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LIDIA VIANU

The Hidden Agenda of Clarity in After-Modernism

Born in 1931 (nine years after 7The Waste Land had been published), Alan
Brownjohn is the exemplary After-Modernist, After-Eliot, Desperado poet. His
sensibility is intensely shy. His words are used accordingly, with an economy of
beauty which T.S. Eliot himself did not foresee. He writes apparently flat lines, using
only one word denotative of emotion in a whole poem, but around that word he builds
a scenario of slow (emotional, philosophical, moral, social, political) revelation. ‘In
this city...” is a perfect illustration. ‘In this city, perhaps’, the poem starts: perhaps a
street, a house, a room, a woman in the darkness, a woman crying

For someone who has just gone through the door
And who has just switched off the light
Forgetting she was there.

Between ‘perhaps’ and the —ing’s (sitting — repeated three times, crying, forgetting),
the poem is elliptical. It does not say anything has actually happened. The key to the
mood is the very last —ing: ‘Forgetting she was there.” Silent solitude is Brownjohn’s
forte. His poems are all solitary races in which the flat word wins and manages to
shoot at the reader’s soul.

Ballad for a Birthday is a poem made of common gestures and common
words, of a dazzling linguistic clarity — which is a Desperado feature in itself. For
each stanza, the poet uses three perfectly rhyming lines (telephone-grown-own,
hooks-books-looks, page-stage-age, bell-tell-well, meet-street-complete, door-more-
sure) and the same unrhymed refrain: ‘I feel the same but I wouldn’t want to call it
love.” Besides this lesson in the uselessness of music in poetry (meaning never goes
hand in hand with perfect rhymes: there is more meaning when there is no music of
words), Brownjohn also uses grammar to convey his message indirectly. He relies on
modal verbs (s. W.B.Yeats’ Byzantium), and conditionals (s. Eliot’s La Figlia Che
Piange). The stanza which uses modals is the following;

I wanted coffee, so I marked the page;
It should have been over when it got to this stage;
Can [ be the same girl at a different age?
I feel the same, but I wouldn’t want to call it love.

Each modal verb expresses more than a whole sentence. We learn the girl’s
feelings through them: what had better have happened (‘It should have been over’),
the change she must get used to (‘Can I be the same girl at a different age?’), the
conclusion that love has not died, which is the source of the intense pain this poem
expresses so flatly apparently (‘I feel the same but I wouldn’t want to call it love’).

The conditionals are symmetrically present in the last three stanzas, and the
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pattern is ‘if he phoned/wrote/drove round’, followed by ‘should I answer it?’, ‘would
I answer?’, ‘could I tell him?” The aim of this enumeration is to prove that Alan
Brownjohn puts his grammar to the best use. He means to say a girl has been forsaken
and wants to forget but cannot, while the man is (characteristically for Brownjohn)
absent. The attitude echoes Eliot’s The Waste Land (the hyacinth garden), where the
man is inert. The difference is that, with Eliot, the intensity is mutual, both man and
woman feel the pain, even though they fail to communicate. With Brownjohn — with
all Desperadoes — intensity is a lonely experience. The girl is supremely alone, the
man is silently accused. The poem manages to make us feel exactly that, without
making one definite statement to that effect, while being crystal clear and posing no
obstacles to understanding.

Repetitiveness — a major element of clarity — is Brownjohn’s favourite tool.
The Packet 1s a static versus active poem, is versus does, -ing versus the present tense.
The first part of the poem obsessively repeats ‘is’, as if the poet were explaining a
painting which, in fact, is a painting within a painting within a painting... in a long
line. Until the line of images ends, everything ‘is’ (which means nothing much
moves):

In the room,
In the woman’s hand as she turns
Is the packet of salt.

On the packet is a picture of a
Woman turning,
With a packet in her hand.

When the woman in the room com-
Pletes her turning, she
Puts the packet down and leaves.

On the packet in the picture
Is: a picture of a woman
Turning, with a packet in her hand.

On this packet is a picture: of a woman,
Turning, with a packet in her hand.
On this packet is no picture.

— It is a tiny blank.

In the middle of this static part, the woman ‘com-/Pletes her turning’ and leaves.
Significantly, the important act here, the decision of the woman to go away for good,
is separated into syllables by the end of the line, which is only done to underline the
meaning of the word. Significant words in a poem by Brownjohn are not rhymed, but
defaced. The more unusual the end of a line, the surer we can be that it leads to a
meaning.

The second part of the poem focusses on the man, who slowly understands the
woman has left him. He draws her leaving, closing the line of pictures within pictures
(an image of the future, maybe), locks the door (end) and goes to sleep. Part two is
full of verbs:
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And now the man waits,
And waits: two-thirty, seven-thirty,
Twelve.

At twelve he lays the packet on its side
And draws, in the last packet in the last
Picture, a tiny woman turning.

And then he locks the door,
And switches off the bedside lamp,
And among the grains of salt, he goes to sleep.

The simple sentences the poet builds make the poem easy to read. Separating a
word into syllables and placing it in two lines at once is a way of drawing our
attention to an unutterred, indirect, hidden meaning in this context of clarity. If the
first part repeats the static ‘on’ four times, the second part repeats ‘and’ four times, as
a connection between actions. The simplicity of Brownjohn’s technique in this poem,
as in most, is a proof of shyness, of the author’s delicacy versus the reader. He seems
to say, Your guess is as good as mine; whatever the poem means to you, it means to
me too. He has one version of the story; the reader is encouraged to find his own.

Brownjohn writes as he speaks. Naturalness is a must with Desperadoes. They
seem to think rhyme prevents thinking. Monotonous musicality is not Brownjohn’s
favourite. He makes the lines as rugged as he can:

We used to be some self-absorbed people living

In a compromised age about twenty years ago. We hated it, it

Was a terrible age, and underneath we liked it in a way, it
Was because it gave us the chance to feel like that.

Palindrome is a poem about young and old, just like Yeats’ poem Two Years Later,
but much more relativistic. Every new generation knows intensity and loss, and ‘all
the time the ages are getting worse and worse.” It seems that Brownjohn is less
passionate — from the language of the poem, not half so flamboyant and tragic — but
the truth is he is very intense in his quiet, ‘blank’ way. He devises a Desperado
intensity, which delights in tricks borrowed from everyday speech, from
conversationalism.

Ruse is an unrhymed poem, whose main tool is rthythm. Alan Brownjohn’s
rhythm is the main device for intellectual suspense in the poem. Each thought/line is
interrupted at the exact moment it menaces to spell itself out, to be resolved in a
complete statement. Sometimes he separates the subject from its predicate (‘The other
children instantly/ Scattered among the scrubland grass), at other times the attribute
from the noun (‘the orange/ Street-lamps), the auxiliary from the verb to be
conjugated (‘I was/ Expected home from this game), the attributive clause from its
noun (‘There were so many ruses more/ I wanted to devise), the conjunction from its
clause (‘Before/ They counted out my time), the verb from its direct object (‘Turning
today/ A tower-block corner’), the verb from its adverbial of place (‘I saw them/ In
the gathering dark’), the adverb from its verb (still/ Searching’). This strategy of
interruptions clashes with the predictability of each line beginning with a capital
letter, which somehow reassures the reader that this is a poem, he need not worry,
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these are real lines, the convention of the poem is there. Actually the poetic
convention is contradicted all along. Broken sentences, broken meanings, broken
poetic idiom.

Brownjohn breaks poetry into pieces of feeling and mainly of ideas (soul, life,
morality, politics, the future of mankind on earth...). He manages to conjure up
intensity from an inferred little story behind the poem. He does not confess — he
probably hates confessional lines because he always keeps his own life as private as
possible — and replaces personal revelation by intellectual puns. He plays upon an
idea, he builds a fable, a half absurd, half very real and painful situation. Brownjohn
is not an optimistic poet. His poems are deeply moral and, even though they never
frown, they brood.

