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Stand on the highest pavement of the
stair–

Lean on a garden urn–

Weave, weave the sunlight in your
hair–






T.S. Eliot, "La Figlia Che
Piange"

("Young girl weeping" in "Prufrock
and Other Observations",1917)
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Foreword

by Daniel J. Brick











Many years ago, in a poetry class for
beginners, I read one of my early efforts which contained the
following three lines: "A young poet drops his pen, astonished /
by the twenty lines he has just written, / certain it is the Poem
of Total Realization."

The teacher, who was supportive of our weekly
efforts, smiled and said, "I remember thinking I had written
that poem when I was sixteen." I can now agree wholeheartedly
with her: the Poem of Total Realization is an adolescent fantasy. A
mature poet recognizes it as a fool's errand, because, first, no
single poem can encompass the variety of all human experience.
Second, the writing of such a poem would end a poet's career, since
all of his future poems would be mysteriously contained in that
magnum opus. It would take all the oxygen into itself, and leave
all the living poets breathless and gasping.

What we learn from writing poems over a long
expanse of time is that each one takes further along the path of
our daily life, leading eventually to whatever fulfills our
existence. Each poem illuminates for its moment the darkness
surrounding us, and in that light we can see the World in its glory
or, sadly, in its degradation. Finally, we will carry within, not
only the poem as a piece of literature but also the emotional
growth it promotes.

Our poems express our individual selves. It is
not just self-expression, although that's the surface impression
often conveyed. It's something far more deeply interfused, as
Wordsworth memorably put it. We filter our experiences through our
poetic selves to make poems which reveal both the Self and the
World. When we look back at our poems, a day or a decade later, we
are often surprised by the discoveries about life they carry
within. Robert Frost put this very succinctly: a poem, he wrote,
begins in delight and ends in wisdom. But that wisdom is never A
Big Statement; it's not an abstract idea, or a philosophy. It's
like a window opened to admit more light. It takes the form of an
insight that points to emotional growth, and propels our lives
toward ever richer states of being.

And so it fulfills the very nature of poetry
that we seven poets publish our poems in a common anthology and
witness how these diverse poems reflect each other, relate to each
other, amplify each other. Poetry is the most democratic of all the
arts, because its essential material - language - is a given in
every person's life.

This makes poetry accessible to every person
as a reader and writer. Walt Whitman celebrated this democratic
core of poetry eloquently:

"The messages of great poems to each man
and woman are, Come to us on equal terms, only then can you
understand us. We are no better than you," what we enclose you
enclose, what you enjoy we enjoy.

 


(Daniel J. Brick, Saint Paul,
MN)
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 Poems by Fabrizio
Frosini

Nocturnal Snowing

Variation on a snowy
night

Karumi

Velvet words

Love song of a deaf-mute

You & I

Beyond

Tenderness

Surrender

Realizing

Sesquipedalia verba

Fried Green Spinach

Wax and wane

Is it true that The Devil Wears
Prada?

To those who will follow

A New Dawn

It’s time

Reckless beauty

Wrangell–St. Elias

Water Music (I)
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Nocturnal Snowing






«Let this fluffy snow fall upon
our

Dreams and make them shine!»






Set free,

Your breath smoothens unshaken
skies;

Your perception scratches unopened
realities.






Is it a diversion —maybe— for lost
thoughts,

For lost faces and sins?






Looking the other way out of fear
or

Embarrassment, waking up next
morning,

You should then learn

How to keep alive the drowsing
mind,

While trying to shove away

Her plait of hair,

Jammed in the eyes of memory.






Ah.. Those haunting memories!






Was her pain real

When she asserted «That one is my spoiled
dress!

My party dress,

Which your eyes, filled with lust, tore off
of me..» ?






Hardly a twist of fate that

Multivalent perception which made

Visionary —Fanciful

Your unnecessary waiting.






Because she didn't come back.

Even at dawn. Even in your
expectation.






Now your pain screams only through
silence

When you sink your fingers deep

Into your bleeding heart —A sheer
grief

With no voice anymore

Because day in day out, year after
year

Everything becomes habit.






Until,

Gazing at the fluffy snow falling,
you

Caught a glimpse of her —Along with
a

Whiff of her perfume






Peering deeply into your eyes

She spoke words of hope

Along with a promise —possibly—






«A new life is looming beyond the
whitened

Fields of your mind»






Hushed words, uttered under her
breath,

Not to scrape the purity of the
night.






Was it a prophecy?

The celebration of a triumph or a

Failure —A bloodcurdling nightmare?






Enough! I'm fed up!






I stare at my bloody fingers

And faintly sigh.


Variations on a snowy
night


(On an "Aria" by Daniel J.
Brick)

 


 


I.






The snow had been falling for
hours.

Through the large window, sitting
side

By side at the coffee table, we could
see

The thick snowflakes silently falling
and

Flooding everything with their
silky

Whiteness.

It was then that, leaning forward,
oblivious

To anybody but me, she softly
whispered

To my ear the warmest words of
love.






II.






Her lips whispered those words for my
ears

Only, making my heart melt by the
lively

Warmth of her feminine scent, while
the

Cottony snow kept on falling and
falling,

Enveloping the whole of our
intimate

Universe.






III.






When she whispered to me, in a
soft,

Dreamy voice «Love you.. Want
you...»

The snow was shining white as it
fell

Upon us and our dreams alike.






IV.






I grabbed her hands, silently,
letting

Only my eyes speaking «Come, be
mine»

And we let the snow softly covered

The whole of the earth, and the
dark

Air was sparkling with the sweetest
of

Promises.



Karumi

«Life's but a walking shadow, a poor
player

That struts and frets his hour upon the
stage,

And then is heard no more.»

(William Shakespeare, Macbeth,
Act V, scene V)
















When full moon

She used to snap the moon shut

And disappear, struck

By the sound of a bell.

Give it a try, she liked to mime —Her
joke, just for

Teasing me.






Bright she was, no doubt, with or without a
guitar.

Nevertheless she could hardly help but
come

Across her own fate, like everybody
else

Upon the stage.

A butterfly in flight —If only for a while;
amid

The sound of voices from beyond the willow
trees.

Where she’s flown is a mystery. It’ll be
forever.






Face frozen in motion—I will certainly
stay

Alive till dawn.

But no audience around:

The show is finished. Like hornets at
dusk

We can call it a day and go home
—Hollow

Home, just like us.



Velvet
words






She talked velvet to him, under

The pale moon’s eye, wearing an

Unpretentious smile.






But down from his fierce look

Greed and lust showed no mercy, and

Much derisive laughter followed,
into

His head and veins
—«Dismissed!»






Abandoned. Betrayed. For her a bad

Harvest, ransacked by an insanity
that

Males only are so bright to wear.






She nevertheless had fierce pride
and

Didn't soften herself for his blade

When it hit.


Love song of a deaf-mute

Wet with sleep

The night is growing deeper and
deeper

In the farthest corners of your
eyes.






Standing beneath the empty sky,
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