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A NOTE ON THE TEXT





Original volume publication of these poems is clearly shown in the Contents list, though not repeated elsewhere. The texts of the poems, despite their ascription to the individual collections in which they appeared, are in the first three sections drawn from the sometimes revised versions of New and Collected Poems (1985).
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PREFACE





I suppose that I first became aware of my father’s early fame in 1943, when at the age of six I came across his uniformed photograph in the local evening paper and his name in the Radio Times. The war for me had meant a happy exile to my grandparents’ house in Blackpool, interspersed with uncomfortable experiences of transient digs during his naval training in Lee-on-Solent, Warrington, Harrogate and Aberdeen, keeping myself occupied as best I could and listening to his records on a wind-up gramophone kept under the bed: Ella Fitzgerald’s ‘Black Coffee’ or the neglected Countess in The Marriage of Figaro. For him, the war brought separation, drudgery, fear and uncertainty, but also the compensation of success for his poems. His second collection, The Middle of a War, published when he was thirty, made his name: a new impression of 1,500 copies was needed within two months of publication.


During his subsequent posting to Nairobi as an air fitter in the Fleet Air Arm I missed him probably less than he missed my mother and me (his absence was simply part of what he had become, like the unfamiliarly deep upper lip when they shaved off his moustache) but for him that exile gave him further crucial experiences of alienation and political uncertainty:






When we have pissed away the marble walls,


And turned a foreign vandyke in the suns,


And lions wander in the ruined halls


And come and lick the barrels of our guns,


And the last letter has arrived and been


Forgotten, and the nights are dreamless –







                                                                  Then


Shall we be free? And turn for home, as lean


And baffled wolves turn for their starving den?


Or shall we merely look upon our nails


And see what kind of beast we have become;


And weep at that: or, if our nature fails,


Shrug, and descend to dancing and the drum?








This possibility of a civilisation succumbing to barbarism is from ‘The Legions’ in A Lost Season (1944) and chimes with similar sentiments in poems from Auden’s Cavafy period, which my father, though an immense admirer of Auden, could not yet have read.


The imperial débâcle postulated by ‘The Legions’ was a natural outcome of his experience of Kenya and of the general feeling of the conscripted military forces that once Hitler had been defeated then the Tories should be turned out, too. For my father (long a convinced and active socialist) the class divisiveness of British society was perfectly symbolised by the arrangements for the officers and other ranks on the troopship carrying him to Africa. He witnessed the discontent and great desire for change at first hand: ‘It is the beginning of something. What is lacking is the confidence that things can be changed, that the people at the top both in this life & in civvie street can be deposed. The reason for this lack of confidence is the lack of knowledge of the machinery of revolution. Every bourgeois intellectual who has ‘gone over’ to the proletariat & who is not in the ranks has betrayed the proletariat: he has precious knowledge, precious, which can transform the anger & disgust & disillusion’ (unpublished journal, 1942). He felt similarly about the evidence of imperialist attitudes in Kenya.


After the war, my father took up his old job in the legal department of the Woolwich Building Society, in one sense a return to the upper decks. He embarked on a renewed programme of writing and the continuation of the process of self-education which had kept him sane on that troopship, when he was reading Thackeray and Balzac and Jacobean drama in his hammock. During this post-war period, with our family together again and resettled in Blackheath in suburban London, I became more and more aware of his punishing daily schedule (familiar to anyone who has attempted such a dual life), getting up at 6.30 to write poems, then reading for book reviews and longer articles in the evening. He even used to come home from Woolwich in the middle of the day, so that he could have a lunch that suited his precarious digestion, take a brief rest and do some more literary work. Regular habits of this kind, with the maintenance of commonplace books and other notebooks, lasted for the rest of his life. He was once more, and more than ever, an organisation man, with an endless willingness to serve his profession. In 1948, for example, he had in preparation both Questions and Answers in Building Society Law and Practice (Franey & Co.) and With My Little Eye: A Mystery Story for Teen Agers (John Lehmann).


