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Opening
note

 


 


This is the second Anthology of Poetry, after
"At The Crossing Of Seven Winds", published with
the participation of poets from different parts of the world. This
time, seven out of nine of us are new, but we all –old and new
ones– belong to the same "circle", as we share the same
passion.

The title I have chosen, "Nine
Tales Of Creation", does not have any reference to religious or
ontological issues; yet, it simply refers to the poetry created by
nine poets.

In his Introduction to this book, my
Minnesotan friend Daniel Brick cleverly highlights what he calls
"four gems of poetry" and points out that even if most of us
poets are not native English speakers, we've used such common
language to speak the truth as we know it.

A reader may observe that "truth" is a
challenging word, and remember all of us what Paul Celan himself
claimed: «only in the mother tongue can one speak his own
truth —in a foreign tongue the poet lies». Yet, I don't
think we ("native" or not) are 'liars'. We have
simply spoken about the world as we know it, about love, hopes,
about ourselves, using our experience and our own cultural
background. The poems which follow are our own tales of creation,
thus –using a verse from one of Daniel's poem– I invite each and
every reader:

"Come into the warm yellow light, join our
circle."

 


Fabrizio
Frosini (Firenze, May 2015)
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Hisakata no / hikari nodokeki / haru no hi ni
/

shizu kokoro, naku / hana no chiruramu






The spring has come, and once again
/ the sun shines in the sky;

/ so gently smile the heavens, that
/

it almost makes me cry, / when
blossoms drop and die.






Ki no Tomonori (c. 850 – c. 904 AD)






(named among the Thirty-six
Poetry Immortals and a compiler of the Kokin
Wakashū)
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Foreword

by Daniel J. Brick






 


We are a group of nine poets from different
parts of this small, troubled and beautiful planet Earth. All of us
use English as a common language. Most of us are not native
speakers of English, and each of us has a unique and wonderful
culture. This is the main point: in our poems in English, we are
speaking the truth as we know it; we are conveying beauty as we
appreciate it.

By way of introduction to this collection of
the planet's poetry, I have highlighted four GEMS OF POETRY
to share with our readers. Each of these gems shines its own light
on the publication.

—The first gem is: The poetry
is relevant and accessible at every stage of our lives. Don't
we still read Mother Goose fables in their stylized verse
renditions to our younger siblings? Of course, we do, and when they
get older we switch to Dr. Seuss. And later still, perhaps Shel
Silverstein. These three writers and many like them around the
world emphasize the sound qualities of poetry and the sheer delight
of playing with words - their rhythms, rhymes, meanings.

As we get older we need poetry that has a few
wrinkles. It has to be tough because it's going camping with the
family, or on a nature hike with a school group, or a first plane
flight with friends. Or perhaps you'll read the poetry books at
home, but only take a notebook and pen, or a smartphone when you go
out so that you can focus on writing your poems.

Well, you get my drift. As we get older the
poetry we read gets older with us. Every culture appears to have at
least one very crucial poet whom everyone recognizes as
representative. In medieval Europe, people would open Virgil's
Aeneid at random, someone else would throw out a number, and the
one holding the volume would go to that numbered line and that word
on the page, read it out loud and the group would draw conclusions
from what the nearly divine Virgil had revealed to them. Is it any
surprise then that Dante made Virgil his guide through Hell, Limbo
and Purgatory? Imagine a poet today with such authority! Virgil
embodied the very power and scope of poetry for Dante and his
culture. What living or dead poet could play such an exalted role
just in your personal life?

—The second gem is really a
question: How do I know I am a poet? This is a vexed
question, and can cause prospective poets considerable confusion.
Do you patiently wait for the State's Poet Laureate to call you
some morning, "Jeremy, the Governor is going to confer Poethood
on you at a press conference at 10 am. Be there!" ; or do a
group of public officials draw up a list and announce them on the
radio.. Would such an official affair convince you that you are
indeed a poet?

Perhaps you need a diploma. You could
pay a Writing School on a University campus $3000 and receive an
official diploma. Would that give you the necessary knowledge,
confidence and experience to exercise your Poethood?

Believe me when I tell you it is much simpler
than all of the above. The word POET means MAKER in
ancient Greek, and just as poets make poems, poets make themselves
into poets, and then announce they have assumed the
role.