Ruse describes a child who plays hide and seek, leaving his mates while they
are looking for him, and comes back to them forty years later. They are middle-aged,
dressed in tattered children’s clothes, all confused. They have missed out on his whole
life, but he has not missed out on theirs, because they have not changed. He, on the
other hand, is totally different. His life has left the track his friends followed. He is —
we infer — the poet, and he has created, while his friends have not. Creation has made
all the difference to the poet’s existence.

The ruse was to turn the childhood game into a game of creation, which his
childhood friends never did. And this is how a poem about hide and seek turns into a
statement of plenitude. It seems nostalgic, but the message is not ‘I miss my
childhood, I am back to remember,” but one of difference. The trick implied in the
title is the discovery of poetry writing, which gives a sense of balance to the author
and reveals the emptiness of other lives in its absence. Apparently a nostalgic poem
about a lost age, about growing old, Ruse turns out to be an enthusiastic praise of
poetry writing, which can defeat age and aimlessness. Poetry gives a meaning to life.

A Witness is an enigmatic poem in the form of a question. It begins with the
paste tense (did...) and ends in a question mark. Something definitely happened, but it
was ‘No cinematic gloriousness and hope.” The ‘falling’ on a ‘blank’ day ends in a
last tentative meaning: ‘An Icarus landing on sand, getting up and running.’ Possibly,
because the line ends with the question mark. The poem is one of failure, of repeated
failure, actually, because it is about only one out of who knows how many Icaruses.
The interesting part is that Brownjohn avoids the tragic, theatrical tinge by making it
an uncertainty. Maybe Icarus failed, but maybe he did not. This may be a repetition,
but we cannot be sure we have seen it indeed.

Uncertainty is a fertile device with Brownjohn. He is such a shy poet that he
would hate to pass judgement. He will accept the reader’s ideas, all his readers’
interpretations are welcome. He will not impose a meaning, but will not write a poem
which is empty, either. Between the poet’s and the reader’s meanings falls
uncertainty. It is the uncertainty of all of Brownjohn’s poems, desperately shy, yet
unbelievably firm in their need to signify, to make a point. He is a Desperado in the
sense that his clarity hides a forest of ideas, all to be unveiled by the reader’s
understanding as he walks in a maze of indecision: Can the idea be so clear? Is it the
only thing the poet meant me to see? Well, as with all other Desperadoes, it usually is
not.
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LIDIA VIANU

Ce pune la cale limpezimea textului de Dupa Modernism

Nascut In 1931 (la noud ani dupa publicarea poemului 7ardm Pustiu), Alan
Brownjohn este tipul poetului de Dupa Modernism, Dupa Eliot, pe scurt — Desperado.
El are o sensibilitate intensa si retrasa. Cuvintele sunt mai zgarcite in imagini decat ar
fi putut insusi T.S. Eliot sa prevada. Scrie versuri aparent plate, adunand cate un poem
in jurul unui singure vorbe afectuoase, dar acea unica vorba despre suflet ne dezvaluie
un intreg scenariu (afectiv, filozofic, moral, social, politic). ‘Aici in oras, poate,’
incepe un poem: poate pe o strada, poate intr-o casa, poate-ntr-o odaie, sade ea pe
intuneric si plange

Dupa cineva care tocmai a iesit pe usa
Stingand lumina si
Uitand de ea.

Cheia stirii de spirit e ultimul gerunziu: ‘Uitdnd de ea.” Insingurarea muti e mesajul
lui Brownjohn. Toate poemele lui sunt fugi solitare: iese invingdtor cuvantul simplu,
care izbuteste sa se infigd drept in sufletul lectorului.

Balada de ziua mea e o sumd de gesturi si vorbe banale, de o limpezime
verbald socantd — limpezime tipica poetului Desperado. Strofele sunt alcatuite (in
englezd) din trei versuri ce rimeaza perfect si un refren care nu rimeaza deloc: ‘Sunt
aceeasl, dar n-as vrea sa vorbesc de iubire.” Pe langd aceastd demonstratie ca muzica
versului e fard rost (intelesul nu are nevoie de rime perfecte; e mai mult sens acolo
unde lipseste armonia verbald), Brownjohn recurge si la gramaticd in dorinta lui de a
ocoli: limpezimea lui pune mereu ceva la cale. El se foloseste de verbe englezesti ale
modalitatii (lucru ce aminteste de poemul Byzantium, de W.B. Yeats) precum si de
valorile subordonatei conditionale (cum face Eliot in La Figlia Che Piange).

Conditionalele, de pilda, apar in ultimele trei strofe, dupa tiparul ‘Dacad ar
suna/ ar scrie/ ar veni pana la mine’, urmate de Intrebarea simetricd ‘sa raspund oare?/
as raspunde..?/ i-as spune..?’ Ca orice bun artizan al cuvantului. Alan Brownjohn are
o gramaticd a sensului. Povestea e simpla: o fatd parasitd vrea dar nu poate sd uite, In
clipa de fata barbatul fiind (tipic pentru Brownjohn) absent. E aici un ecou al
Taramului Pustiu (Eliot), unde, in gradina cu zambile, barbatul e impietrit. La Eliot
insd ambii simt nefericirea, chiar daca le e imposibil sd comunice. Pentru Brownjohn
— ca pentru toti poetii Desperado — intensitatea trdirii e solitard. Fata e parasita,
barbatul e acuzat in tacere. Trebuie sa citim printre randuri, fiinded poemul — desi cum
nu se poate mai limpede — nu numeste emotia, nu interpreteaza trairea.

Repetarea — element esential al enuntului clar — e unealta de capatai a lui
Brownjohn. Pachetul confrunta starea activd cu starea pasivd, pe este cu face,
gerunziul cu timpul prezent. Prima parte descrie un tablou static, care e de fapt un
tablou Intr-un tablou dintr-un alt tablou.... — un sir de imagini. Nimic nu se clinteste
pand ce nu ajungem la capdtul sirului. Frazele sunt eliptice, lipseste actiunea, lipseste
predicatul:
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In odaie,
In mana ei tocmai cand da sa plece,
Pachetul cu sare.

Pe pachet, silueta unei
Femei ce da sa plece,
Cu pachetul in mana.

Cand femeia din odaie e cu fata la u-
Sa, lasa
Pachetul din mana si iese.

Pe pachetul din poza
Vedem: silueta ei, care
Da sa plece, tinand un pachet in mana.

Pe pachet, o imagine: o femeie
Ce da sa plece, cu pachetul in mana.
Pe acest ultim pachet nu mai e nici o poza.

— Un mic spatiu gol.

In mijlocul acestei nemiscari, femeia se intoarce cu fata citre ‘u-/Sa’ si iese. In chip
semnificativ, elementul cel mai important, decizia ei de a pleca definitiv, separd ‘u-
Sa’ in silabe la capat de vers, atragand atentia asupra sensului. Ca tacticd poetica,
Brownjohn nu rimeaza cuvintele importante, ci le schimba la fata. Cu cat un vers se
incheie mai bizar, cu atat putem fi mai siguri ca el ascunde exact ce vrea poetul sa
spuna in poem.

Partea a doua a poemului il descrie pe barbatul care se dumireste greu ca
femeia nu se mai intoarce. In ultimul locsor (liber) din sirul de imagini mereu mai
mici ale femeii, una intr-alta, el o deseneaza plecand (parasindu-l), apoi incuie usa
(final) si adoarme. Spre deosebire de prima, partea a doua (zbuciumul celui parasit) e
plina de verbe:

[ata-1 si pe el, asteapta,
Tot asteapta: doud si jumatate, sapte si jumatate.
Douasprezece.

La doudsprezece culca pachetul pe o parte
Si deseneaza, pe cel din urma pachet, in
Ultimul loc gol, cat un punct, o silueta ce da sa plece.