His journalism and broadcasting at first show little slackening of the political attitudes of his youth. In a long and generally very positive article on the still-unpopular George Eliot, written in 1945, for example, he attacked her last novel for a perceived evasiveness which he cannot help associating with his own now ambiguous position: ‘It is difficult to avoid seeing Zionism in Deronda as a naïve substitute for socialism, as evidenced by its lean and fanatic partisans, the tawdry, serious meetings, Deronda’s first prejudice against it, his love for the Jewish (read ‘proletarian’) girl, his discovery that he has been a ‘proletarian’ all the time. He is, in fact, the perfect left-wing intellectual; sheepishly making assignations with the revolutionaries and hating anyone, particularly of the working-class, touching him, toying with the movement like a surfeited cat with a cod’s-head.’ The last comic image is a classic commonplace Fullerian touch, an irony designed to defuse the more serious self-accusation that might be levelled at him as such a left-wing intellectual.


The Roman metaphor of ‘The Legions’ quoted above is continued in poems like ‘Translation’ written in 1949 (see p. 57) but the intervening four years of post-war disillusion have now led to a crucial and decisive distancing from political commitment:






The ruling class will think I am on their side


And make friendly overtures, but I shall retire


To the side farther from Picra and write some poems


        About the doom of the whole boiling.








This is the classic position of disaffected Roman poets, but it has a particular significance for a politicised British writer of the 1930s who has given up hope of revolution. Though coming to maturity during the war, my father had been writing for well over a decade. Born in 1912, and having been articled to a firm of solicitors  since the age of sixteen when he left school, he had already completed a volume of poems as early as September 1934, which he submitted to the Hogarth Press (‘Their merit and originality are considerable,’ said Leonard Woolf). His eventual first collection had appeared in 1939. Even by then, the poems of his first political period had been largely replaced by poems from his surrealist period. The traumas of war effectively encouraged an approach quite different from either of these somewhat programmed modes. This was to tell the truth as he saw it, either in the light of the most credible and adaptable ideas of historians, philosophers and scientists, or simply as it occurred to him in the circumstances of common daily life. It is in this area, where ideas and feelings luminously encounter each other, that most of his best work continues to be found.


As I grew up, I of course got to know my father’s work pretty well, almost as it appeared. I read that novel ‘for Teen Agers’ at the age of twelve; fed him on holiday with similes which he then inserted into a poem, with a charming acknowledgement; collaborated with him on French translations and an abortive play; and in the middle of my teens started to write poems myself. I have never known whether this early closeness has made me a privileged or partial judge of his work. We always read and commented on each other’s poems, and in due course, when my own interests were established, our criticisms were blessedly free from flattery or offence. His advice was of infinite technical benefit to me, coming as it did from such a tender, generous and humorous man. I could not have had a better father.


Choosing the poems for this selection has been difficult. I have had to judge afresh the faults of the familiar, to temper undue fondness for favourites, and distinguish between essentially indistinguishable successes. The corpus is large (a Complete Poems might easily reach over 950 pages) so that some very broad pruning has had to be done. In general, I have wanted to maintain variety, while giving sufficient elbow room to his sonnet sequences, where completeness is an advantage. I have included little from before the war, and little, too, of the often occasional immediately post-war poems, where it seems to me that pressure of other work narrowed their effect. There was a breakthrough in the 1950s with new themes from myth and history, and a surprising metaphysical  deepening in New Poems of 1968. Many of the later volumes really need to be read through in bulk (the annotatory tercets of From the Joke Shop, for example, or the sonnets of Available for Dreams), and the whole idea of sequence begins to take a grip on his mode of writing. Once the pen begins to ‘run on’, everything is grist to the meditative mill: the expanding universe, the dwindling family past, dreams, Music Hall celebrities, the wildlife of a suburban garden, ill health, literary quirks, domestic routines, the ever-changing quality of the sky at dusk. He is not the only poet to have so dignified ordinary experience, but the insistent honesty of the way in which he does it became a whole way of writing.


Honesty (or is it the inexhaustible frankness of apologia?) was also a principle behind the volumes of memoirs (collected as The Strange and the Good, 1989) but it never descended to the intimate or the confessional. It was more interested, as were his novels, in the social aspects of human relations. Even the somewhat Kafkaesque predicaments of the adulterous solicitor in Image of a Society or the guilty father in The Father’s Comedy are about conflicts with institutions as much as with individuals. The memoirs are concerned with the humorous eccentricities of others, and the supposed moral failings of the author.


