voir, son amoureux époux tourne les yeux, et aussitôt elle est entraînée en arrière. Elle tend les bras, elle cherche son étreinte et veut l’étreindre elle-même. L’infortunée ne saisit [tout? LaFaye: que] l’air impalpable. On rompt [LaFaye: En mourant pour] la second fois. … De quoi … se plaindrait-elle, sinon d’être aimée? 

C’est horrible! La pauvre [note this refers to Eurydice, not Orpheus], pouquoi s’est-il retourné? On lui a dit de ne pas se retourner et au dernier moment il se retourne sans raison. 

Il y a des raisons. 

Vous trouvez? Allez-y, relisez.

Ils n’étaient pas loin d’atteindre la surface de la terre, ils touchaient au bord, lorsque, craignant qu’Eurydice ne lui échappe et impatient de la voir, son amoureux époux tourne les yeux. 

Mais non. Il ne peut pas la regarder parce qu’il a peur de la perdre. Ça ne tire pas, ces raisons. C’est précisement la consequence qu’on lui a donée.

Il est fou d’amour. Il ne résiste pas.

Moi je crois que Sophie n’a pas tort. Ce n’est pas plus fort que lui, et les raisons ne sont pas sérieuses. Peut-être que s’il se retourne c’est qu’il fait le choix.

Quel choix? 

Il choisit le souvenir d’Eurydice. C’est pour ça qu’il se retourne. Il ne fait pas le choix de l’amoureux, il fait le choix du poète.

Elle lui addresse un adieu supreme, qui déjà ne peut au’à peine parvenir jusqu’à ces oreilles et elle retombe à l’abime d’où elle sortait. 

Peut-être que c’est elle qui lui a dit, “Retourne-toi.”



Acknowledgement II
1:52:40 

Art Critic: Are you standing guard?
Marianne:  I am observing reactions.
Art Critic: Do you want mine? This Orpheus is excellent. Your father is in shape. 
Marianne: It’s my painting. I submitted it in his name.
Art Critic: Usually he’s portrayed before he turns, or after Eurydice dies. Here they seem to be saying goodbye.

The acknowledgement II text, transcribed by Bob Maxwell (Jan 2021):
Transliteration II:

Vous montez la garde?

J’observe les reactions.

Vous voulez la mienne? Il est très bien, cet Orphée. Il est en forme, votre père.

C’est mon tableau. Je l’ai inscrit sous son nom.

On a tendence à le représenter avant qu’il ne se retourne, ou après, quand Eurydice meurt. Chez vous, on dirait qu’ils se saluent. 






Heloise self-portrait with child. 
Finger is in page 28. 


1:55:00 at the opera
   Vivaldi.

 FIN


Credits: 
Doublure Peintre “Marianne” Hélène Delmair

Citation extraite de “Souvenirs T. 3 de Mme Vigée-Lebrun, 1835-1837

Le Jeune Fille en Feu
Titre original compose, arrange et mixé par Jean-Baptiste de Laubier et Arthur Simonini




Another reference: 
https://www.maturetimes.co.uk/a-stunning-love-story-about-art-love-and-the-female-gaze/
