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Patrick MacDonogh (1902-1961), a contemporary oENkice

and Kavanagh but, unlike them, out of print foreaeration, published
five collections of poems between 1927 and 1958veasl

highly regarded during his lifetime, with a modiegérnational
reputation based on a handful of recurrent anthyobbgices. Not

an immensely prolific output and, despite what anteto a cult
following, he has recently seemed in danger opslig through

the cracks of literary history, which is one of teasons he needs
to be reissued. He is also a very fine poet inde®dth is its

own argument. The five collections weFdirtation (G. F. Healy,
Dublin, 1927) A Leaf in the WindQuota Press, Belfast, 1929he
Vestal Fire(Orwell Press, Dublin, 1941Qver the Wate(Orwell
Press, 1943) andne Landscape Still and Other Poef8scker &
Warburg, London, 1958) — a distinguished thoughextdénsive
body of work, one rendered even more exiguous $sifecritical
severity which led him to discard, select and efiom volume to
volume until, with the Secker collection, he arda an almost
final text.

The contents of the present volur®éms Gallery, 2001) are
based on that collection, while dropping eleven aading eight,
including six ‘new’ poems from MacDonogh’s briehél period,
1957-61. The Secker book, though relatively slirasun effect a
collected poems, ‘all that he wished to preservelrsged according
to his own idea of his work, an order (not necealysainronological)
followed here. Eight poems are collected herelferfirst

time. ‘Afterpeace’, ‘The Dream’ and ‘Marriage Sorfigst appeared
in The Dublin MagazinéThe Rust is on the Lilac Bloom’ and ‘Far
from Ben Bulben’ inThe Irish Timeswhile the other three are reproduced
from his own typescripts. He dedicated the Sechkérme

to his wife, Ellen May (‘Maisie”) Connell MacDonogim the same
spirit, this reissue of his work is dedicated te twvo daughters,
Caroline and Boyer. Boyer is an artist and live€mWaterford.
Caroline, a writer who lives in France and teadteSaen
University, is our principal source of biographigaibrmation,

and her as yet unpublished doctoral thesis, ‘A yofdPatrick
MacDonogh'’s Poetry’, has been invaluable in eludidgbackground
and theme. She concedes thake Landscape Stilvas an
ambiguous title. MacDonogh was not saying, ‘Irel@nthe only
place for me,’” but something more like, ‘Here we,arisoners of
our condition’.

That volume, long out of print and now a collectatem, is a
decent period piece bound and wrapped in quienhgraéke dustjacket
proclaiming it a ‘Poetry Book Society Recommendaitio

and recommending ‘other poets from our [Seckeis$]ihcluding
Theodore Roethke, Burns Singer, D. J. Enright améthan

Griffin. The front flyleaf informs us that MacDonbdirst made



his appearance on their list in 1944, in the sanathologylrish
Poems of Todagelected by Geoffrey Taylor from contributions
to The Bell This, it continues, is ‘the first collection otpoems

to be published and they reflect the author’s pasde love of

his native land’. The given price was 12/6d nett &icourse it was
by no means his first collection to be publishédugh his first
(and last) to be published in England. As for ‘pasate love of

his native land’, the ambiguous title has mislesl tthurb-writer, for
there’s rather more to it than thabrmentedove’, not unique to
him, would be more like it — though torment is pasd00. The
book was reviewed in a respectful if subdued faship among
others, John HewitfThreshold and John Montagu&f{udie$.
Hewitt provided a brisk summary of MacDonogh’s pexs from
the early poems with their conventional propertiewillows,

roses, lilacs, Babylon, Nineveh, Troy and, ‘touchinforelock to
local circumstance’, leprechauns. He remarked Dowasonian
atmosphere and Yeatsian derivation, noted an abs#rariginality
but recognized the ‘literary good breeding’. Sesipuaise he reserved
for later work, especially ‘Escape to Love’ and ©yme to

the Land’, where he found in MacDonogh ‘a hard otiyay
towards himself and his generation’; and he corediuoly recommending
him as ‘an addition to our imaginative estate’. Némgue
acknowledged ‘the much anthologized lyrics, grakeid plaintive
as early Yeats’, where ‘romantic lyrical pain mesg&o dialect
and folk poems’, but noticed the ‘brooding, obsessiature’ of

the book, and the ‘desolate divisions of the sghi¢y describe.
Both remark on the Yeatsian properties and cadercttsough
even Yeats, of course, borrowed from Nora HoppédrFrank
O’Connor, to name but two; equally both Hewitt aidntague
were aware of something new and different. Somewélatedly,
MacDonogh had established himself as a distineidree.

He was born in Dublin, where his father was fourated headmaster
of Avoca School, Blackrock, and educated thereand

Trinity College, where he read for an arts degskene at athletics
and subsequently took a PhD with a thesis on Atlarg. After
graduation he worked as a teacher and commertist lagfore
joining the staff of Arthur Guinness, Son and Cd,lwhere he later
held a senior executive post. The background i®itapt. One of
five children, he grew up in an earnest and coal/®rotestant
middle-class environment of tennis parties and bgdticks,
subsequently playing hockey for Ireland: a privildgnvironment
also characteristic of his active and linear prsifasal career,
especially the prime-of-life years when he andfémsily lived at
Cintra, a pleasant Georgian country house nearedlgsnorth Co
Dublin. Rod and gun, field and stream, featuregledkends.
During his last years, when ill health obliged hortake

early retirement, MacDonogh lived in ‘reduced cimaiances’ at
Malahide and Portmarnock. Both he and his wifegl-ttnown
mezzo-soprano, broadcast frequently on Radio Giresire
specializing in Schubert, he in sporting and Iligmraatters. Hill
walker, fly-fisherman, golfer, he knew the couritriimately from
Wicklow to Mayo, from Antrim to Cork; but the custary landscapes
of his poetry are those of north and south Co Dwilaihd

of Co Meath. After a certain point they are everrergpecifically
those of the Kinsealy woodlands and the Malahideaeg. His
friends included Lord Moyne, ‘Con’ Leventhal andaBwis Kelly
(‘Quidnunc’ of The Irish Timek in England, Betjeman and Laurie



