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Roam on! The light we sought is shining still.


Dost thou ask proof? Our tree yet crowns the hill,


Our Scholar travels yet the loved hill-side


from ‘Thyrsis’ 
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Introduction





This book will come as something of a revelation. Even those readers who are most familiar with Peake’s work can have had little idea he wrote so much poetry. They will be surprised all over again that so much of his unpublished verse should turn out to be so good. And they will be surprised for a third time that so many poems they thought they knew should look so different in the versions given here. ‘Heaven lures me’, for instance, has become ‘Heaven hires me’ (p. 30), transforming what was once a tale of celestial seduction into a meditation on unearthly employment. ‘Sneers the cock eagle’ has become ‘Sheers the cock eagle’ (p. 59), so that the formerly earthbound raptor has taken flight; and ‘The Time Has Come for More than Small Decisions’ is now ‘Before Man’s Bravery I Bow My Head’ (p. 90), the consequence of a rearrangement of the poem’s structure. The long poem ‘A Reverie of Bone’ has acquired seven new stanzas (pp. 106–15). Each of these compositions has been given an approximate date. And each now stands surrounded by unfamiliar verse, some of which may change the way we think of Peake for ever.


Many of these innovations were made possible by an event of the kind every editor dreams of: the discovery of two previously unknown notebooks, into which Peake transcribed or pasted drafts and fair copies of his verses over several years. The first notebook has no cover, and he probably stopped using it in 1939. It includes drawings of Peake’s mother on her deathbed in October of that year, a number of poems about the imminent outbreak of war, and no drawings at all of Peake’s son Sebastian, who was born in January 1940 and images of whose face immediately began to fill every bit of scrap paper his father could lay hands on. The second notebook has a red cover and is more difficult to date. The last few pages contain sketches for the dust jacket of Peake’s novel Titus Groan, which was published in 1946, and a few notes on the writing of the book which look as if they were made for publicity purposes. There is also a note listing what seems to be work needing completion or just completed: this includes the dust jacket of his children’s book Letters from a Lost Uncle, published in 1948 but possibly written as early as 1945, and a set of five nonsense poems and pictures written and drawn for a new periodical in 1946. The indications are, then, that the notebook dates from no later than 1946, and this is supported by the apparent age of Peake’s sons in the many sketches of them it contains.


Thanks to these notebooks and other findings, there are over 230 poems in this edition: so many, in fact, that I have been forced to leave out one long poem from his adolescence (‘The Touch o’ the Ash’, which you can read in Peake’s Progress, pp. 45–61) and all his nonsense verse (some of which can be read in A Book of Nonsense). More than eighty of these poems have never before appeared in print. The rest were scattered across a wide range of publications, from the four poetry collections printed in his lifetime – only two of which he was able to see through the press – to the pages of journals, the four posthumous collections, and the miscellany Peake’s Progress. Putting all these poems together gives us a book of real substance. It’s as if we had found a new Gormenghast manuscript tucked away behind one of Peake’s canvases: a manuscript filled with clues to the many points of contact between his private imaginative world and the world of bloodshed and enraptured creativity, propaganda and modernist experiment, military discipline and bohemianism, conservatism and technological innovation, together with the traumas induced by the shocking collisions between all these things, which Peake and his contemporaries were condemned to inhabit.


In fact, this book marks the emergence of a significant new poet of the mid-twentieth century. Peake’s stature as a writer of verse first won recognition in 1951, when he received the Heinemann Prize jointly for his novel Gormenghast and his second collection of poetry, The Glassblowers. By that time his poems had appeared in some of the most prestigious magazines of the day, such as The Listener, The Spectator and New English Weekly – the magazine that published much of the early verse of his friend Dylan Thomas. Between 1972 and 1981 Peake’s Selected Poems was printed three times by Faber and Faber, and John Batchelor wrote a glowing appreciation of his poetry in his book Mervyn Peake: A Biographical and Critical Exploration (1974). But since the early 1980s his achievements in verse have been eclipsed by the rapid rise of his reputation as a novelist and illustrator. The growing international market for his drawings and paintings, the BBC adaptation of Gormenghast for television in 2000 which alerted readers outside Britain to the existence of the Titus books, the eloquent enthusiasm expressed for those books by writers of fantastic fiction whose own stature has grown incrementally since the 70s – Michael Moorcock, Angela Carter, M. John Harrison, Neil Gaiman, not to mention Anthony Burgess and Robertson Davies – these things have paradoxically overwhelmed the claim of Peake’s poetry to serious attention. Besides, nobody until now has had any idea of the sheer scale of his poetic output: its ambitiousness, its imaginative coherence, its linguistic and rhythmic inventiveness. With this edition, his achievement as a poet can at last be fairly assessed. And as the Heinemann judges recognised, that achievement is considerable.