Incuie apoi usa,
Stinge lampa de pe noptiera,
Si, cu sarea varsata in asternut, adoarme. (s.n.)

Frazele simple fac ca poemul sd fie o lecturd extrem de accesibild. Punctul

cheie, despartirea cuvantului esential in silabe §i asezarea lui in doua versuri deodata e
modul lui Brownjohn de a ne atrage atentia ca limpezimea lui verbala pune la cale (ca
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peste tot) un sens nerostit, banuit, ascuns. Dacd prima parte repetd prepozitia statica
‘pe’ de patru ori, partea a doua a poemului e plina de virgule ce leaga intre ele scurte
actiuni Intre ele. Simplitatea tehnicii poetice a lui Brownjohn 1n acest poem, ca si In
celelalte, e un semn de modestie si respect pentru lector. Poetul pare sa ne spuna, Cred
ce crezi tu. El ne da o versiune ternd a povestii si ne incurajeaza sa ne construim una
proprie, cu mister §i tot ce ne-ar mai putea atrage.

Brownjohn scrie la fel cum vorbeste. Pentru poetii Desperado, firescul nu
poate lipsi. Pentru ei rima e o monotonie care ucide interesul lecturii. Brownjohn scrie
deci cat mai accidentat cu putinta:

Acum douazeci de ani eram indivizi egocentrici

Intr-un timp compromis. Ne revoltam, erau

Vremuri cumplite, dar in fond ne placea,
Sentimentul in sine era o bucurie.

Palindrom e un poem despre generatii, aga cum era poemul lui Yeats Dupa doi ani, cu
un plus de relativitate. Fiecare generatie traieste intens §i apoi se retrage, iar
‘vremurile sunt din ce in ce mai rele.” Brownjohn pare mai putin aprins decat Yeats —
cuvintele lui nu sunt nici pe departe la fel de spectaculoase si cu iz tragic — dar
adevarul este ca, in felul lui tacut, ‘mut’, el ¢ la fel de intens ca si Yeats. Intensitatea
Desperado pe care o faureste poezia lui 1si ia ca unelte vorbele si intonatiile
conversatiei de fiecare zi.

Siretlic e un poem fara rima, care se bizuie numai pe ritm. Cu acest ritm
alimenteaza Brownjohn suspansul intelectual al textului. Versul, ideea sunt curmate
chiar 1n clipa cind sunt pe punctul de a se deconsipra, de a se da de gol, de a fi prea
clare. Graba lui desparte subiectul de predicat, atributul de substantiv, auxiliarul de
verbul de conjugat, atributiva de substantivul lamurit, conjunctia de subordonata,
verbul de complementul direct, de circumstantiale, adverbul de verb. Aceasta strategie
a Intreruperii se bate cap in cap cu inceputul previzibil (cu litera mare) al versurilor,
care parcd l-ar linisti pe cititor ca e vorba de o poezie ca toate poeziile, ca are de-a
face cu vechea conventie poeticd, nu pune nimeni nimic la cale. In realitate n-a mai
ramas nimic din conventie: peste tot fraze Intrerupte, sensuri fracturate, capcane de
stil.

Brownjohn sfardma poemul clasic. Calcam pe cioburi de sentimente, de idei
(suflet, viatd, morala, politica, viitorul omului pe pamant...). El scapdra scanteia
poeticd dintr-o scurtd istorie abia banuita, pe care poemul o ascunde in loc s-o0
povesteasca. Nu face confesiuni — detestd versurile confesive, nu-si dezvaluie
niciodata viata intima — si locul intensitatii confesive e luat de vorba de duh. Se joaca
cu ideea, construieste o fabula, povesteste ceva pe jumatate absurd, dar pe jumatate
extrem de adevarat si foarte trist.

Brownjohn e departe de a fi un poet optimist. Poezia lui e profund morala si,
cu toate ca nu acuza, e grava si mereu pe ganduri. Descoperim in Siretlic un copil care
se joaca de-a v-ati ascunselea, fuge din copildrie pe cand tovarasii lui de joacd nca-1
mai caut si revine la ei dupa patruzeci de ani. Imbatraniti, in aceleasi haine de copil
(zdrentuite acum), ceilalti habar n-au de schimbarea din el. Poetul a trdit altfel, creatia
l-a modificat, i-a dat un sens pe care ei nu-l au. Siretlicul e chiar poemul, care trece
din jocul de copil in jocul creatiei. Pretextul concret — jocul de-a v-ati ascunselea —
duce de fapt la o afirmare a Implinirii. Textul pare nostalgic, dar nu avem de-a face cu
amintirea copilariei Tn poem, ci cu afirmarea iesirii poetului din banal. Siretlicul e
descoperirea poeziei, care pune lumea in echilibru pentru poet, dar nu si pentru copiii
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uitati pe maidan. Aparenta nostalgie a varstei pierdute se preschimbad in bucuria
creatiei, care infrange varsta, afld cheia ascunsa. Sensul vietii este poezia.

Martor ocular e un poem enigmatic, o intrebare de fapt. Incepe la timpul
trecut si se incheie cu un semn al Intrebarii. S-a Intdmplat ceva, intelegem, dar acel
ceva e departe de ‘spectacolul stralucirii ori sperantei’. ‘Caderea’ dintr-o zi ‘banald’
se incheie cu o ultima lupta pentru sens: ‘Icar, oare? Coborat in nisip, sare-n picioare
si 0 ia la goana?’ Intrebare fard raspuns. Poem al esecului, al esecului repetat, despre
un Icar dintre cine stie cati au fost. E semnificativ cd Brownjohn evita tragismul
teatral, refugiindu-se in incertitudine. Poate cd Icar a esuat, si poate cd nu. Poate e
vorba de un esec reluat, dar cine poate fi sigur ca 1-a mai vazut?

Nesiguranta e una din stratagemele preferate ale lui Brownjohn. E un poet
retractil, nu vrea cu nici un chip sa fie cel care da cu piatra ori face legea. Cititorul
singur trebuie sd decida. Poetul nu poate dicta intelesul, desi el e cel care il sadeste.
Intre sensul poemului si al lecturii pluteste un nor de incertitudine. Ezitant si precaut,
Alan Brownjohn are totusi ceva important de spus. Limpezimea lui ascunde un
labirint de idei. Lectorul le descopera tocmai cand crede ca s-a pierdut in incertitudini.
El descoperd esenta poeziei lui Brownjohn atunci cand, in final, se intreaba: E oare
posibil sa fie ideea atat de clara? Doar atat trebuia sa vad in vers? Ei bine, in poezia
Desperado raspunsul e intotdeauna, Nu. E bine sa ne intrebam in fiecare poem, Ce
pune la cale limpezimea textului de Dupa Modernism?
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Gasping for love
Tanjesc dupa iubire
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‘In this city...’

In this city, perhaps a street.

In this street, perhaps a house.

In this house, perhaps a room

And in this room a woman sitting,

Sitting in the darkness, sitting and crying

For someone who has just gone through the door
And who has just switched off the light
Forgetting she was there.
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‘Aici in oras...

Aici in oras, poate pe o strada.

Aici pe strada, poate intr-o casa.

Aici in casa, poate-ntr-o odaie
Odaie-n care sade ea,

Sade pe intuneric si plange

Dupa cineva care tocmai a iesit pe usa
Stingand lumina si

Uitand de ea.

(P
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Ballad for a Birthday

I cleaned up the house, and moved the telephone;

T had a

look to see if the plant had grown;

I put Tiddles outside, and sat on my own:

I feel the same, but I wouldn’t want to call it love.

I arranged my dresses on laundry hooks;
I pulled out the table and set out my books;
I went to the window for just one or two looks:

I feel the same, but I wouldn’t want to call it love.