Lee, the author dCider with RosieHe drove fast cars, Sunbeam
Talbot and Jaguar, co-founded the Galway Oysteivabstook a
hand in John Huston’s Youghal productionMidby-Dick and made
frequent appearances in literary pubs like thelMB=arand the Red
Bank. Brian Fallon, irAn Age of Innocence: Irish Culture 1930-
196Q tells us this ‘sensitive, much-loved man’ was ohéeDublin
Magazineinner circle. He contributed also, as his acknogésdents
indicate, to the books pages of large-circulatiewspapers

like The Observerand to New York magazines includikigrper’s
andThe American Mercury

Flirtation was notable less for the poems than for the blackvaite
cover drawing (his own) in what Brian Fallon calle then
fashionable Harry Clarke style’, the style alsaCekil ffrench-
Salkeld’s decorative murals in Davy Byrne’s (Duplgub: an artdeco
1920s-Arcadian idiom depicting harlequinesfgtes galantes
(Celtic motifs would appear later.) We associatséproperties
with the whimsical, adolescent nostalgia of Laf@@undLe Grand
Meaulnesand indeed there was, and remained, somethitdpiosinish
about MacDonogh’s sensibility — an inflection audib

even now in the work of William Trevor and Jennidehnston.
These early poems are juvenilia, Keatsian pastitioeigh later
developments suggest that ‘The Eve of St Agnesaneed a useful
and even bracing model. It's not urfiilLeaf in the Windhat he
begins to be interesting, with ‘Helen’ and ‘A Druklan’ (later ‘The
Drunkard’) which made it into the Secker volumet keluded in
that volume is the unusual and rather rambling &f&st Shipping
Clerk Goes to His Work’, where a young MacDonogfufe, sent
by Guinness'’s to the northern capital, with itsritgges looming
through the mist’, thinks fondly of summers in Wik, ‘the quiet
crackling of the gorse’ and ‘the shining altarloé sea’.

The Vestal Firgs a heroic epithalamion in thirteen sections,
some long, some short. A devoted lover of ‘compaalde women’,
almost a Muse poet in the Gravesian sense, he eethsgxual love
as the highest form of human understanding, argktf@irteen
pages, intensely erotic yet idealistic —even ‘Refran’, as he says
elsewhere — are his first sustained attempt to uredss own
experience of this not uncommon revelation. Itlevee poem, or
series of love poems, in search of absolute sitycand commitment,
almost of self-definition — ‘my constant light' —here the
winsome, wanly dancing nymph-like figure of thkrtation cover
girl is found to be a grown-up woman and treatexbedingly. An
excited and slightly incoherent work, over-longedy discursive,
overly cerebral, it's also overly anxious to arratethe right sort

of conclusions. But the short passages he retainddvhich

are included here (‘Curtain’ and ‘You, Too, at Migint Suddenly
Awaking’) are very fine; and the exercise, nobléself, allowed
him to approach a subject more fully developed latehat of
essential solitude. Here already, in this solerhalypy poem with
its echoes of Spenser and Donne (‘This night is’puan austere,
guasi-religious disposition makes itself heard, oddly nostalgic
for a spiritual regimen it rejects too violentlyhd positive, ‘lifeloving’
aspirations the poem so vigorously espouses ct&itis

an exile among ‘waking thoughts’ under an ‘actudt ®bservant
sky'. It's the old mind-body problem, with ‘dancisgring’ cursed
by a need ‘to discipline my thought with naked line

Over the Waterpublished only two years later, is the culminatio
of his early work and remains a remarkable achievgrny



any standards. Here, collected for the first tiave, the classic
anthology pieces, the popular lyrics and sevetabuing, much

more ‘modern’ poems like ‘Dodona’s Oaks were Stiltd the title
piece itself. He is no longer writing tentative pe nearly all

will survive later inspection, and most are inclddere. How to
explain this sudden burst of creative confidenat exractitude?

An emotional settling, perhaps, with wife and famdnd a new
political awareness after long silence during th80k — an awareness
not quite explicit in the manner of Auden and Maiddebut

implicit in the situations of his ‘characters’, @aked from tedium
and galvanized into fruitful tension and flow by tivartime
atmosphere both in Ireland and England. Brian $ndgtie author

of West Briton(1962), records that, on the outbreak of the second
world war, he and his Malahide set joined the Bhitarmed forces

as a matter of course — though he resolved inwisraind that

he would resign his RAF commission should Britarnvade

‘Eire’. MacDonogh, older but from a not dissimikocial group,

must have had similarly complex feelings aboutwhele business,
especially in the light of his friendship with tBaglish poet

Phoebe Hesketh, the ‘war widow’ in the poem of thiet. But

the wartime mood affected him in another way t@mficming a
cultural identification with the Gael and issuimgthe ‘folk’ poems
for which he became chiefly known, ‘She Walked Uagatand

‘The Widow of Drynam’.