One extreme exemplum of this watchful outlook is my father’s despair at follies that appeared to devalue the culture he worked so hard to acquire and preserve. To sing in a choir, like his maternal grandmother (indeed, to sacrifice her unusual talent to a life of wifely support and public service), was of inestimable virtue; to pursue a specious fame in ignorance of the best in the tradition, or with exhibitionist self-confidence, was unspeakable. At times, in television commentaries contemporary with his role as a Governor of the BBC, for example, or when he served on the Arts Council and notoriously resigned on issues of funding choices, he did speak up, very often in a voice of rebuke and irritation. These institutions would, in an ideal world, be responsible for the very best in the arts and in popular culture that could be found and promoted. My father was affronted when they were not. It was a sign of ‘descending to the drum’.


This was not the conservative position that it might seem to be (‘I have never voted Tory in my life,’ my father once said to me, after a conversation in which I must have seemed to rebuke him for some perceived failure of tolerance) but the testament of an achieved belonging. He was an idealist, who had vividly experienced all the inimical forces, inherited and circumstantial, that drive someone towards the eventual establishment of a considered way of life, a good that he firmly believed should be available to all. To a great extent he was shy and felt no personal need to wage battles; but he was ready to stand up for what he believed in. The organisation man within him cultivated a mask of gregarious wit in order to survive potentially hostile environments. I grew to recognise this mode in conferences and committees, and it seemed utterly at odds with the poet who sat down of an evening by the large sitting-room window of his bungalow, with his notebook and a Scotch-and-soda on the arm of his chair and Scriabin on the turntable.


In making my selection, in which I have favoured the more fictive and philosophical elements in his work, or emphasised the themes of immanence, I have greatly benefited from the advice of Neil Powell, who has continually reminded me of the need to be representative and to remember old anthology pieces that may not be familiar to new readers. Although I favour the fresh power and eloquence of his considered meditative poems, with their quirky detail and openness to strange lines of thought, there is also a great cumulative power in the more circumstantial pieces, with their journal-driven honesty and wonderful eye for oddities. The ironical, the wry, the rueful, the self-deprecatory: honesty often led him down this road, with its occasionally diminished returns. I would often accuse him of deliberately over-exposing a cartoon valetudinarian persona, over-conscious of his age and with a low level of cultural tolerance. To go with this persona (which I failed to recognise in the man himself) he developed an idiosyncratic vocabulary, combining the Latinate with Lancashire dialect, which his adopted syllabic metres accommodated in unabashed parentheses and inversions.


But just when the reader might think that this late stylistic manner has become too ingrained for comfort, a great surge of lyrical feeling will blow through everything, like a wind through leaves, and the reader comes to see that the caution and discrimination of prosiness is simply there as a foundation for the revelatory discoveries of the intelligence. This is particularly true of sonnets, to which my father throughout his writing life devoted so much of his attention. I wanted to include whole long sequences (‘Mythological Sonnets’, ‘The Historian’ and ‘Later Sonnets from the Portuguese’) because it is here that the accumulating and reflective manner works most effectively. The last of these is his final substantial poem, unsettling in its point of view (imagining the poet as the estranged wife of a poet), but rich in the implications that reach from this donnée, through the spider-haunted domesticity of the setting and the searching scientific questioning, into an assessment of the precariousness of life and love.


John Fuller
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1938–1944



























To M.S., Killed in Spain









Great cities where disaster fell


In one small night on every house and man,


Knew how to tell the fable from the flesh:


One crying O, his mouth a marble fountain;


Her thigh bones in immortal larva


At compass points, the west and east of love.







Necks bent to look for the seditious geese,


Or over blocks, gazing into freedom;


Heads all alike, short noses, brows


Folded above, the skin a leather brown;


Wrists thick, the finger pads worn down


Building oppression’s towering stone.







Now uncovered is the hero,


A tablet marks him where his life leaked out


Through grimy wounds and vapoured into air.


A rusty socket shows where in the night


He crammed his torch and kept by flame at bay


Dark, prowling wolves of thought that frightened him.







The poor outlasted rope and crucifix,


We break the bones that blenched through mastic gold;


And excavate our story, give a twist


To former endings in deliberate metre,


Whose subtle beat our fathers could not count,


Having their agile thumbs too far from fingers.







               I fear the plucking hand


               That from our equal season


               Sent you to war with wrong


               But left me suavely wound


               In the cocoon of reason


               That preluded your wings.







              As the more supple fin


              Found use in crawling, so


              Some new and rapid nerve


              Brought close your flesh to brain,


              Transformed utopia


              To death for human love.