I wanted coffee, so I marked the page;
It should have been over when it got to this stage;
Can I be the same girl at a different age?

I feel the same, but I wouldn’t want to call it love.

What if he phoned, and I heard the bell
With my feet on the bath-tap, and I couldn’t tell...

Well, 1

Ifhew

heard it... should I answer it as well?
I fell the same, but I wouldn’t want to call it love.

rote a letter, saying Could we meet,

Or if we met by accident, in the street
— When something’s finished, is it always complete?

I feel the same, but I wouldn’t want to call it love.

If he drove round here and knocked on the door,

Would

I answer his questions, let him ask me more,

Or could I tell him I was absolutely sure...?

4

(0

— Oh, I feel the same, but I wouldn’t want to call it love.
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Balada de ziua mea

Am dereticat, am mutat telefonul;
M-am uitat dacd a mai crescut floarea;
I-am dat drumul lui Tiddles afara si am ramas doar eu:

Sunt aceeasi, dar n-as vrea sa vorbesc de iubire.

Mi-am aranjat rochiile spalate;
Am desfacut masa si mi-am pregatit cartile;
M-am uitat pe geam o secunda, doua:

Sunt aceeasi, dar n-as vrea sa vorbesc de iubire.

Aveam chef de cafea si am pus semn la pagina;
Trebuia sa se incheie cand s-a ajuns la asta;
Oare sunt tot eu, doar mai batrana?

Sunt aceeasi, dar n-as vrea sa vorbesc de iubire.

Dac-ar suna, si l-as auzi
Din cada, cu talpile pe robinet, si n-as sti...
A sunat... sa raspund oare?

Sunt aceeasi, dar n-as vrea sa vorbesc de iubire.

Daca mi-ar scrie sa ne intalnim,
Ori ne-am zari pe stradd intdmplator
— Cand se termina chiar inseamna oare ca s-a incheiat?

Sunt aceeasi, dar n-as vrea sa vorbesc de iubire.

Daca ar veni pana la mine si ar bate la usa,
As raspunde, as sta de vorba cu el,
Ori i-ag spune cd, fara indoiala..?

Sunt aceeasi, dar n-as vrea sa vorbesc de iubire.
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The Packet

In the room,
In the woman’s hand as she turns
Is the packet of salt.

On the packet is a picture of a
Woman turning,
With a packet in her hand.

When the woman in the room com-
Pletes her turning, she
Puts the packet down and leaves.

On the packet in the picture
Is: a picture of a woman
Turning, with a packet in her hand.

On this packet is a picture: of a woman,
Turning, with a packet in her hand.
On this packet is no picture.

— It is a tiny blank.

And now the man waits,
And waits: two-thirty, seven-thirty,
Twelve.

At twelve he lays the packet on its side
And draws, in the last packet in the last
Picture, a tiny woman turning.

And then he locks the door,
And switches off the bedside lamp,

And among the grains of salt, he goes to sleep.
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Pachetul

In odaie,
In ména ei tocmai cand da sa plece,
Pachetul cu sare.

Pe pachet, silueta unei
Femei ce da sa plece,
Cu pachetul in mana.

Cand femeia din odaie e cu fata la u-
Sa, lasa
Pachetul din méana si iese.

Pe pachetul din poza
Vedem: silueta ei, care
Da sd plece, tindnd un pachet in mana.

Pe pachet, o imagine: o femeie
Ce da sa plece, cu pachetul In mana.
Pe acest ultim pachet nu mai e nici o poza.

— Un mic spatiu gol.

Iata-1 si pe el, asteapta,
Tot asteapta: douad si jumatate, sapte si jumatate.
Douasprezece.

La doudsprezece culca pachetul pe o parte
Si deseneaza, pe cel din urma pachet, in

Ultimul loc gol, cat un punct, o silueta ce da sa plece.

Incuie apoi usa,
Stinge lampa de pe noptiera,
Si, cu sarea varsata in asternut, adoarme.
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White Night

I did not dream it, no I was

A t. v. screen left on shining, and
Insensately vibrating, and

Blank, in a shop at night: like a
Flat yet restless pool.

I could picture nothing; but

I was alive and was shivering and
Wanting to hold more and think more
Than grey, sudden flecks and bleak dots
Momently repeating.

O nice insomnia, fastidiously

Beckoning the abrasive dawn, and tuning

The mind to that first, drab

Water-table where, out of such cold depths, came
Monsters on which the hurtful body rode.
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Noapte alba

Nu, n-am visat. Chiar eram

Ecran de televizor uitat aprins,
Pulsand fara noima,

Fara imagine, noaptea, in magazin: ca
Valurile intr-o piscina.

Fara inchipuire; dar

Viu, frematand, voiam

Sa am, sa gandesc mai mult

Decat petele rapide, punctele acelea negre
Repetate gafait.

O, dulce insomnie, ce chemi

Semet zorile fierdstrau, acordand

Gandurile la apa freatica

Dintai, unde, din adancuri inghetate, s-au nascut
Monstrii pe care calarea raul trupului.
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Palindrome

We used to be some self-absorbed people living
In a compromised age about twenty years ago. We hated it, it
Was a terrible age, and underneath we liked it in a way, it
Was because it gave us the chance to feel like that.

Now it has all changed, and we are older,

And we hate the age completely, not nearly so

Entranced with our hatred. But now there are lots of younger
People entranced with hatred of this terrible age,

While underneath they like it in a way, because
It gives them the chance to feel like that. We ourselves feel lost

Because we can’t tell them they are compromised like us,
That being hard for the self-absorbed to see.

And all the time the ages are getting worse and worse.
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Palindrom

Acum douazeci de ani eram indivizi egocentrici
Intr-un timp compromis. Ne revoltam, erau
Vremuri cumplite, dar in fond ne placea,

Sentimentul in sine era o bucurie.

Acum s-au schimbat lucrurile, am imbatranit,
E o epoca ingrozitoare, dar nu ne mai
Incanta ce traim. Acum alti tineri

Detesta aceste vremuri cumplite,

Si in fond le place, sentimentul
In sine e o bucurie. Nu suntem in stare
Sa le explicdm ca si ei sunt pierduti,

Egocentrici, ca noi odinioara, n-ar ntelege oricum.

Si vremurile sunt din ce in ce mai rele.
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Ruse

Lastly my turn to hide, so
The other children instantly
Scattered among the scrubland grass,
Blanked their eyes, began
To count aloud.

Away downhill,
The traffic thundered less
In the hazed streets, the orange
Street-lamps suddenly lit in
A necklace of twilight mauves. I was
Expected home from this game, to eat,
And read myself to sleep. Besides,
There were so many ruses more
I wanted to devise.

Before
They counted out my time, came
Running to look for me, I ran
And left them there, I ran back home
And left them.
Turning today

A tower-block corner, I saw them
In the gathering dark, bemused
And middle-aged, in tattered
Relics of children’s clothes, still
Searching even now in the glittering
Scrubland of my Precinct, for
What had deserted them, what had
Cast them there; blank-eyed, and
Never to tell what I had built,

What I had left them with in forty years.
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Siretlic

Cand a venit si randul meu sa ma ascund,
Toti copiii s-au raspandit
Pe data prin tufiguri,
Si-au acoperit ochii si
Au numarat cu voce tare.
Departe, jos,
Nu mai erau multe masini
Pe strazile in amurg s-au aprins
Felinarele portocalii,
Sirag de movuri. Ma
Asteptau acasa dupa joaca, sd mananc
Si sa citesc pana adorm. Si mai
Erau atatea siretlicuri
La care ma gandeam.
Pana sa
Termine de numarat, sa vina
Sa ma caute, am fugit,
I-am lasat asa, m-am dus acasa
Si i-am lasat.