He writes elsewhere of the Irish poetic geniusaa®hce spiritual

and sensuous’, qualities we associate with, sark€ks ‘The Straying
Student’ or Padraic Fallon’s ‘Mary Hynes’, and whige too
combines here. These dramatic monologues, rusatting, their
speakers respectively a lovelorn youth and a pobdidvoman,

are beautifully crafted and in some ways charagtierutterances,
artifacts even, from the much maligned Yeats an&/Blera era

of traditional sanctity and comeliness which pragtlso much

of the finest Irish art and literature. A centuradd tradition of

aisling andcailleachlives on in both, together with an unregenerate
eroticism and radical defiance. Here are Syngeikl ‘words’, the
garrulous narration, dramatic self-awareness aistbaratic peasant
pride, the wandering lines and ‘planted’ off-rhymie concrete
imagery and emotional realism of O Rathaille artshEh Dhubh

Ni Chonaill. If ‘Be Still as You are Beautiful’ sees to recommend,
shamelessly, that the recipient ‘look good andrsaiiing’, the

heroic and vital note in ‘The Widow of Drynam’, s@ often in

Gaelic poetry, is struck by a woman, in the voitamlIreland most
of us have forgotten or never knew: for one nollydamiliar with
what Jennifer Johnston calls ‘my own unspoken laggy his recreation,
in a modern setting, of the intonations of the @akBth

century is the more remarkable.

Amorous, introspective, philosophical and conterapghistory
poems merge into one another with their wondeitlekt ‘Soon

with the Lilac Fades Another Spring’, ‘This MornihgVakened
Among Loud Cries of Seagulls’. A love poem will peat itself

in folk guise, a ‘war’ poem will contain a love sgpeverything discursive
carries a specific gravity of intense emotionalerignce,

mixing memory and desire. A generalized piece ke Bone-
Bright Tree’, for instance, a codger’s lament foourteous acumen’,
‘astringency’ and ‘strict articulation’, invokindpé stoical suicide of
Petroniusarbiter elegantiarumrecords one of a series of psychological
crises relating, in part, to a vaguely guilt-riddistachment



he seems to have considered endemic to the Putegtation.

This anxiety is present even in the much-quotedtBuwiepigram

‘No Mean City’, a bleak glimpse of Dublin socidiin the not so
distant past. Dogged by a morbid sense of isolatieapite job and
family, he tried to escape this, in life, throughmit activity of
various kinds — and, in the work, by embodying rtingture

between subject and object, perceiver and perceiggtiand context,
in highly wrought formal structures. As if this lation were

not enough, Caroline, in her thesis, alludes to Meredithian
theme, ‘the deep and prolonged struggle betweenamdnvife’,
guotes Coleridge on ‘the unfathomable hell withard finds here,
as in his crisp abstractions, the true strengthnaodernity of the
work.

One of the last in whom a ‘Revival’ texture andthesc are evident,
he risked inclusion among the ‘twilighters’ andtignarians’

to whom his friend Beckett gave such a hard timiaén1934

essay ‘Recent Irish Poetry’. The adopted persoesl#nd archaic
coloration of the folk poems might seem to incriatghim,

together with F. R. Higgins and early Clarke, ime‘fllight from
self-awareness’ and even a yearning for ‘the wess loin the rim’;
but the pathos of these poems springs from a vengopal romanticism.
The son in ‘Drynam’ has gone to ‘the war’, perhapslder

war; but with ‘Over the Water’ and ‘War Widow’ weeadefinitely

in the 1940s. These belong to a whole genre ofimartove-andseparation
poetry, fiction and film, a genre to which MacNeard

Elizabeth Bowen were only two of the most vivid trdyutors.

‘War Widow’ is addressed to Phoebe Hesketh, witlomviMac-
Donogh conducted a fruitful friendship then anéidatvhile the
magnificent ‘Over the Water’, one of his finest estements,
inscribes their relationship in another of his dasimmonologues,
though dramatic in a more complex fashion thanehnith As in
‘Drynam’, an adopted personality speaks. A soldiet,ondon

during the Blitz, thinks of his lover in Irelanddwishes her beside
him: a displacement of the poet, in Ireland, thigkof his lover in
England and wishing himself there. A frequent visibhe knew the
London atmosphere, and picks up on the ‘Apocalyptimod of

the time: for example, despite obvious differentesgreatly admired
the work of Dylan Thomas. There is a comparablel&sdiion

here, though the subtext is one of loss, failundlfiiment:

his final theme, if one redeemed by his gift faritl of design and
aphoristic closure.