              And my existence must


              Finish through your trauma


              The speechless brute divorce


              Of heart from sculptured bust:


              Turn after five acts’ drama


              A placid crumpled face.







I see my friend rising from the tomb,


His simple head swathed in a turban of white cloth.


The vault is spotted with a brownish moss,


One corner broken, fallen to the floor,


Whereon I read SPAIN as he advances like


An invalid, changed terribly with pain.







A quiet room holds him, half-raised from the bed,


Eyes big and bright, a waxwork, and the blood


Of waxworks running down his cheek. Two candles


Rock their light. The bed is moving, tilting,


And slips him rigidly to take a new position,


The elbow sharp, the skin a yellow leaf.







The third time he stands against a summer country,


The chestnuts almost black in thunderous air,


The silver green of willow lining dykes


Choked with flesh. He moves along the furrows


With labourer’s fingers, spreading death against


The imperishable elements of earth.







What is the meaning of these images?


The wish to leave all natural objects richer,


To quicken the chemistry of earth, to be


Immortal in our children. Such desires


Are bodies in a pit, the rotting and bloody


Backwash of a tidal pestilence.







              The scalpel in my back


              That broke my uneasy dream


              Has extended in a scythe,


              Is passing through the quick,


              Forcing like strychnine


              My body to its curve.







              The future is not waking,


              Nor the name and number


              Of distorted figures, and knowledge


              Of pain. It is the breaking


              Before we slumber


              Of the shaping image.







              So from the nightmare, from


              The death, the war of ghosts,


              Those chosen to go unharmed


              May join the tall city, the swan


              Of changing thoughts


              Set sailing by the doomed.



























August 1938









Mapping this bay and charting


The water’s ribby base


By individual smarting


And walks in shifting sand,


We note the official place;


Dover with pursed-up lips


Behind the purple land


Blowing her little ships


To danger, large and bland:







Aeroplanes softly landing


Beyond the willowed marsh:


The phallic lighthouse standing


Aloof with rolling eye


From shingle flat and harsh:


And sequinned on the coast


Beneath the usual sky


The pleasure towns where most


Have come to live or die.







Far off the quinsied Brenner,


The open hungry jaw


Of Breslau and Vienna


Through day-old papers join


The mood of tooth and claw


To useless coastal road,


The excursion to Boulogne


And valedictory ode,


The hairy untanned groin.







Oh never is forever


Over this curving ground


When both the dull and clever


Leave for their town of graves,


And on the dissolving mound


By snowy seabirds signed


‘Through all routes quit these waves,’


Lonely among his kind


The local spirit raves.



























After the Spanish Civil War









The common news tells me


How I shall live:


There are no other values.


In central Spain I lie,


Fed by what earth can give


Through an iron mesh. 







The roads are blown to air;


Tracks drawn to wire with the chill


Of this snowy winter.


Along the air and wire


The news comes, even evil,


Fainter and fainter.







Though events stop happening,


There remain the forces:


The wrestlers immense outside,


Oiled and immobile; wrong


Red between love and faces


In broken shade.



























To My Brother









A pistol is cocked and levelled in the room.


The running window opens to the sounds


Of hooters from the Thames at Greenwich, doom







Descends the chimney in the rustling grounds


Of soot. The Globe edition of Pope you gave me


Is open on the chair arm. There are bounds







To feeling in this suburb, but nothing can save me


Tonight from the scenic railway journey over


Europe to locate my future grave: the







Arming world rushes by me where you hover


Behind right shoulders on the German border,


Or at the Terminus removing a cover,







Taking perhaps your memories, like a warder,


The memories of our responsible youth,


To give the refugees a sense of order. 







My real world also has a base of truth:


Soldiers with labial sores, a yellowish stone


Built round the common into cubes, uncouth







Reverberations from a breaking bone,


The fear of living in the body. Is it


Here we start or end? Tonight my own







Thoughts pay a merely temporary visit


To the state where objects have lost their power of motion,


Their laws which terrify and can elicit







A furious tale from casual emotion,


Where life with instruments surveys the maps


Of cut-out continent and plasticine ocean,







Far from the imminent and loud collapse


Of culture, prophesied by liberals,


Whose guilty ghosts can never say perhaps.