24

Azi, pe cand dadeam

Coltul unui bloc turn, i-am zarit
La lasarea serii, buimaci,
Imbatraniti, purtind

Aceleasi haine de copil, zdrentuite,
Cautand inca printre luminitele
Din tufisurile cartierului meu
Ceva ce le scapase, ce ii

Lasase-n urma; nauci,

Habar n-avand ce-am adunat,

Ce sa aleagd dupa patruzeci de ani.
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A Witness

Did something drop down and move out over the shore,
Just now? In front of, then lost to sight in, the mist?
The colours in the perspective tell me nothing.
Did something occur that the light would not yield up?

— That was the final question of the day,
The seascape as usual resigned to dull entropy,
No spaced-out clouds forming up into glowing processions,
No cinematic gloriousness and hope.

— It might for a moment have been something falling there.
The day had begun, and was ending, blank. But at four-
Fifteen was there an unobserved low-tide success?
An Icarus landing on sand, getting up and running?
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Martor ocular

A fulgerat si s-a néltat peste plaja, uite-1,
Ce sa fie? Drept inainte, ce se pierde sageata in pacla?
Culoarea, forma, nu ma lamuresc deloc.
Ce Intamplare ascunde lumina?

— Intrebarea a incheiat ziua,
Marea e ca mai totdeauna sub puterea aceleiasi entropii,
Fara nori randuiti n procesiuni lucitoare,
Fara spectacolul stralucirii ori sperantei.

— Poate a fost o cadere fulgerator de scurta.
Ziua inceputa se Incheia banal. Dar ce iz-
banda acoperea refluxul nevazuta, la patru i un sfert?
Icar, oare? Coborat in nisip, sare-n picioare si o ia la goana?
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Sonnet at Sixty-Four

You think of the various things you've never done,

Like going to Greenland, or riding a horse

— Which is unlikely now, though you confess

That if well paid to play Kutuzov... And wasn't there one
Great idea you used to have, now of course

Too late to try for: a dignified progress,

Serving an honourable government,

To the House of Lords, relaunched with a different name?

Only yesterday I thought, Come to that, you've never spent
A few measly quid to have an epigram

Or a picture done in the form of a tattoo

On... some suitable organ. So I stopped on a yellow line
And scanned the small shop-window. And read this sign
— At last, the AIDS-free needle — here — for you!
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Sonet la saizeci si patru de ani

Atatea lucruri n-am facut, ma gandesc,

N-am fost in Groenlanda, n-am calarit,

— A trecut vremea lor, desi, recunosc,

Platit bine, l-as mai juca pe Kutuzov... Am avut si o

Idee excelenta, prea tarziu

Pentru ea: o carierd respectabila

In slujba unui guvern onorabil,

Ajuns Intr-o Camera a Lorzilor, reorganizata sub un alt nume?

Ma gandeam deunazi, la uite, niciodata n-am dat

Cativa banuti acolo sa-mi tatuez

O epigrama ori un desen

Undeva... pe corp. Asa ca am oprit la ‘Stationarea interzisa’
Si-am cercetat vitrina unei pravalioare. Scria acolo

— Acul garantat fara SIDA — pentru tine! nu ezita!
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What Lovers Do in Novels

What lovers do in novels, day on day,

With changing amounts of patience, is wait and yearn.
When they can, they write letters, when they can,
They try to eat a little, or try to sleep.

And all the time they are reading other novels:

Novels which recount the techniques and agonies
Of waiting and yearning, and occasionally in ways
That bring hope.

For example, here's a chapter
Where a lover sighs and lays a novel down,
Still open, on the leather arm of a chair,

And thinks (leaning deeply back, he thinks):

I have read through summer and autumn without
Consolation, nothing happens that I desire;

And yet I shall read along the shelf to where

My sorrow is found exactly, and understood;

Is found and rewarded, counted and repaid.
If I am hungry, if I cannot sleep,

If the telephone needs me, I shall still read on.
There has been a raggedness about my life
That a true and tidy fiction would trim back.

There is bound to be one novel which does all this.
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Ce fac indragostitii in romane

Ce fac indragostitii in romane zi de zi

Cu mai multa sau mai putina rabdare? Asteapta si tdnjesc.
Cand pot, scriu ravase, cand pot

Mai imbuca ceva, mai dorm un pic,

Si citesc mereu alte romane:

Romanele descriu tehnicile si suferintele
Asteptarii, dorului, cateodata intr-un fel ce
Da sperante.

De pilda, iata un capitol
In care indragostitul suspina si pune jos romanul
Intredeschis, pe bratul fotoliului de piele,

Si mediteaza (ldsandu-se pe spate, concentrat):
Am citit toatd vara §i toatd toamna dar

In zadar, nimic din ce-mi doresc nu se intampla;
Am sa mai citesc pana la capatul raftului, sa vad
Daca durerea mea e descoperita si inteleasa;

Descoperita si rasplatita, cantarita si recompensata.
Chiar flamdnd, nedormit,

Chiar daca suna telefonul, am sa citesc mai departe.
Viata mea e o neordnduiala

Pe care doar un roman bun si rdnduit o poate descurca.

Nu se poate sa nu existe un astfel de roman.
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April Light

Slowly the tree falls, and we lean back

On our axes watching it, in the film,

Leaning on arm-rests in the Odeon.

The trunk and riven stump will kill nobody

In the good April daylight we had then.

So when the man with the name my friend had
Thirty years ago, and a credible address,

Dies today in the Guardian, struck by a falling tree,
This is fiction, it can't be him, it's a common name,
And trees fall commonly in reported storms.

So I don't go to the telephone, and I don't start

To write at last the letter I never wrote

When neglect was slowly cutting away at friendship.

I laugh at the idea, at the superstition,
And lean back in my chair, watching the light
Fall on a spring day killingly like winter.
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Lumina de aprilie

Copacul se rupe lent, ne aplecam

Pe spate, privind ecranul, la film,

Cu coatele infipte 1n fotolii, la Odeon.

Trunchiul si rddacina despicatd nu omoara pe nimeni

in blanda lumini de aprilie de atunci.

Prin urmare, cAdnd omul ce poartd numele prietenului meu
De acum treizeci de ani, si locuieste la o adresa plauzibila,
Moare azi in Guardian, strivit de un copac,

E doar o inchipuire, n-are cum sa fie e/, e doar un nume des intalnit,
In reportajele cu furtuni cad mereu copaci.

Asa ca nu ma duc la telefon, nici nu scriu

Macar acum scrisoarea pe care n-am scris-o

Pe cand prietenia se pierdea in indiferenta.

Zambesc acestui gand, superstitiei,

Ma las pe spate 1n scaun, pe cand lumina

Ucide ca o iarnd imaginea zilei de primavara.
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The Cities

I was born in one of London's various cities,
And travelled through others that I never could
Explore except from an upper-deck front seat,
In the time I was a nineteen-thirties child.

Grown up from that, I learned to use the maps
Of more of them; but forgot to understand
What my own city told me, that outdated place
I thought I had left behind. When I go back now,

I can feel inside myself something waiting, hidden
By time and the Red Routes and the roundabouts,
By the deaths of faces I grew up among
And lost the strength to know.

I like to think

— Or fear to think it — that one day my city will
Disclose itself, its faces reclaim their focus,
Its culverted rivers flood the hypermarkets,
The cinema organs rise through the motorways.
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Orasele

M-am nascut intr-unul dintre orasele ce compun Londra,
Iar pe celelalte le-am strabatut, copil fiind, fara sa le
Cercetez altfel decat pe geamul autobuzului,
In anii o mie nous sute treizeci.

Crescand, am invatat s ma folosesc de hartile
Multor orage; dar am omis sa inteleg
Ce-mi soptea orasul meu, locul acela Tnvechit
Unde mi se parea ca nu mai am ce cauta. Cand revin acum la el,

Simt in mine ceva ca o asteptare, invelita
in timp, in benzile de viteza si rutele ocolitoare,
In fetele cu care am copilarit si care nu mai sunt,
Fete ce si-au pierdut puterea de a cunoaste.