Conceived as a birthright, the theme is symbolinetie ‘bonebright
tree’ (compare and contrast Joyce’s ‘heaventrextan$’); as

a moonlit hieroglyphic landscape void of human agesut alive

with creatures, owl and pigeon, mouse and fox, likepardi’s
night-time glade of dancing hares. What is figused crisis of sensibility,
an examination not of conscience but of conscicasnk

morbid unspontaneity — the ‘original sin’, so tesg, in the
Protestant soul —is scrutinized with self-conscioaspontaneity.
He doesn’'t seek, much less achieve, the perhdpear fatrced emotional
triumphalism of ‘A Prayer for My Daughter’ and ‘Amg

School Children’. His theme is implenitude; his tfiislove of
organic growth and generative archetype goes uitegljd he

waves break regardless; the trees are mute. TiMsdashappens in
‘Dunleary Harbour’ and ‘Dodona’s Oaks were Stillhe first of
these, another of his strongest pieces, asks thgualstion, ‘Was it
spirit or flesh first committed, first suffered theong?’ — and



adapts a Bowen phrase to commemorate a vitalgyown and that
of his social group, now evidently a thing of tresp ‘the death of
the innocent heart, the end of surprise’. The swdnutrees of
Dunleary 6ic) take on, characteristically, a mythic and mystagnificance
in ‘Dodona’s Oaks’. According to Graves, the oracul

oaks of Dodona in Epirus were the object of a Diawa@n cult,
involving mistletoe, therefore sacred to the Muzsd; in the eremitic
solitude imagined by the narrator — a St Kevin-gr@alough
scene —the druidic boughs prove unforthcoming sdeat in wind
and limb.

Silent too is the sleeping house in that fine degyacde, ‘Escape

to Love’, as he wakes to dawn consciousnhess —eifelis space’, in
Bachelard’s phrase, where, taking the fun out afdaing and sunny
window, the mental sky darkens and a premonitiodeaith stirs

‘like a mouse in the gut’. (The book about boned muice in 20thcentury
poetry has yet to be written.) This is a shortystarsketch

for a novel, a spiritual autobiography and diags.oSin ‘the first
bright Sunday in March’ he walks abroad throughispoed lands’
and ‘sun-dazed’ fields, remembering with pain hhibhited mother,
her ‘frosty duty’, ‘chilly nurture’ and ‘acrimoniaicare’: ‘Mother of
Rimbaud, weep for what you have done!’ He conteteplavith
‘rueful self-knowledge’ a limited literary achievemt, his spiritual
apostasy in ‘a long indolent act of sacrilege’ angbolitical orphan
too’ — his suspension between two kinds of seat#ésia and estrangement
from society generally; then, in a strange andevibl

conclusion, sacrifices himself to save a hunteé.h@he book about
hares in Irish poetry is also long overdue.) Themomething

both Orphic and Christian about this gratuitouduyes though its
failure, in narrative terms, is of a piece with theéstential failure the
poem documents. At least we are not dealing hetteanflight from
self-awarenessu contraire ‘Escape’ is MacDonogh’s most serious
and resourceful effort to establish personal atidii@l authenticity.
The fairy-tale enchanted castle of earlier workidighes finally,

in ‘Far from Ben Bulben’ and ‘Make Believe’, to b®structure,

the skull beneath the skin: to his ‘proper darkbumgalow at
Portmarnock. Nothing wrong with that, many mightyehim; but
Caroline finds ‘resignation’ in the last poems —iethshe also
describes, more positively, as ‘succinct’ and destntary’. Though
sound in wind and limb and evincing, she saysjrid lof romantic
and austere dignity’, MacDonogh fell prey to psgthc problems
and spent increasing periods in mental hospitaie @ these
coincided with the arrival of the Secker proofsjahhhe had no
opportunity to correct; so that volume, his lifeisrk, is full of misprints.
Handwritten corrections appear, fortunately, iniespf the
published book and are, of course, incorporated. iggsides the
three previously unpublished typescripts, an olth@ess ledger
survives where, carefully inscribed in fountain-geme ink, he
sketches a perfunctory fragment of autobiographiyndimg to

diary entries and disconsolate reflections on thkel @ar: ‘If this
misery was caused by the pressure of these olsienibrmous
anxieties it would at least have some dignity aondur about it

... but as it really springs instead from an migible ignorance

of the value of money and from the impotent creatlesire of

one more emasculated soul | find it merely meandespicable.’

If, with the re-invasion of Ireland and other vulalele societies by
‘global capital’, and the resulting devastatiorg tiork of the
Revival has to be done again, MacDonogh and othagsyet



come into their own.

This edition retains his order of contents. Theratle may

seem inscrutable, but it's his own mature configjara his own
‘bone-bright tree’: he placed the lines in a cers@quence, and the
poems too — perhaps on the principle of ‘radiakfifiVe are not
trying to construct a contemporary, but grantirdead man the
‘ineluctable modality’ of his historical moment. Nis this mere
antiquarianism; for the poems live. Their knottyateations and
serious striving, the half-dozen masterpieces deadeas it were, in
thunderstorms, together with other ‘glories infreqy authentic,
vouchsafed though unsought’, constitute his owsigerof ‘failing
better’. ‘“To be an artist is to fail as no otheralfail,’ says

Beckett in theDialogues ‘that failure is his world and the shrink
from it desertion, art and craft, good housekeepifige idea of
failure, much underrated, thrives between freednchreecessity,
between gravity and grace, in an ‘endless quae®Véen earth and
sky'. The lonely impulse of delight negotiates whiibne structure:
One landscape still—

Memorial acres, old demented trees

About a crumbling house, a stony hill,

A solitary lake— forever these

Restrict the image and impose their will.