This kind of world Pope, with his quartz and shells,


Constructed in his azure Twickenham grotto,


Which in the daytime entertained the belles,







But glowed and writhed to form a personal motto


At night, with brute distraction in its lair;


The mirrors flattering as part of the plot: ‘O







Alex, you are handsome; you have power


First to arrange a world and then to abstract


Its final communication; virtues shower







From the exercise of your genius; the pact


Of friendship is good and all your enemies only


In opposition to civilization act.’







When I am falsely elevated and lonely,


And the effort of making contact even with you


Is helped by distance, the life is finely 







Shown which holds on contract, and the true


Perish in cities which revolve behind


Like dust.







                     The window explodes, and now


The centre land mass breathes a tragic wind.



























Autumn 1939









Cigar-coloured bracken, the gloom between the trees,


The straight wet by-pass through the shaven clover,


Smell of the war as if already these


   Were salient or cover.







The movements of people are directed by


The officious finger of the gun and their


Desires are sent like squadrons in the sky,


   Uniform and bare.







I see a boy through the reversing lens


Wearing a shirt the colour of his gums;


His face lolls on the iron garden fence


   Slobbering his thumbs.







I have no doubt that night is real which creeps


Over the concrete, that murder is fantasy,


That what should now inform the idiot sleeps


   Frozen and unfree.



























The Barber









Reading the shorthand on a barber’s sheet


In a warm and chromium basement in Cannon Street


I discovered again the message of the hour:


There is no place for pity without power. 







The barber with a flat and scented hand


Moved the dummy’s head in its collar band.


‘What will you do with the discarded hair?’







The mirror showed a John the Baptist’s face,


Detached and side-ways. ‘Can you tell me how,’


It said, ‘I may recover grace?







‘Make me a merchant, make me a manager.’


His scissors mournfully declined the task.


‘Will you do nothing that I ask?’







‘It is no use,’ he said, ‘I cannot speak


To you as one in a similar position.


For me you are the stern employer,


Of wealth the accumulator.


I must ignore your singular disposition.’







He brushed my shoulders and under his practised touch


I knew his words were only a deceit.


‘You spoke to me according to the rules


Laid down for dealing with madmen and with fools.’







‘I do my best,’ he said, ‘my best is sufficient.


If I have offended it is because


I never formulate the ideal action


Which depends on observation.’







‘And do you never observe and never feel


Regret at the destruction of wealth by war?


Do you never sharpen your razor on your heel


And draw it across selected throats?’







He smiled and turned away to the row of coats.


‘This is your mackintosh,’ he said, ‘you had no hat.


Turn left for the station and remember the barber.


There is just time enough for that.’






























First Winter of War









There is a hard thin gun on Clapham Common,


Deserted yachts in the mud at Greenwich,


In a hospital at Ealing notices


Which read WOMEN GASSED and WOMEN NOT GASSED.







The last trains go earlier, stations are like aquaria,


The mauve-lit carriages are full of lust.


I see my friends seldom, they move in nearby


Areas where no one speaks the truth.







It is dark at four and on the peopled streets,


The ornamental banks and turreted offices,


The moon pours a deathly and powdered grey:


The city noises come out of a desert.







It is dark at twelve: I walk down the up escalator


And see that hooded figure before me


Ascending motionless upon a certain step.


As I try to pass, it will stab me with a year.



























To My Wife









The loud mechanical voices of the sirens


Lure me from sleep and on the heath, like stars,


Moths fall into a mounting shaft of light.


Aircraft whirr over and then the night stays quiet;


The moon is peeled of cloud, its gold is changed


On stone for silver and the cap of sky


Glitters like quartz, impersonal and remote.


This surface is the same: the clock’s bland face,


Its smiling moustaches, hide the spring, knotted


Like muscles, and the crouching jungle hammer. 







The same but so different with you not here.


This evening when I turned from the clothes you left,


Empty and silk, the souls of swallows flickered


Against the glass of our house: I felt no better


Along the tree-massed alleys where I saw


The long pale legs on benches in the dark.


It was no vague nostalgia which I breathed


Between the purple colloids of the air:


My lust was as precise and fierce as that of


The wedge-headed jaguar or the travelling Flaubert.







But I only encountered the ghosts of the suburb,


Those ghosts you know and who are real and walk


And talk in the small public gardens, by the tawdry


Local monuments; the Witch and Big Head


And the others, fleeting and familiar as


Our memories and ambitions, and just as dead.


Being alone they stopped me; Big Head first.


