But one doesn’t fight in the hope of success!

No! No! it’s rather much finer when the score is fruitless!

All of you there, what are you? There are a thousand of you?

Ah! I recognize you, all my old enemies!

Falsehood?

Take that! And that! – Ha! Ha! Compromise!

Prejudice! Treachery!

Do I come to terms with you?
Never! Never! Ah! There you are! You too, Stupidity?

I know well that in the end you will lay me low;

No matter: I fight! I fight! I fight!

Yes, you strip everything from me, the laurel and the rose!

Strip me! Yet, despite you, there is something

That I still carry, and this evening, when I will enter Heaven,

When my salute will sweep across the blue threshold,

Something is left, without stain or smutch, 

That I bear still,  despite you

And that is…

My panache.