Occupying, says Brian Fallon, ‘a middle ground hesw traditionalism
and modernism, as also between the consciousgh”Iri

note of Higgins and the more cosmopolitan tone atNeice,
MacDonogh produced a compact and resilient bodyook

with a distinctive character’. Obsessed with yaatld novelty, we
sometimes patronize previous generations, imagitiem to have
been more naive than they were; for everythingbess done

or thought before in one form or another, thoughhustorical
provincialism tends to ignore the fact. We patrenipo, their
difficult achievements — limited, like ours, butaikable to us

if we're interested. They too thought themselvesdmart for

their own good; they too thought themselves culsedised-up
meta-consciousness: indeed, it was one of theifde themes.
MacDonogh needs to be looked at again. Retrievalesolve
much, even in an age of humoristic deconstructoud, the ecstasy
and frustration of an occluded talent can haveptiwer of shaming
a fluent posterity accustomed to much greater axgo#\ good

part of his example, paradoxically, will lie in Hosilt-in ‘obsolescence’;
also in the amateurish, extra-curricular, unfinéshée

which, innocent of calculation and bright with igimcrasies
(prosodic slippages, late jokes best overlooke@dafiction to ‘w’
sounds), confirms the authenticity of the entegridutcaveat
emptor too often, revisiting the past with sophisticakéadsight
and superior technical means, we lose the origined, the poignant
sense of imperfect, lost reality; we cease to ‘wailware’. So much
the worse for us if we can no longer praise withimry, as
MacDonogh does in a prose piece, ‘Out of the Ni¢hite Dublin
Magazing 1958), those things, real or imagined, to whaspetsal
his own work stands as such courageous testimeogligibus faith,
love between man and woman, nobility of conducexptained
gaiety of heart, order and beauty in the naturaldto

(By kind Permission of the author and The GallergsB
www.gallerypress.com




Gabriel Rosenstock

The Irish Language and its Literature: a Brief Overview

Greek and Latin aside, Irish is the oldest writierary language in Europe, considerably
older than the dominant language in Ireland whs;lof course, English. Irish is a Celtic
language. Outside influences began with the arav/&@hristianity and Latin in the fourth/
fifth century. Prior to the Latin alphabet, the pelvidence we have of Primitive Irish is
markings on so-called Ogham stones. The sixthedehth century is the period of Old Irish
or Early Irish. Our early literature is famous fts nature lyrics and poems of piety.

One could argue that the oldest play written italmd was not in English or in Irish
but in OId Irish. It has been translated by Eleadoll asThe Colloquoy between Fintan and
the Hawk of Achilla druidic verse play:

| am the grey hawk of Time,
Alone in the middle of Achill.

Since Fintan and his totemic hawk are over six $hod yearsold, if you believe in druidic
time (as | do!), this could be the oldest play artle

After the 10th century Old Irish becomes Middlsht a language which produced
early satirical, fabulist works such Asslinge Meic Con GlinnéMac Conglinne’s Vision)

The great sagas and myths were finally written dowa language spoken not only in Ireland
but also in the Scottish highlands and islandsanthe Isle of Man. Later, Scots Gaelic
developed its own distinct language and literat(ites easier for contemporary speakers of
Irish to understand Scots Gaelic than it is to ustded Old Irish). Irish myths may not be as
widely known as Greek myths, but they deserve to be

Over the centuries, Irish would absorb influencarfithe Vikings, the Normans and
the English. Latin had given us many words previgusdg(a kiss) is fronpax (peace —
Christians offered each other a sign of peace avklss) andaisteach(rain) comes from
baptizare(the water of baptism) a word which also gavéaithis (the crown of the head on
which the waters of baptism are poured).

ThelLeabhar Laighneach (Book of Leinstes)manuscript from the 12th century, lists
hundreds of Irish sagas and tiilamh or chief poet was expected to be an authorityhesd
and to absorb them in ways that influenced theenattd style of his own work.

The sagas and myths had qualities which would rttae® eminently suitable for an
epic film: cattle raids, courtships, seductiongtles, slaughters, feasts, journeys, voyages
external and internal. A pagan world of literallytmc proportions. The delightful frisson
between the pagan and the Christian would be aactaaistic of much Irish writing up until
our own day. The Ulster CycléAn Ruaraiochtlgives us a heady mixture of high romance,
war chariots, bravery and treachery whilst the &ssiCycle carries us away to the wooded
hills for feasting, story-telling, romance, huntjrigats of bravery, enchanting tales and verse
surrounding the enduring myths of other realiti&is,na nOg the Land of Youth. Place
naming and love of place shine through much oktdy literature, reminding us of aeons
past when Ireland herself was a tripartite goddess/Banba/Fddla. Sacred ground! My
bilingual poem sequenddiain an Bhandé/Year of the Goddéfsst published by Dedalus
and later by Original Writing for Kindle) honoutsig tradition.



The word for a poet in Irishle means a seer and it was the poet who inherite@ som
of the ancient functions of the druid. We have dpsions of Gaelic poets in Ireland and
Scotland which are associated with magical or guaic practises, such as composing in the
dark with a heavy stone placed on the chest, otygngpthe mind (presumably) behind a
waterfall. One should notengghldmh dhigeanrpoetic satire causing the victim to be covered
in blisters, a remnant of druidic voodoo magiclinpaobability and Shakespeare was familiar
with the Irish bard’s ability to rhyme rats to delat

The early Irish monks preserved pagan literatuctklare by transcribing it, in Irish,
whereas in most other parts of Europe native pé&ganvas being systematically wiped out
by Latin. Ancient Irish literature is, thereforekey to unlocking not only our own past but
also much of the past of pre-Christian Europena &t how men and women thought and
behaved in times beyond our ken.

Sometime between the 13th and the 15th century &ante Shuibhne/ The Madness
of Sweeneya unique tale with poems in which a mad king isyawith the birds:

Like cold snow of a single night

was the aspect of thy body ever;
blue-hued was thine eye, like crystal,
like smooth, beautiful ice...