As vrea sa cred

— Ma tem sa cred — ca odata si odata are sa

Se arate orasul meu, cu toate fetele lui,

Sa iasd raurile din canale si sa inunde hipermarketurile,
Sa cante flagnetele de cinema pe autostrazi.
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Poem About Men

Thing about girls was, they were everywhere!

They lived above furniture shops, alighted on

Your field of vision in recreation grounds,

And licked ice-creams by corner-shop entrances,

And sat in groups in the very same seats each day

Of the first bus home the moment school came out.

They could be the daughters of plumbers, or officers

In local government, or sit two rows in front

In the Regal, and you'd never seen them before.

There could be girl cousins with them, or friends who'd come
From a distant town, and you thought, Please don't go back!

Women are different, though, living with local
Government officers, married to plumbers, leaving
Cars on rainy superstore parking places,

With hardened furrows set in their twenty

-Nine year old faces; complicit in mortgages,

With futures on too-fragile salary scales.

I believe that women have never been girls at all,
Just women from the start, kept somewhere else
When the streets were full of girls from everywhere
— And finally released to do away

With girls for their lack of brutal obviousness,
Girls for their courage in being unusual,

Girls for their cheek in being their younger selves.
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Poem despre barbati

Fetele astea erau absolut peste tot!

Locuiau la etajul magazinului de mobila, iti

Séreau in ochi in parcurile de distractii,

Mancau Inghetatd in usa micilor pravalioare,

Se agezau 1n grupuri, mereu pe aceleasi locuri,

In primul autobuz catre casa cand terminau cursurile.

Erau, cine stie, fete de instalatori, de functionari

In administratiile locale, ori sedeau cu doua randuri mai in fata
La teatru, si erau fete cu totul noi.

Aveau cu ele verigoare ori prietene din cine

Stie ce oras, si ai fi vrut sa le spui, Va implor nu plecati inapoi acasa!

Femeile sunt altfel, fie ca traiesc cu functionari

Ai administratiei locale, ori sunt maritate cu instalatori, lasa
Masinile parcate 1n ploaie la supermarket,

Au la douazeci de ani fata

Brazdata de riduri; cu credite ipotecare,

Cu un viitor ce abia se tine pe un salariu nesigur.

As zice ca femeile n-au fost fete niciodata,

S-au ndscut femei, tinute inchise undeva

Atunci cand se umpleau strazile cu fete de pretutindeni

— Si lasate libere ca sa ne scape

De fetele acelea pe care nu le poti trece cu vederea,

Fete ce au curajul sa fie altfel,

Fete ce au neobrazarea sa fie cum erau femeile cand erau tinere.
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September 1939

I walked into the garden afterwards:
Away up there the soft silver elephants
hovered peculiarly
The wireless had gone over to
A band . .. Or a short feature?
Whichever, I didn't listen.

My mother listened on, half-listened on,

And was thinking, as she watched me from the window.

She told me that.

There was no one in the gardens on either side,
And I too thought: It will be different now.

The elephants' noses wrinkled in the breeze.
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Septembrie 1939

Dupa ce s-a intdmplat am iesit in parc:

Departe pe cer elefanti argintii de catifea
dadeau roata ce ciudat

Radioul trecuse pe

Muzica... Ori un reportaj scurt?

Oricum nu-l ascultam.

Mama asculta, dar numai pe jumatate,

Se uita la mine jos in parc, pe ganduri.

Asa mi-a povestit.

Nu era nimeni nicaieri in parc,

Si mi-am zis: De-acum nimic nu va mai fi la fel.

Nasul elefantilor incretit de vant.
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Sayings of the Utopians

In a neglected Utopian black-and-white film

Which dates from the nineteen-thirties, a beautiful

Young girl sits in a smart bright restaurant

To which she has been escorted by an old man.

He has a trim white beard and a cunning charm,

And one may assume he planned this carefully.

She had been alone in her cold, bare, silent room.

Here is warmth — and flowers, champagne — and a gypsy band.

Insofar as he is audible above

The deafening silken-shirted Utopian gypsies,

She is listening to him. He is saying, 'Every young woman
As beautiful as you should have three lovers:

A twenty-year-old for passion,

A forty-year-old for passion and experience,

And a sixty-year-old for passion, experience

— And wisdom' (thus the sub-titles render it).

She being a sharp-witted girl, as well

As a beautiful one, she rejoins, 'So which are you?'

He smiles, and is about to answer her question

With words of cunning charm that will change her future,
When the waiter interrupts them. He wants their order.
He is not the suave waiter you get in unreal films,

He is slow, and lethargic, and derives no interest

From the customers as a salve for his tedious task.

The timing has been ruined, the moment passes

And it can't be recovered. The old man does not seduce her,
She does not marry him and inherit millions

From his trade as an insurer; and launder them

Into a salon for young post-Dadaists.

To attain the ideal, first disperse all crude illusion.

The man who made this bitter-sweet comedy belonged

To the school of directors known as 'Utopian realists.’
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Vorbele utopistilor

Intr-un film alb-negru, utopic, uitat,

Facut in anii o mie noud sute treizeci, o tanara

Frumoasa sade intr-un restaurant luxos si luminos,

Unde a venit insotita de un bétranel.

Batranelul are barba alba, ingrijita, si un farmec viclean,
Sinu e greu sa observi cd a pus totul la cale cu grija.

Fata locuieste singura intr-o odaie goala, friguroasa si saraca.
Aici e cald — flori, sampanie — si o orchestra de tigani.

Nu-1 prea aude,

Tiganii utopici in cdmasi de matase cantd asurzitor,
Dar 1l asculta. El zice, ‘O tanara

Asa de frumoasa ca tine trebuie sa aiba trei iubiti:
Unul de douazeci de ani pentru patima,

Unul de patruzeci pentru patima si experienta,

Si unul de saizeci pentru patima, experienta

— Si intelepciune’ (asa suna subtitrarea).

Dezghetata la minte, nu doar frumoasa,

Fata intreaba, ‘Dumneata care dintre ei esti?’

El surade si e cat pe ce sa raspunda

Cu un farmec siret care sa-i pecetluiasca fetei viitorul,
Cand vine ospatarul sa le ia comanda.

Nu e deloc chelnerul curtenitor din filmele artificiale,
E greoi si apatic, nici nu-i vede pe clienti

In vreme ce-si face plictisit datoria.

S-a pierdut momentul, s-a irosit prilejul

Si nu mai e nimic de facut. Batranul n-o seduce,

Fata nu se marita cu el si nici nu mosteneste milioanele

Lui de agent de asigurari; nu le va innobila

Deschizand un salon pentru tinerii post-Dadaisti.

Pentru a-ti atinge idealul, distruge iluziile.

Cel care a facut comedia aceasta dulceag-amaruie tinea

De scoala de regie cunoscutd sub numele de ‘Realism utopic.’
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Closed Sonnet

Adequate reasons for the door left open:
The breeze all last night slowly working it open;
The leaving of it by someone — like this — open;
Or 'on the latch', thus intentionally open;
Which would have meant it was certainly open
For someone else to enter or return; though it is an open
Question exactly when they fixed it open,
Because no man or woman — or dog with open
Eye pretending sleep — was watching... But then — look — OPEN
It says on this side but CLOSED on the other, the open
-ness therefore being relative.