Peake wrote verse compulsively from his teenage years (an example from 1929 is given here) to the publication of The Glassblowers in 1950; and although his output diminished in the 50s, he continued to write plays in verse throughout that decade. The manuscripts of the Titus books – especially the first – are peppered with verse, scribbled at the back of the exercise books in which he was drafting and redrafting his prose narratives. And Gormenghast itself resounds with poetry: from the mournful rhymes declaimed by the castle poet when he pokes his head out of a window during Steerpike’s giddy scramble over the rooftops of the building, to the interminable verses recited by another poet at a party in Titus Alone (1959). The Titus books are often described as ‘poetic’ by their admirers: a recognition of the rhythmic, metaphorical and syntactical inventiveness of their prose, which sometimes settles into regular metre, as in the ravings of the mad Lord Sepulchrave in Titus Groan, whose iambic cadences resemble fragments of the Jacobean tragedies he may once have kept in his burnt-out library. When in 1957 Peake succumbed to the illness that killed him eleven years later – an illness that meant he could no longer write prose or drama – he continued to generate verse of remarkable power. He was a poet to his backbone, and it was as a visionary painter-poet that he first cherished ambitions to be remembered. ‘I am almost drunken with an arrogant / Madness of desire to follow in the line / Of England’s poets’, he wrote at the age of twenty-eight (p. 65), and his passion for ‘mysterious words / Of deep and coloured music’ never left him.


His verse charts the relationship between his astonishing imaginative life and the turbulent times he lived in more intimately than any biography (and we are lucky enough to have had no less than seven biographies and book-length memoirs of Peake since his death). By presenting its contents in roughly chronological order, this edition enables us to trace the development of his poetic talent through his lifetime, and to see how he worked to nurture that talent. We can see, too, how he kept returning to certain burning questions: by what means a verbal or visual craftsman achieves the ‘miracle’ of creation; the nature of the visceral response he had to beauty, which mingled terror and torment with delight; the problem of reconciling his wish to be a responsible artist with the fundamentally amoral process of generating a work of art, especially at a time of global warfare. Much of his poetry concerns itself with the impulse to ‘fashion bright and timeless things / In the chilly shadow of war’s wings’ (as he puts it in ‘The Sullen Accents Told of Doom’, p. 89). The sense that creativity and destructiveness, love and aggression painfully co-exist in human beings is one of the perceptions he repeatedly recast in new poetic terms, before and after the war as well as during it.


What this edition cannot show us, however, is how thoroughly Peake revised his verse. His manuscripts are seamed with scorings-out, and criss-crossed with alternative lines or words – many of them not cancelled, so that in the case of unpublished poems it is often hard to tell which version of a given line, which word, Peake might finally have preferred among the several alternatives he scribbled side by side. Even after printing Peake revised his poems, altering them – in some cases radically – in the journey from magazine to book. He was a meticulous worker, which is no doubt what drew him so often to the subject of work: Welsh miners in ‘Rhondda Valley’ (p. 27), digging soldiers in ‘The Spadesmen’ (p. 90), skilled craftsmen in ‘The Glassblowers’ (p. 125). ‘We do not see with our eyes but with our trades,’ he said in a radio talk of 1947. As a result, every trade fascinated him, from the sailor’s to those of the minister, the doctor or the scrubber of a kitchen floor. He loved to imagine his way into new trades so as to obtain new angles for the ‘tiny lens’ (his term for the organ of vision in ‘Where Got I These Two Eyes that Plunder Storm’, p. 56). One such trade was that of the poet, and he laboured long and hard to fashion himself into a fine one.