Early Modern Irish starts around the thirteenthtagnand is a period famous for its schools
of poetry. Over three hundred metres evolved is $bphisticated milieu. Notable poets from
that period wer®onnchadh Mér O Délaigh (1175-1244), Muireadhacbatsach O Délaigh
(1180-1250), Gofraidh Fionn O Délaigh (1320-87)dA@ Dall O hUiginn (1550-91),
Eochaidh O hEodhusa (1567-1617), Aodh Mac Aingdil7(l-1626), Fear Flatha © Gnimh
(1602-1640).

Below is my translation of a poem from that period.

Days of the Week

We know little about the poet, Aonghus Fionn O giiaknown as Aonghus na Diagachta
(‘Aonghus of the Divinity)'. He flourished in thate sixteenth century. Over fifty poems
survive, mostly of a deeply religious nature. Hd haschool of poetry in Duhallow, Co.
Cork, at a time — from 1530 onwards — when ondies were being issued to destroy the
native literary classes (‘Yryshe minstrels, rymostsgannaghes & bardes’).

O Christ, protect me!

How can | know your power?

Your peace | need now
Branch of fairest flower!

O child of Bethlehem
Please do not be hard!
Ruler of all
On Sunday be my guard.

On Monday, when you judge me

Save me from all harm,

Though angered by your wounds
Stretch out your arm.



On Tuesday, lovely Son

Who never shirked pain

Let the world’s kings stand aside
Be my gain!

On Thursday, God the Father,

Do not deny your face,

Your pain stirs love within me
Seal your grace.

O Trinity, stand by me

Without you we are dust,

On Friday, hold back your anger,
Help us, you must.

On Saturday, save me!
My deeds leave me in danger,
Do not tax me too much,

| am no stranger.

Son of the Father, help me,
Only Son most high,
Pardon us, in spite of all,

| cry.

This, too, was the period in which Anglo-Normanuehce coloured native love poetry with
the sensibility oamour courtois(See some superb examples of this genfeTineasury of
Irish Lovewhich | compiled for Hippocrene Books, New YorBut Cromwellian terror was
on the horizon and those poets who did not perystiné sword would be left homeless and
bereft.

Gaelic Ireland began to decline with the collapstne native aristocracy at the
beginning of the seventeenth century and the titeeaeflected this cataclyismic upheaval.
Micheal O Cléirigh (1575-1645) and his team oftsesi gave us the floridnnala
Rioghachta Eirean(iThe Annals of Ireland), and more pseudo-hisfomgn the Counter-
Reformationist Geoffrey Keating/Seathran Céitimme in the form oForus Feasa ar
Eirinn and was widelgirculated in manuscript. Pseudo-history may benatreng term
entirely. Céitinn was trained in France and his aias to write a history that countered the
story of Ireland as seen through the eyes of theweror.

Many poets had lost their patrons. Black and biitas the ink which often ran from
the pens of such highly accomplished poets as fkeaitéar, (1600-1653), Padraigin
Haicéad (1600-54), Daibhi O Bruadair (1625-98) Andan O Rathaille (1670-1728). This
was the beginning of thasling genre, the visionary poem in which Ireland appé&atbe
poet as a muse or goddess offering one last glinofrneope.

By the 16th century Catholics were forbidden tolibin Ireland and so we find that
the first publishing house for Irish-language texts not in Ireland at all but in the
Franciscan college, St. Anthony’s, in Louvain; @sin Antwerp that the first Irish-language
catechism was published. But the first book ishnvas in 1564 and was the work of
Protestants, an Irish translation of John Knaxtargy by the Bishop of the Hebrides.



Colonial English law in Ireland was not sympathéticative ways but other
calamities were to cause even further damage ttatitec of the Gaelic world resulting in a
major language shift in Ireland. In the mid 184@s potato famine struck, millions died and
millions more emigrated.

Even great Catholic leaders such as Daniel O’Cdnnwhbse aunt is said to have
composed the great Gaelic lameédaoineadh Airt Ui LaoghairéThe Lament for Art
O’Leary), even he, a native speaker, addressednibrester meetings’ in English. The
Church, in the main, saw Irish, too, as a badgeogkrty and English was now the language
of opportunity as the British Empire grew, takingeohuge sections of the globe.

Among the poets born in the eighteenth centuryadiez are Cathal Bui Mac Giolla
Ghunna (c.1680-1756), Séamas Dall Mac Cuarta (€.16453), Peadar O Doirnin (1704-
68), Aindrias Mac Craith (1708-95), Donnchadh Ruktiit Con Mara (1715-1810), Art
Mac Cumhaigh (1738-1773), Eoghan Rua O Stilleab{iai48-84), Eibhlin Dhubh Ni
Chonaill (1748- ¢.1800), Brian Merriman (1747-1805htaine Raiftearai (1784-1835).
Many of their songs and hundreds of anonymous sfvagsthat period survive and are sung
to this day. A prose work from the seventeenthusmParlaimint Clainne TomaigClann
Tomas’s Parliament), was a very popular parodyisfiIstory telling and exists in several
manuscripts.

Irish looked like it was facing inevitable decliaed possible extinction by the end of
the nineteenth century; indeed, the number of aapeakers — over four million in pre-
Famine times — had shrunk terribly. Children weauaiphed if they were heard speaking
Irish. A combination of oppression and the concantiself-loathing which accompanies
colonisation saw a transition to English, oftenlfeated by a new type of clergy heavily
influenced by Jansenism, a form of puritanism wischght to bury Gaelic ways as remnants
of pagan superstition and ‘decadence’.