So, tell me, did you open
The page at this moment because you wanted some open
Air to enter your head? If so, you may open
At the next page now, describing a window. Open.
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Sonet inchis

Motive plauzibile pentru usa ramasa deschisa:
Vantul usor de peste noapte a silit-o sa stea deschisa;
Cineva a lasat-o asa — deschisa;
Doar ‘cu zavorul pus’, deci premeditat 1dsata deschisa;
Ceea ce ar fi Insemnat ca e precis deschisa
Ca sa intre ori sa se intoarca cineva; desi ramane deschisa
Intrebarea cdnd anume au decis ¢ va rimane deschisa,
Fiindcd nu se uita nimeni, cainele nu avea pleoapa deschisa,
Prefacandu-se ca doarme — dar veghind... Si totusi, ia te uitd, scrie DESCHIS
Pe partea asta, dar INCHIS pe cealalta, deci deschi-
derea e relativa.

Dar oare pagina ta e acum deschisa
Fiindca ai vrut sa arati o fereastra deschisa
Gandurilor tale? Daca da, tine cartea deschisa
La pagina care vine, care descrie o fereastrd. Deschisa.
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The Presentation

She becomes aware of the men around her bed
— The four of them edging up with blue,
Mauve, red and yellow bunches — when one has said,
As she opens her eyes and is plainly seeing them,
"There you go, young woman, all for you
With our love and thanks. Get well, Deb — soon!'
The hem

Of the scarlet curtain doesn't keep out the sun

At half-past five; so she wants it pulled, and that
Is done by one. One unwraps the flowers. And one
Goes for scissors to do surgery on the stalks.

Then the cheerfullest, the fourth, in his bobble hat,
Leans down to kiss her, after which he walks

Away up the ward to fetch vases so that each
Can fill and arrange a vase and lodge it there
On her locker, brightly. Then they smile and reach
A hand out, one by one, to her warm long hand,
And stand back to attention, a rigid pair
On either side of her.

We can understand

How they all thought this could have been a funeral
They'd come to say goodbye at — but oh, was not —
With the flowers and that; then it sneakily came to all,
And at the same moment, that this was about Life

— Which Deb was for enhancing... And so what,

If every man there had a job, and wife?

Hell, for an hour they'd switched their meters off.
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Prezentari

Deschide ochii si-i vede pe cei patru in jurul patului

— De jur imprejur patru barbati cu flori

Albastre, liliachii, rosii si galbene — iar unul rosteste

Pe cand ridica ea pleoapele si-i priveste,

‘Poftim, tanara doamna, toate-s pentru tine,

Cu drag si dor de la noi. Fa-te bine cat mai curand, Deb!’
Perdeaua

Stacojie nu apara patul de soare; e cinci §i jumatate;

Ea-i roaga s-o dea in laturi si unul dintre ei

Face intocmai. Altul desface florile. Al treilea

Se duce dupa foarfeca sa taie tulpinile cu dibacie de chirurg.

In fine, al patrulea, cel mai bine dispus, cu caciula trasa pe urechi,
Se apleaca si-o pupa, dupd care se duce

In celalalt capat al salonului, dupa vaze in care
Sé-si puna toti patru florile ca sa le
Lase pe dulapiorul ei, viu colorate. Apoi zdmbesc si
Intind toti mana s-o atingi pe a ei calda, prelungs,
Fac tepeni un pas inapoi, cate doi
De fiecare parte a patului.

Ne putem Inchipui

De ce venisera ca pentru o inmormantare,
Sa-si ia adio, cu flori,

— Dar nu — brusc au inteles

Toti deodata, ca era vorba de Viata

— Deb le umplea viata... Ce daca

Aveau fiecare slujba si nevasta?

La naiba cu toate. Si-au ingaduit o pauza de o ora.
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Marechiare

By Tosti. Lousiest of love songs, and on Radio Three

At that! But my finger pauses an inch

Away from the button because I've remembered something.
I've remembered my daily journey to that school

In the late nineteen-fifties, with that colleague

In the same eight-seat compartment, smog-stained windows,
Soiled upholstery, seaside pictures, Elmers End,

Eden Park, West Wickham, Hayes. All the time,

My companion, the cynical music master,

Would drone and hum and smile and apologise

— Lesson preparation. The suburban landscape

Would modulate through Macmillan's constituency
From inner to outer, and 'You could call that countryside,
For a yard or two,' he'd say. And throughout one week,
When we had the Parents' Evening on the Friday,

Having sung at Glyndebourne, and being capable
Of presenting himself as a decent tenore robusto,
He practised Tosti's ballad for the Parents,

Its fustian intro, its maudlin vocal acrobatics...
The windows rattled on their leather straps.

Scrubland with never-inhabited workshop ruins.
Golf-course with flags in holes on pallid greens.

— He practised for the Parents as it all went by,

'And who cares! Honestly, Brownjohn, who fucking cares!
He would say, with the formality of the age.

At Elmers End, if I'm right, on the Friday morning,
With 'another day opening its squalid legs

For us to squander ourselves in', he got out,

And 'not to ruin your entire bloody journey', he
Climbed into the next compartment, which was empty.

— But now I'm back in the present, my pausing finger
Still allowing the song to go on to its awful end

On the radio fifty years later; and I believe

I can still hear him singing over the slow wheels

That carried us on to a place he said 'didn't deserve us',

His howling impassioned tenor heard through a wall
On which they'd put, as in most of those compartments,
A mirror, a small clear mirror, for combing

Your hair in or pulling your face into shapes

Better suited to facing interviews or girlfriends
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Or just teaching spelling... Which I see myself in today,
As I was at twenty-six and am no longer;

And I find I'm crying at these two swooping voices,
Jim Farr's and Tito Schipa's, reminding me

That like Tosti's fishes I go on 'gasping for love.'
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Marechiare

De Tosti. Cel mai zgomotos cantec de dragoste si pe deasupra
Pe Canalul Muzical. Degetul zaboveste

Pe buton, mi-am amintit ceva.

Mi-am amintit drumul zilnic la scoala

Putin inainte de 1960, cu un coleg

In acelasi compartiment de opt locuri, cu geamuri manjite de fum,
Banchete murdare, poze cu marea, cu Elmers End

Si Eden Park, West Wickham, Hayes. Absolut tot timpul
Tovarasul meu, cinicul profesor de muzica,

Fornaia, fredona, zambea si se scuza

— Pregétesc orele. Decorul suburban

Trecea prin Circumscriptia lui Macmillan

Din miez catre periferie si, ‘Un yard-doi

ai zice cd esti la tara,” zicea. O sdptamana intreaga,
Urma sa avem Seara Parintilor vineri,

Dupa ce cantase la Glyndebourne se putea
Prezenta ca fiind un tenore robusto acceptabil,
A exersat balada lui Tosti pentru Parinti,
Introducerea emfatica, unduirile sentimentale...
Zorndiau geamurile de mama focului.

Tufisuri, magazii darapanate, niciodata locuite.

Un teren de golf cu stegulete 1n tinte, cu iarba arsa.

— Exersa pentru Parinti pe cand se perindau toate prin fata noastra,
‘Si la urma urmei, Brownjohn, cui dracului ii pasa?’

Zicea, cu aerul protocolar al acelor ani.

Vineri dimineatd, dacd nu ma-nsel la Elmers End,
Zicand, ‘inca o zi care-si desface picioarele sordide
Ca sa ne irosim 1n ea’, a trecut,

‘Ca sa nu-ti stric tot drumul’,

In compartimentul gol de alaturi.

— Inapoi in prezent, degetul

Lasa melodia enervanta sa se apropie de sfarsit

La radio, dupa cincizeci de ani; am sentimentul

Ca-1 mai aud cum cantd, in vreme ce rotile

Ne duc lenes catre un loc care, spunea el, ‘nu ne merita.’

Vocea lui de tenor urla plina de pasiune prin peretele
Pe care e, ca in toate compartimentele,

O oglinda, o oglinjoara clara, ca sa te

Piepteni sau sa-ti compui mimica
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Pentru un interviu, o intalnire

Ori doar ca sa predai ortografia... Chiar in acest moment ma vad in ea
Cum eram la doudzeci si sase de ani, dar nu mai sunt;

Si ma trezesc plangand la auzul vocilor acestea navalnice

Ale lui Jim Farr si Tito Schipa, fiindca si eu, la fel

Ca pestii lui Tosti, Inca ‘tanjesc dupa iubire.’