Removing her unbelievable hat, she showed me


What before I had only conjectured, and she whispered:


O lucky you – you might have been born like this.







I knew it was true, but, hurrying on, the Witch


Lifted her cane and barred the way: she is


Lean and very dirty but hanging round


That skeleton are rags of flesh still handsome.


Moving her lips madly and in a foreign tone she said:


Oh do not hope, boy – you will come to this.


I ran, being certain that she had not erred,


Back to our room where now the only noise


Is the icy modulated voice of Mozart


And the false clock ticking on the mantelpiece.







Now in the bubble of London whose glass will soon


Smear into death, at the still-calm hour of four,


I see the shadows of our life, the Fates


We narrowly missed, our possible destiny.


I try to say that love is more solid than


Our bodies, but I only want you here. 


I know they created love and that the rest


Is ghosts; war murders love – I really say.


But dare I write it to you who have said it


Always and have no consolation from the ghosts?



























Autumn 1940









No longer can guns be cancelled by love,


Or by rich paintings in the galleries;


The music in the icy air cannot live,


The autumn has blown away the rose.







Can we be sorry that those explosions


Which occurring in Spain and China reached us as


The outer ring of yearning emotions,


Are here as rubble and fear, as metal and glass,







Are here in the streets, in the sewers full of people?


We see as inevitable and with relief


The smoke from shells like plump ghosts on the purple,


The bombers, black insect eggs, on the sky’s broad leaf.







For these are outside the deathly self


Walking where leaves are spun across the lips


Bitten against tears which bridge no gulf,


Where swans on the flat full river are moving like oared ships.







Death is solitary and creeps along the Thames


At seven, with mists and changing moons;


Death is in the music and the paintings, the dreams


Still amorous among the dispersing guns.







But where the many are there is no death,


Only a temporary expedient of sorrow


And destruction; today the caught-up breath –


The exhalation is promised for tomorrow. 







And changed tomorrow is promised precisely by


The measure of the engendered hate, the hurt


Descended; the instinct and capacity


Of man for happiness, and that drowned art.



























Soliloquy in an Air Raid









The will dissolves, the heart becomes excited,


Skull suffers formication; moving words


Fortuitously issue from my hand.


The winter heavens, seen all day alone,


Assume the colour of aircraft over the phthisic


Guns.







             But who shall I speak to with this poem?







Something was set between the words and the world


I watched today; perhaps the necrotomy


Of love or the spectre of pretence; a vagueness;


But murdering their commerce like a tariff.







Inside the poets the words are changed to desire,


And formulations of feeling are lost in action


Which hourly transmutes the basis of common speech.


Our dying is effected in the streets,


London an epicentrum; to the stench


And penny prostitution in the shelters


Dare not extend the hospital and bogus


Hands of propaganda.







                        Ordered this year:


A billion tons of broken glass and rubble,


Blockade of chaos, the other requisites


For the reduction of Europe to a rabble.


Who can observe this save as a frightened child


Or careful diarist? And who can speak


And still retain the tones of civilization? 







The verse that was the speech of observation –


Jonson’s cartoon of the infant bourgeoisie,


Shakespeare’s immense assertion that man alone


Is almost the equal of his environment,


The Chinese wall of class round Pope, the Romantic


Denunciation of origin and mould –


Is sunk in the throat between the opposing voices:







I am the old life, which promises even less


In the future, and guarantees your loss.


And I the new, in which your function and


Your form will be dependent on my end.







Kerensky said of Lenin: I must kindly


Orientate him to what is going on.


Watching the images of fabulous girls


On cinema screens, the liberal emotion


Of the slightly inhuman poet wells up in me,


As irrelevant as Kerensky. It is goodbye


To the social life which permitted melancholy


And madness in the isolation of its writers,


To a struggle as inconclusive as the Hundred


Years’ War. The air, as welcome as morphia,


This ‘rich ambiguous aesthetic air’


Which now I breathe, is an effective diet


Only for actors: in the lonely box


The author mumbles to himself, the play


Unfolds spontaneous as the human wish,


As autumn dancing, vermilion on rocks.






























Epitaph on a Bombing Victim









Reader, could his limbs be found


Here would lie a common man:


History inflicts no wound


But explodes what it began,


And with its enormous lust


For division splits the dust.


Do not ask his nation; that


Was History’s confederate.
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