It was then that various groups, composed of natists as well as scholars, writers,
romantics and antiquarians saw that something eréaa ancient was on its last legs, and
the revival movement came into its own. It came io¢ing when the British Empire was at
its height but noises of dissent were beginninigettveard, a clamour for political and
cultural freedom. And thus it was that after ceiesiof being second-class citizens in their
own land, the Irish engaged in a struggle for feee@nd when it was won, at last, those who
had played a part in the Irish-language revivaleagdten, but not exclusively by any means,
those who had also fought for political freedomeTénguage was therefore sanctified and
perceived to be a key to the process of natiordimgiland today the language enjoys the
status of being the first of the two official lareges of Ireland.

But what is the reality of the situation? The rgails that too much was expected of
the educational system. It was hoped that the eiducsystem alone could produce active
bilinguals but it did not. Active language plannikvguld require the creation of large areas of
the real world in which the language could be usgthere any point in teaching someone
how to order a bag of chipsmala scealldg le do tho# if the man in the chip van doesn’t
know what language you are speaking? Today, feldren, unless educated by Irish-
medium schools, or reared by Irish-speaking parevtisther in Irish-speaking areas or
elsewhere, can use or are willing to use the lagguimeveryday circumstances. (Polish is
more widespread than Irish in Ireland).

The fact of the matter is that English is the daninnstrument of commerce, culture
and entertainment. Less than 2% of the staff oDiapartment of Education is fluent in the
language. That says something, I'm afraid. Theowsrireports, commissions and action plans
for the language were not acted upon. We now haeeent 20 year plan for the language.
Will it work?



And yet, it is fair to say that Irish-language ouét punches far beyond its weight and
in a cocoon of its own can even be said to thiBre.it is a cocoon nonetheless. There are a
number of language organisations and the mainkoras na Gaeilge, is a North-South body,
something unimaginable before the recent Belfastd3&iday Agreement which saw closer
cooperation between the two jurisdictions. Thera Language Commissioner since 2003
whose task is to see that people who wish to havergment services in Irish can have these
services provided for them. Since 2007, Irish heenban official working language of the
EU. (What took us so long?)

There are a number of Irish-language festivalé siscOireachtas na Gaeilge and
IMRAM is a literary festival with an eclectic multhedia approach which is outward- and
inward-looking at the same time. It seeks out verared creates events not normally
associated with the language and by so doing altberéanguage and its literature to breathe
freely outside of the cocoon. IMRAM has also aatedn advisory capacity for English-
language festivals and for events which soughtiah-language component or which were
advised that they needed one! IMRAM'’s bilingual wib has links to language and
literature sites and the archives from 2004 uritl2give us a glimpse of the vibrancy of the
current literary scene. Vibrant, yes, but fragde t..

For centuries, many of our English-language wrikexd gone abroad, since the time
of Goldsmith, and later Shaw, Wilde, Beckett, Stpkeyce. One of these great writers,
George Moore, suggested that his short storiesabslated into Irish as a model for a new
generation of Irish-language writers. Somebody rhast thought the idea had some merit
because a publishing house established by the stat®&um, where | worked for over a
guarter of a century, began to churn out literainrtganslation at a fairly impressive rate.
Most of this was already available in English, heere- Dickens, Conan Doyle, Conrad and
so on. But it did provide some funds for writergldaranslators in the three major dialects. Of
course, nothing likdMadame Bovaryvould have been translated as the Church kepea ke
eye on publications, as it did on everything else.

The translation scheme petered out. Had it setggulirpose? Had too many works of
little merit been translated? Whatever the rea@nend of the scheme meant that a
‘translation culture’ would never re-occur in amt&d, systematic manner and this has been
something that individual literary translators bemdoday and with very good cause.

Ireland Literature Exchange/ Idirmhalartan Litrib&ireann which promotes the two
literatures of Ireland in translation and recertyebrated its 1,500 title in translation, does
not support translation from Irish to English orglish to Irish. The body which promotes
publishing in Irish, Foras na Gaeilge, does nopsuiptranslations from English to Irish
either. But where are we going to get Irish tratoskawith a knowledge of Estonian or
Macedonian or Kurdish? They are few and far betw@émat is wrong with translating
Kurdish literature into Irish via the medium of Hish? A talented, sensitive translator will
be able to accomplish this. Must we wait until welfthat desirable but elusive person who
is perfectly fluent in Kurdish and Irish?

We have a translation into Irish (albeit trunddtef Don Quijotewhich came to us
via English. Indeed, it was this translator, a gitigvho arguably started the modern literary
movement in Irish. An tAthair Peadar (Father Pets)he was generally referred to,
published a Faustian tale in 19@&&adnaitself a reworking of folklore, and establishée t
ordinary (though often extraordinary) speech ofdbemon folk as the literary standard (as
opposed to a style based on that of the 17th cghtstorian Keating, mentioned above).
Here it should be noted that the quality of Iristkftales often has a literary aura about it, a
richness of style, characters galore, moving otywditalogue. It is fair to say that, apart from
perhaps Estonia and Latvia, there is no greatézatan of folklore today in the West than
that which has been collected by the Irish FolkiGoemmission.



