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			Introduction




			The Wound is two short books in conversation with each other, making a single but pluralistic response to the violence being enacted by humans on humans, and on the natural environment. The Wound is a conversation about peace out of the wounds we have inflicted on the planet in our rapacity and greed, our consumer obsessions.

			The literal ‘wound’ refers to the horrendous gouge in unique coastal bushland in the Beeliar Wetlands and surroundings enacted by the Western Australian conservative Liberal Party-National Party former coalition government under leader Colin Barnett as part of the absurd Roe 8 Highway Extension project in Perth. Having caused much damage, the Barnett government was ousted from power in March 2017, resulting in a cessation of clearing and destruction, but the need for vigilance is a permanent thing. Other bushland at Golden Bay near Perth has been cleared, with BHP [the Anglo-Australian multinational mining, metals and petroleum company] making ready to destroy over 16,000 hectares of habitat to extend their mining operations in the Pilbara, Western Australia. The struggle for the environment is ongoing, and permanent. The assault by the Trump administration on ‘wilderness’, ‘monuments’ and coastal waters in the USA, the burning of furze and destruction of hedgerows in Ireland, and the struggle to preserve woodland in the UK, are part of a grim reality of global destruction. 

			To confront this reality, I have remagined Sweeney, the ‘mad king’ damned by St. Rónán, suffering as a bird but also bizarrely visionary in a world of warfare and vengeance, emerging out of the wound with visions, epiphanies, revelations, and insistences. The Sweeney poems are entirely my own poems but bounce off the original Irish (anti) epic poem, playing with cycles of motifs and plot mechanisms, with allusions to early Irish poetry in form and gesture. The text distantly followed was Buile Suibhne (The Frenzy of Suibhne), being the adventures of Subhne Geilt, a Middle Irish romance translated by J. G. O’Keeffe, the 1913 edition of which I read online. I also looked at the 1975 OUP printed edition in the Dublin Institute for Advanced Studies. 

			A number of the Sweeney poems appeared on the blog I keep with Tracy Ryan, Mutually Said, as part of a pacifist resistance against the rapacious assault on the Western Australian environment by government and industry during the Roe 8 debacle already mentioned, the ‘Cathedral Avenue’ roadside tree clearing wherein the Main Roads Department of Western Australia destroyed ancient old growth trees as part of road-widening – they could have reduced the speed limit for safety – and other ‘clearing’ of bushland and forest, especially in the Western Australian wheatbelt which now has less than four percent of its original vegetation. Many of these poems are written in support of protesters at the Beeliar Wetlands and on the York-Quairading Road, such as the wonderful Lindsay McNeill who resisted until the last tree was felled and after. 

			It should be said that I am not Sweeney – Sweeney is many-beaked and becomes many people and animals. He is a bestiary entire in himself, and a litmus paper testing the waters, airs, and soils of country, of conflict, of bigotry, of life, hope and redemption.

			The primary text followed in the writing of the Hölderlin poems was the bilingual masterwork, Michael Hamburger’s Friedrich Hölderlin: Poems and Fragments (trans. Michael Hamburger; 4th Edition, Anvil Press, 2004). I read and ‘interacted with’ David Constantine’s energetic translation, Hölderlin’s Sophocles: Oedipus and Antigone (Bloodaxe Books, 2001). I also made use of a literal translation of ‘Half of Life’ by Andrée Gerland and acknowledge my long discussions on Hölderlin with Andrée in Tübingen, plus his gift of Friedrich Hölderlin: Hälfte des Lebens with an essay by Jochen Schmidt (Verlag der Buchhandlung Zimmermann, 2008). Other sources include Hölderlin material held in the Hölderlin Tower collection in Tübingen, plus the various German editions of his work that crossed my path (and were used more for ‘shape’ and ‘flow’ than literal translation purposes, a task which belongs to a ‘translator’ per se, rather than a poet deeply affected by the idea of the originals as much as the actual texts). 

			My purpose is always peace, and these poems are written in the brutal shadows of the conflict in Syria, and the bombing by major powers. These are a pacifist response to conflict. They are also a pacifist response to the destruction of country and an affirmation of Indigenous land rights, especially Aboriginal land rights in Australia. I wish to acknowledge the traditional custodians of the ‘Western Australian’ lands I write – the Ballardong Noongar and Whadjuk Noongar peoples. I acknowledge Elders past, present, and future.

			Just a few extra words regarding the poems responding to Hölderlin’s Sophocles translations / versions as they are notorious in translation circles because of their oddness and ‘errors’ re the original (the version he used was also likely suspect according to David Constantine). But maybe even odder in this case because I have had Constantine’s effort at rendering a version into English constantly in mind as I’ve run rampant with the poems-plays to recreate something purposefully deconstructive (yes, I mean that precisely). Constantine writes in his introduction to the Bloodaxe versions of Oedipus and Antigone: ‘I kept close to his strange German, in the hope of arriving at an analogous strangeness in English. But his language is beautiful and troubling too, and in carrying over much of that will be lost like precious water from a leaky vessel.’ It’s this translation loss that delights me and that, for me, creates entry points and exits, voids and holes to weave through – in the slippages the new poem comes that is a splintered reflection of an original lost through translation of translation and (re)versioning of this.
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