It is important, though, to point out that many of the poems in this edition never went through the lengthy process of redrafting from which his finished work benefited. Some read, in fact, like verbal counterparts to the thousands of sketches an artist must produce if he is to keep his hand in – like the drawings Peake made while wandering the streets of London in the 1930s and 40s on his ‘headhunting’ expeditions, ceaselessly recording the faces he saw in cafés, bars, dancehalls and buses. His verse can have the same unfinished quality as these drawings, the same concern with returning to some question of form or substance obsessively until he has articulated it to his satisfaction. Examples might be the two poems about a fearsome visionary moment, ‘I Found Myself Walking’ (p. 73) and ‘Suddenly, Walking along the Open Road’ (p. 116), which describe two similar incidents in different words and were never printed in his lifetime; or ‘Sensitive Head’ (p. 53), which tells of an encounter with a stranger, perhaps while ‘headhunting’. As with visual sketches, these verbal ones may be found to have an energy that’s lost to the polished final version; and some try out new techniques he never made part of his ‘stock and store’ (a phrase from the verse sketch ‘To a Scarecrow Gunner’, p. 85). For this reason I’ve included several fragmentary pieces in this book, some of which are as evocative as anything he wrote.


In his trade as a visual artist, Peake worked successfully in a wide range of media, paying close attention to the peculiar qualities of the materials he used. His oils exploit the plasticity of paint; his Chinese brush drawings sensuously respond to the thickening and thinning of the brush as it sweeps across the paper; his cross-hatched pen-and-ink illustrations delight in the different textures imparted to a picture’s surface by a change in the direction or pressure of the many small strokes of the pen’s sharp nib; his pencil sketches indulge the interplay of softness and sharpness made available by the altering shape of the lead. One can see the same intense delight in the resources of language in his poetry. He exulted in the music of words, in their shapes on the page as well as their sounds in the ear, and was always in quest of new adjectives and nouns to add to his verbal palette. According to his friend Gordon Smith, he quarried Roget’s Thesaurus for unfamiliar terms with which to ‘Enrich’ the ‘Wild heritage’ of the English tongue (a practice Peake seems to invoke in the poem ‘Into the Dusky Well’, p. 158). When writing about drawing – as he did with unrivalled lyricism – he expressed his creative process as a visual artist in poetic terms, speaking passionately about the need for ‘rhythm’ in a pencil sketch, about how a line can be seen as an utterance, about how the artist’s quest for a style is a lifelong journey ‘to discover his language’. For him, the creative processes of generating verse sprang from the same internal sources that produce a picture, and nobody has sought with more commitment to find a vocabulary for those creative processes than Peake.


Thinking about Peake’s poetry in terms of his visual art, then, can be helpful. Although he is famous for writing and drawing fantastic things – the Titus books are about life in a gargantuan, self-sufficient castle, his illustrations are of fairy tales, ancient mariners and Snarks – he was throughout his life a master of life drawing, teaching it in a succession of art schools, obsessively sketching the bodies, clothed and unclothed, of his wife Maeve and their three children. His fantasies, in other words, are anchored to the solid framework of the bone – something he dazzlingly demonstrated in his long verse meditation on the human skeleton, ‘A Reverie of Bone’ (pp. 106–15). The reverie of the poem’s title is a trance state induced by prolonged staring at femurs, ribs and vertebrae; in his essay The Craft of the Lead Pencil (1946) Peake writes at length on the importance of the stare in drawing from life. For him, proper staring produces an effect somewhat akin to being possessed; an absorption of your subject, so that in a sense you become that subject, feeling and thinking like him or her (or it, in the case of a bone) irrespective of social or ethical considerations. Staring can lead to a spontaneous outbreak of affection, as in the poem ‘Sensitive Head’, where the steady contemplation of an unknown man in a café is said to have ‘Stopped my heart / With love’ (p. 53). But there can also be something frightening about its effect on the starer. The will to possess and be possessed by an object just because it excites you aesthetically presents a challenge to easy systems of morality. One of Peake’s wartime poems speaks of the ‘Beauty’ prized by artist and writer as ‘Dead to our values’, being born even at a time when ‘The murderous army… Is dark on the skyline’ (p. 72). The hammering dactyls drive home the urgent eroticism of the ‘need’ the poet feels for this ‘Terrible, sheer, / Omnipresent, unfailing / God’, despite its unsettling resistance to the recognised methods of evaluation.