WE ARE SELF-PROCLAIMED POETS! This will
need repeating before my essay ends. We prepare ourselves, we
evaluate our readiness, our degree of commitment, our sheer
boldness to enter into the realm of art. Say it: "I am a poet
because I say I am a poet.". If saying that makes you giggle,
or feel doubt, or shrug your shoulders, you are not ready to make
such a grand proclamation. Stay focused, keep writing your poems as
they present themselves your imagination. You must also realize you
have this threshold to cross: only you can assert your identity as
a poet. You cannot deceive yourself, you cannot deceive poetry
itself. When you are ready, the waters will part. —You understand
now, you cannot deceive yourself, or trick yourself. You must be
ready and, if you are, the waters will part.

—The third gem is: The
psychological benefits of being a poet. Whether you see a life
in poetry as a mission to spread ideas to people who need them, or
a calling to reveal the precious beauty of the Earth, or an
avocation to affirm the wonders of eros and agape, or a game with
language, there are amazing psychological benefits. Poetry can
provide a way to close the gap between our inner and outer lives,
and heal a rift in our human Self. Our extremely materialistic
society does not want this gap to close, but to erode it further by
ignoring the very concept of a rich rewarding interior life. We
poets have no reason to panic. Answers and solutions abound. We
turn inward for inspiration; once found, that poetic energy fills
the Self, and we turn the vision within into the poem
without.

My experience of the poet's interior life is
derived from my fruitful encounters with the Deep Image Poets of
the late 1950s and throughout the 1960 and 1970s. That group
included luminaries like Robert Bly, James Wright, W. S. Merwin,
William Stafford, et alia. According to Edward Hirsch, "these
poets deployed the image to concentrate inner and outer energies;
to unite the psyche and the cosmos".

For many readers the Deep Image Poets may not
be their cup of tea but rather an unpleasantly intoxicating glass
of wine. So let me close this section on the third gem with my two
long sentences which sum up the union of inner and outer factors of
the Self: — From the amorphous realm of the Deep Mind, images are
constantly being hurled into a room of Consciousness, where they
are assigned functions, meanings, names to make them ready to enter
the world in which they will play their destined role in giving
flesh to the spirit of the achieved poem. Because the poem is the
only possible embodiment of this meaning, the image has a stable
place of being, both for itself and as part of the poem. a double
fulfillment of the word.

—The final gem is yet another
reason to be proud: WE ARE LYRIC POETS. None of us is
writing an epic poem, nor verse drama. We write the lyric poem
which values the solitary voice, the individual feeling, the
intimate song. It is the world filtered through the Imagination of
a simple poet who receives the world as a gift and in return gives
the world a reflection of itself in the poem. At the end of his
life, Wallace Stevens wrote a short lyric poem in which he
reflected on his long poetic career. His persona is named Ariel,
"Ariel was glad that he had written his poems.". Amen to
that, but Stevens goes further in expressing both humility and
pride in his accomplishment: "It was not important that they
survive. What mattered was that they should bear some affluence of
the planet of which they were part.". How splendid!

The poet, his poems and the beloved Earth are
grouped together in a vision of fulfillment. If poetry can achieve
such a vision, it is truly a blessed existence.
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Added note:

About English as a common language
and the poetry language

 


I am so fortunate: English is my vernacular. I
learned this language with the same ease I learned how to walk, to
talk, to play fair, to be a good friend, all the things you learn
quite effortlessly as a child. I did not have to struggle with the
swollen, even bloated English vocabulary, or its notoriously
inconsistent, rule-resistant grammar and usage, its archaic
spelling. And perhaps most significantly, I did not need to learn
English as a World Language, because English has become the
language everyone learns so that we can all have a common tongue
for world-wide communication. As a native speaker, I don't have to
make any effort; I just wait, as everyone else joins me.

Does that make me proud, vain, supercilious?
No, it makes me humble; it makes me want to help those for whom
English is a Second Language. Here, those of us whose vernacular is
English are the minority. At very least, we have to be encouraging
and supportive of our fellow poets who are making such an effort.
When people ask me to correct their grammar and usage, what I want
to say is: "I don't want to tell you you're doing wrong. I want
to tell you what you're doing right!"

In fact, over the long run, a language grows
because speakers make mistakes, forget rules, use short-cuts, do
things creatively. And poetry especially benefits from such
experimental energy.

OK, I don't want to oversell this point of
view. Standards are imposed so communication can be reliable and
universally valid. However, people can work steadily at achieving
standard English, but in the meantime their quirks, eccentricities,
charming mistakes (even those) make up their unique voice at
this time in their development. We can live with. No, we can
celebrate that!
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