EDITURA PENTRU LITERATURA CONTEMPORANA
CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS

(P



49
ALAN BROWNJOHN

Mi-e de ajuns sa se inteleagdi ce spun — indiferent daca poezia mea
place ori nu.

Lidia Vianu: Scrii cu vorbe tocite, banale, aparent ‘goale’, ca sd folosesc un cuvant
extrem de prezent in poezia ta. Scrii clar. In spatele claritatii vine o armata de sensuri
complicate, de tandreti nebanuite. Eliot dddea un adevérat spectacol de vorbe si emotii

.....

si cititor...

Alan Brownjohn: Eliot e cel dintdi contemporan care mi-a ardtat ce inseamna poezia
modernd. Presupun ca modul meu de a spune lucrurile doar pe jumatate vine — fie si
prin opozitie — de la el. Ce incerc eu sa fac, ce-mi iese mie cel mai bine, e sa scriu In
asa fel incat forta poemului (atata catd este) sa se arate doar la a doua, a treia lectura,
niciodatd din primul moment. Nu pun pret pe poezia (ori proza) agresivd care
atenti la ce spun. Sper cd cititorii vor sti sa dea la o parte ce numesti tu ‘perdeaua de
sfiala.’

LV. Esti dispus sd subscrii la vreun curent literar? Candva i-am numit pe scriitorii
contemporani Desperado, fiindca fiecare lupta pentru individualitatea lui ca un
aventurier in vestul sdlbatec. Ce zice oglinda ta poetica? E evident ca si tu esti un
curent de sine stdtator... E oare nechibzuit sa dai nume curentelor?

AB. Scriitorii nu au nici o putere cand vine vorba de clasificari. S-a spus despre mine
ca as fi ‘Post-Movement’, ceea ce include poetii influentati de ‘Movement’ in poezia
britanicd a anilor 1950. Era vorba de o influentd asupra atitudinii si formei poetice,
dar diferentele intre grupdri erau enorme. Cand privesc in oglinda mea poetica, incerc
sd vad dacd, In ce am scris pand acum, am inteles exact ce fac, si am sentimentul ca
vad ceva de genul ‘preocupare morald’, ‘grija pentru detaliu’, ‘nevoie de adevar’,
‘ironie’ si ‘comic.” Nu e deloc nechibzuit sa dai nume curentelor. De fapt e inevitabil.
Avem nevoie de clasificari cand discutdm volumul imens de lucruri extrem de diferite
care se scriu. Pornim de la o clasificare, citim si fiecare ajunge la propria lui definitie.

LV. Care crezi ca va fi soarta poeziei?
AB. Poezia va rezista doar atdta vreme cat se va sprijini pe o imaginatie bogata si pe
un anume fel de corectitudine, cat nu va ceda ideologiei ori populismului (mare

pericol, populismul).

LV. Daci ar fi sd iei totul de la capat, ai mai deveni poetul de acum, ori te gandesti ca
ai putea urma un alt curs?

AB. As incerca pur si simplu sa scriu mai mult, mai bine, s ma adun in jurul creatiei.
M-am abatut de atatea ori!
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LV. Ce anume astepti de la lectori? Te-au facut ei vreodata sa te simti fericit ca faci
poezie?

AB. Mi-e de ajuns sa se infeleaga ce spun — indiferent dacd poezia mea place ori nu.
LV. Mai citeste lumea 1n ziua de azi? Ori ne pierdem printre atitea ecrane si scenarii?

AB. Nu-mi permit sd ma pierd printre ecrane ori scenarii. Poetii buni stiu sa se
fereasca. In fond suntem singuri cu cuvintele, ideile noastre, fie ci le asternem pe
hartie, le punem pe ecran, ori le transmitem in vreun alt fel publicului. Am insa
convingerea ca intotdeauna cartea ne va insoti.

LV. Scrii usor? Scrii mult deodata?

AB. Nu. Ar fi frumos sa pot scrie mult deodata, dar nu pot. Scriu greu si indelung. Nu
scriu cu bucurie decat in clipa cand incepe sd ‘meargd’ si simt ca fac bine ce fac.

LV. La ce tii mai mult din opera ta? Care e ambitia ta secreta?

AB. Mi-ar place sa se spuna despre poezia mea ca ‘ofera certitudini’, ‘priveste omul’,
‘e profundd’ — ce tare as vrea sd o vada si criticii asa, sd vorbeasca despre
‘profunzimea’ si ‘puterea ei de patrundere.” Din pacate critica literard nu stie sa vada
aceste lucruri in ea...

LV. Citesti mult? Ce preferi, carti contemporane ori din alte secole? Literatura
engleza ori universala? Citesti repede?

AB. Citesc foarte incet, atit cat am vreme, recitesc clasicii iar §i iar, s1 ma tin la curent
cu ce se scrie acum, pe cat pot (prea putin).

LV. Te-a inteles critica literara?

AB. Uneori chiar ii sunt recunoscator pentru tenacitatea si puterea de analiza a unora
dintre critici, dar m-as bucura dacd mi-ar intelege mai bine intentia generala: critica
sociald, intentia poeziei mele de dragoste, tipul meu de umor si ironie. Nu spun ca le
fac pe toate bine, dar tare m-as bucura daca ar intelege criticii mai bine ce urmaresc.

LV. Cand faci poezie, conteaza starea de spirit ori lucrul sistematic?
AB. Lucrul sistematic, fara nicio indoiala. Starea de spirit e doar inceputul.

LV. Scrii de mana, la masina ori folosesti computerul? E important felul in care scrii?
Are creatia un ritual?

AB. Scriu de mana, in caiete, ori, daca e vorba de proza, pe hartie mare. La a treia
varianta, la proza, dactilografiez totul la masina de scris ori word-processor. Un poem
nu ajunge acolo decat in final (cam la a zecea variantd). Nu trebuie sd ingaduim, 1n
aceasta epoca de teroare tehnologica, sa fim impinsi sa scriem cu uneltele pe care vor
sd ni le vanda cei ce se ocupa cu comercializarea noii tehnologii. Nici nu stii ce m-am
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bucurat cand am aflat nu demult ca mai sunt colaboratori la revistele literare care-si
trimit textul scris de mana! Daca nu ma insel, W.H. Auden n-a invitat niciodatd sa
scrie la masina. Fascinant. Oare Pasternak scria la magina?

LV. Intr-o zi mai demult, dupi ce stitusem indelung de vorba, m-ai privit lung la
plecare si ai adaugat: ‘Ce crezi tu despre mine e infinit mai mult decat ce cred eu
insumi...” E sfiald dar e si o enorma indrazneala in tot ce scrii. Esti in acelasi timp un
poet personal si impersonal. Ti-ai pus In poeme intamplarile dar nu si biografia. Eliot
a repetat la nesfarsit ca poetul trebuie sa fie impersonal, dar el insusi a fost exact pe
dos. Cam asa stau lucururile si cu tine. Eu cred ca esti poetul de referinta al generatiei
tale. Unde te plasezi tu in epoca? Cum te vezi ca scriitor?

AB. Pe masurd ce imbdatranesc incetez sd-mi mai caut locul in poezia engleza de azi.
In lipsa de altceva, merge si o etichetd de genul ‘Post-Movement’ ori ‘The Group.’
Daca ar fi sd ma asez eu pe mine, m-as plasa in traditia poetilor englezi care se

concentreaza pe forma si sentiment, cu inteligenta si ironie, fard exagerari, pe cat se
poate.

1997-2003

© Lidia Vianu
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