In 1940 Peake drew a series of pictures purporting to derive from the portfolio of ‘Adolf Hitler, Artist’ (two of them are reproduced in this book, pp. 83 and 88). Each picture carries a conventional title (‘Study of a Young Girl’, ‘Still Life’, ‘Landscape with Figures’, ‘Mother and Child’); but each records an atrocity. The young girl has been shot in the breast, the landscape shows refugees dragging themselves wearily through a bombed-out city, the agonised mother holds a baby whose head has been smashed by shrapnel. The self-portrait of Hitler that fronts the series shows him staring out of the page with huge, horrified eyes and sweat-covered face, appalled at the task he has set himself of exhibiting his own face alongside those of his victims. Peake’s poems suggest that he shared with this imaginary Hitler a profound horror at the concept of making art from the devastation of the Second World War – even though Peake could not be held personally accountable for that devastation. Twice at least he wrote poems whose lines come into existence at the precise moment when human existences elsewhere are being snuffed out. ‘Is There No Love Can Link Us?’ (p. 103) seeks to find something more than mere simultaneity to connect the writer with the men, women and children who are ‘dying now, this moment as I write / And may be cold before this line’s complete’. And the fragment ‘If I Would Stay What Men Call Sane’ (p. 123) – written after his breakdown in 1942 – expresses both his need to turn away from the war’s obscenities (‘Lord / Save me from my Imagination’s Truth’) and his distaste for the ‘slurring brain’






That cannot dare to realize, that now


Now, now, the bomb strikes, and flung limbs are strewn


Severed and fresh since this short poem started.








In each case, the artist’s uncompromising ‘stare’ makes his verse absorb and thus in a sense become complicit with the monstrous moments it registers. In ‘Had Each a Voice What Would His Fingers Cry’ (p. 95), an artist who has been drafted into the army, like Peake himself, finds his own digits rebelling against their new occupation, and accusing his brain of ‘treachery’ for consenting to participate in the grim artistry of rifle practice. Savage self-criticism, an internal civil war, dominate Peake’s wartime verses, in a dreadful pastiche of the productive self-criticism all creative minds must cultivate.


Peake’s uncanny ability to make rich verse out of war-damage continued to haunt him after the war, and only got purged from his system when he composed, in about 1947, his visionary ballad ‘The Rhyme of the Flying Bomb’ (pp. 178–201). Unpublished at the time – as if writing it was enough – the ballad is filled with a ghastly exultation at the sublime beauty of the Blitz, as well as with protests at the necessity of living through this dire moment in history. Above all, the poem insists on the innocence of the two figures it follows through the blazing London streets. One is a newborn baby, which can speak and has inhabited this world in some previous existence, yet remains untraumatised by the terrors visited on it in its successive lives. The other is a sailor, who seems to have been lifted wholesale from the sea-stories Peake loved as a boy. His mode of speech and the diction used to describe him recall a book Peake knew by heart, Stevenson’s Treasure Island, so that the sailor’s very fictionality absolves him of guilt for the bombardment of London. His boyish amazement at the fire-ravaged cityscape underscores his guiltlessness, as does the fact that he is associated with water, not fire, and therefore utterly divorced from the element in which he finds himself (like the baby, which he addresses as ‘little fish’). In this way Peake liberated himself from the demons of self-accusation that had possessed his imagination for so long.


But failing to connect with war and its victims was as horrifying a prospect for Peake as being possessed by them. His famous poem ‘The Consumptive. Belsen 1945’ (p. 133) expresses shock at his own callous reaction to a dying girl he saw in the hospital for concentration camp inmates at Bergen-Belsen. In her face he notes the seeds of a ‘great painting’, and as he mentally nurtures these seeds he finds himself unable to respond as he should to the girl’s suffering. Filled with remorse, he promises in the penultimate line that her dying ‘shall not be betrayed’, presumably by being transformed into a work of art. Yet by then the work of art has already come into being: it is the poem we have just read. A similar absence of sympathy is confessed in the 1941 poem ‘What Is It Muffles the Ascending Moment?’ (p. 95), where the poet watches the Blitz as if ‘Through darkened glass’, unable to internalise the torment of its victims. And in ‘Is There No Love Can Link Us?’ (p. 103), the only link the poet can find between himself and the dying citizens of London is ‘this sliding / Second we share: this desperate edge of now’. The desperate days of war are also (as he writes in ‘Yet Who to Love Returning’, p. 136) the ‘disparate days’, when emotions are dulled and the one sure bond we share is not with the living but the ‘horizontal dead’ (‘The Two Fraternities’, p. 86), who have lost all feeling.


The failure to connect – to be really present at a significant point in time – was something Peake wrote about occasionally before the war, as in ‘Poem: Body and head and arms and throat and hands’ (p. 39), where a pair of lovers find themselves unexpectedly detached from one another at the moment of meeting: ‘But where are you? And I? Am I with me?’ At the height of war, though, Peake’s guilty sense of detachment from other people’s pain seems to have affected his relationship with his wife Maeve for a prolonged period. Just before his nervous breakdown in 1942 he wrote: ‘Your face, made in your likeness, / Floats like a ghost through its own clay from me, / Even from you – O it has left us, we / Are parted by a tract of thorn and water’ (p. 118). Here Maeve’s face resembles a sculpture that somehow disconnects its viewers from the woman in whose likeness it was made. The same notion of the work of art as both a representation of alienation and a cause of estrangement is developed in the poem ‘Half-Light’ (p. 166), where Maeve briefly becomes a ‘carving’ whose ‘strange beauty’ cuts Peake off from her, until her smile calls him back from ‘a region that was fierce and lonely’. Art, then, can either forge bonds between artist/viewer and subject or else divorce them from one another. This is in part because the writer-artist has at once a desperate need to communicate and a need for detachment, for solitude in which to observe, imagine and create. In ‘Half-Light’, Peake’s return from his temporary alienation from Maeve involves her ‘Tearing tremendous wings from off my back’ – violently plucking him from the state of imaginative rapture that enabled him to see her in statuesque ‘glory’. His restoration to her necessitates, it seems, a loss of inspiration, an arrest of the Pegasus-like flight that took him beyond any love for or even engagement with her. Peake’s creative energy springs from an interior space which finally nobody – not even he himself – can fully penetrate; and this is one reason why his poetry as well as his prose so freely mixes the fantastic things of the private imagination with material things and people: centaurs, satyrs and angels with glassblowers, trees and aeroplanes. It is also why so much of his work is preoccupied with loneliness, even when its ostensible subject is love.


Peake emerges from this edition, then, as a pre-eminent war poet; but there is much more here than the poetry of violence. John Batchelor indicated the range of Peake’s preoccupations when he discussed his verse under several headings: ‘head-hunting’ poems, ‘inward’ poems, love poems, mystical poems and romantic poems, as well as poems of war. Peake himself in his 1946 notebook made lists of headings under which his verse might be assembled: love poems and poems of wartime, poems of dejection and of ego, objective poems, nature poems, abstract poems. He wrote, too, a series of responses to the artists he admired: the Parisian artist Mané Katz (p. 34), El Greco (p. 41), Van Gogh (p. 44), Jacob Epstein, whose statue of Adam he defended in 1939 (p. 45), William Blake (p. 63), and the poet Robert Frost (p. 169). And he penned many pieces about his own artistic aspirations, such as the early ‘Coloured Money’ (p. 22) and ‘Heaven Hires Me’ (p. 30), which are filled with economic metaphors that foreshadow his lifelong struggle to make ends meet as an artist, and the antagonism this instilled in him towards the values of a capitalist society; an antagonism most fully expressed in the unpolished poem ‘I Sing a Hatred of the Black Machine’ (c. 1939) (pp. 67–8), where capitalism and the rise of jack-booted Nazism become one in the wilful damage they do to art. The sentiment found more succinct expression in one of Peake’s best pieces, ‘To Live at All Is Miracle Enough’ (c. 1949; p. 207), which exudes a Blake-like conviction that painters and poets can triumphantly assert their independence in the face of the industrial, financial and military pressure-groups that seek to commandeer their services. Both ‘I Sing a Hatred’ and ‘To Live at All’ identify armed conflict as merely the most appalling manifestation of an ongoing struggle between the artist who ‘labours at a work he loves’ and the ‘clanky fortresses of greed’ sustained by alienated labour. His third Titus book, Titus Alone (1959), translates this notion into the medium of prose satire – though its prose is always on the verge of mutating into the metre of his earlier assaults on capitalism.


For all its diversity, Peake’s verse – and indeed his prose – has as its default setting the commonest metre in English poetry, the iambic pentameter: the ten-syllable, five-stress line of the Renaissance playwrights he so admired. His biographer John Watney tells us that he used to stride around his house reciting great swathes of Marlowe’s Tamburlaine; and one of Peake’s earliest and most murderous creations, Mr Slaughterboard, has a complete set of the Elizabethan dramatists, bound in vellum, on board his ship. Sometimes Peake falls into the ballad rhythms cultivated by Keats and Coleridge, and his early poetry is affected by the sprung rhythm of Hopkins and Dylan Thomas; but one can hear an iambic music struggling to assert itself behind even the freest of his verses. Partly as a result of this, his poems are filled with strong echoes of the great poems he knew so well. Milton’s sonnet on his blindness is transformed into a poem on another visionary, Blake: ‘When I remember how his spirit throve / Amid dark city streets he did not see’ (p. 63). Donne resonates through the unfinished poem ‘For God’s Sake Draw the Blind’ (p. 227); Shakespeare’s Henry V is there in the line ‘And at his heels are hunger’s restless hounds’ (p. 203); and Hopkins’s sonnets feed into the sonnet on an aeroplane, ‘Where Skidded Only in the Upper Air’ (p. 50). Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner is everywhere in ‘The Rhyme of the Flying Bomb’. But Peake’s contemporaries, too, find their work embedded in his. Eliot’s ‘The Hollow Men’ becomes a meditation on the poet’s helplessness in the approach to war in ‘We Are the Haunted People’ (p. 48), while Dylan Thomas’s most political poem, ‘The hand that signed the paper’, is rendered Gothic in ‘Crumbles the Crested Scroll’ (p. 147). Yeats’s ‘Sailing to Byzantium’ inhabits ‘Swans Die and a Tower Falls’ (p. 176). Peake knew and admired the work of Auden, Frost, MacNeice, Spender, James Stephens and Vernon Watkins, among many others, as well as the poetic prose of Joyce and Woolf; and he enjoyed a lasting friendship with Walter de la Mare. He was, then, as aware of the traditions he wrote in as of the way the modernists sought to disrupt and renew them; hence the archaisms that lend an air of weird antiquity to his verse, even as it encounters the most urgently current issues. Like other modernist works, his poetic representations of twentieth-century life throw up shattered fragments of earlier centuries in new shapes, mimicking the bombed-out buildings he wrote about with such tenderness.


In the introduction to his book of drawings (1947), Peake speaks of the ‘authority’ of a drawing, which it derives from ‘its overtones and echoes which show it to be borne rapidly or languorously along one of the deep streams that wind back through time to a cave in Spain’. ‘The repercussions of the dead’, he goes on, ‘disturb the page; an aeon of ghosts float by with charcoal in their hands.’ This is certainly true of Peake’s illustrations, which summon up the ghosts both of the text they embellish and of earlier illustrators: Gustave Doré stands behind Peake’s version of the Ancient Mariner, John Tenniel and Henry Holiday behind his illustrations to the works of Carroll. And his poems, too, rewrite the canon in terms of searing immediacy. Their confrontation of the atrocities of their day with the archaic ‘deep streams that wind back through time’ is what gives them their strangeness and their power. They are the verbal equivalent of illustrations, answering back to other people’s words as dynamically as his drawings did.


But there is more to his poems than the clash of ancient and modern, or stirring echoes of well-known poetic voices. Writing to Gordon Smith – who did more than anyone else to encourage his versifying – Peake described an effect he wanted to achieve in the first of his Titus novels. ‘I mean’, he wrote, ‘that the mood should be always, although I hope varied from chapter to chapter – yet consistently, say, Gryphon, and not Bulldog, Gazelle or even Gargoyle. Always Gryphon (par exemple) – a gryphon that may have a complex temperament and show different coloured scales under different lights – but whose smell must pervade every page – sometimes like Gryphonodour, sometimes Gryphonstench – sometimes Gryphon-of-roses.’ Peake’s poetry, even from the first, has an atmosphere, a music, a smell even, all of its own. It is easy to believe that one would recognise a poem of his at once, even if it were published anonymously. Varied though they are, and self-evidently products of a ‘complex temperament’, his verses cohere as a body into a being that seems larger than the sum of its parts – very much like Gormenghast castle. I hope the present volume will ensure that this being shuffles into place at last among the other vexed, idiosyncratic art-works of the cataclysmic time in which he lived.
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