The new respect shown to folklore resulted inexdity volcano describing ways of
life which were soon to be things of the past dredautobiographical writings from the
Blasket Islands, off the South West coast, are étaksics of real stature. O Criomhthain’s
An tOileanachThe Islandman) and other works)d O Stilleabhain’iche Blian ag Fas
(Twenty Years A-Growing) are captivating accourfta @anishing island civilisation,
famously caricatured by the great MylesAin Béal Bocht

One of these Kerry classics by the eponynfeig (Peig Sayers) was a school text
for people of my generation, a text that faileghtoperly represent the liveliness and wit
which Peig undoubtedly posessed. It appeared temailidents to be something of a long
whine (possibly sowing the seeds for later miserétish memoirs) and did not contribute to
an enthusiasm for Irish in schools.

There’s a sadness, a sentimentality and a wisgslimlesome of the poetry and prose
of 1916 leader Patrick Pearse, another writer famid school children; nevertheless, he has
a high place as one of the first of our modernsiy/l An tAthair Peadar and Pearse are
relatively easy to read; two writers from Connemacald prove to be much more
challenging, Padraic O Conaire and Mairtin O Caahadvelists and short story writers who
were familiar with Continental literature. And h@ved. O Cadhain in particular is
lingustically challenging and became famous fooaehCreé na Cillesituated in a graveyard,
all the characters speaking from the bowels oetim¢h. It was recently made into an award-
winning film and it records a richness of langu#igg is no longer the norm in Connemara.

Donegal, too, had writers of note, Seosamh Maar@®i and his brother Seamas O
Grianna. (They disagreed about a number of thingkjding what their surname was!) Both
writers have a loyal following to this day. AnotHaonegal writer Mici Mac Gabhann was to
write about his adventures during the Klondyke gokh.

Drama has been a hit and miss affair. For centitrohdn’t exist, at least not in the
sense that we understand drama today. Drama requtreeatre, sponsorship to cover costs
and overheads; drama requires audiences, acters aewuring policy. What theatres existed
in Ireland mainly served the colonial or the Angflish classes of the Pale. An Taibhdhearc
in Galway and An Damer in Dublin had their shovell glory days but the National Theatre
(The Abbey and The Peacock) has done preciousilitttecent years to foster and develop
Irish-language theatre. Radio drama is also inideclV drama has seen some success in
Irish with the establishment of TG4, the Irish-laage television station, but whether much
of it belongs to a discussion on literature oris@ moot point.

Poetry and prose are thriving in spite of the oaluld there are at least a dozen writers
in each category that belong to world literaturécQurse, book production is limited to
fairly obvious genres and to list the amount ofisats which find sparse treatment in Irish
would take us all day. There is little in the aodé#®rts and Cinema, Business, Do It
Yourself, Gardening, Philosophy, Politics (whethational or international), Mind, Body
Spirit (in spite of the fact that books on Celtir8uality sell in their tens of thousands
throughout the world) and so on and so forth.

Some critics bemoan the gradual spread of a tdioné language, a pidgin Irish
which even 40 years ago would baffle a native speakriting inFainne an La€1.10.1898)
the aforementioned Father Peter (An tAthair Pe@dhaoghaire) statedf all, or nearly all
of our speakers can be made readers of the langiuagsssentially saved.” He would have to
gualify that statement today if he allowed his a@arbe assaulted by what's called
‘Gaelscoilis’, Irish-medium school’s argot, a laage that sounds like Irish but is often
polluted by English syntax and vocabulary and fesdly dished out in distorted
pronunciation and even in an American accent.



The so-called INNTI generation of the 60s and 78sawnainly poets writing, for the
most part, in an acquired language, i.e. Irish swassecond language; but we made sure to
go back to the living springs of the language m @aeltacht before attempting to modernise
it or bring it, playfully kicking, into new urbama international contexts.

What frequently arises is the question: shouldhifemguage literature be compared to
Irish literature in English, or indeed to any otherature, or must different criteria be
applied since the languages and the literaturelved@long different lines? We’'ll leave that
guestion aside for some other day. But it does gaéesto a number of important questions.

After the Second World War, with the establishmarthe monthly magazine
Combharand the publishing house Sairséal & Dill, new anstcame to the fore, in poetry and
prose and there are now more books in print then lesfore. Long isolated from the rest of
the world and with an unacceptable degree of pgwaertl emigration, Ireland opened up in
the 1960s and a youth culture began to asselft itd8s was also an era of civil rights in
many places around the world and that movementdvoeilechoed in Ireland, North and
South, eventually spilling over into linguistic aadltural rights for Irish speakers who by
now were very much a small minority of the totapptation of the island.

Meanwhile, there was the challenge of establisamgfficial written standard, one
that could be employed by journalists and commuarsaas well as educators, and the task
of creating new terminology to meet modern neetiss Was accomplished, more or less, and
every so often we hear of plans to simplify thengrear. There are many websites available
which offer sophisticated services to the writed &nanslator, Irish spellcheckers,
downloadable dictionaries, word banks, a thesaargszeteer of place names and so on.
There are rich archives of texts and sounds avaifab those who are on a quest.

Today, Irish is a core school subject. To matrimylgiou need to pass Irish in the
Leaving Certificate. This important status is freqgtly debated however and the situation
could easily change in the future. The battle mighte to be fought all over again. If Irish
were to lose its status as a core subject in ssteul if the Gaeltacht areas were to decline
any further, the situation would become increasiragtificial and the chances of having a
real, vibrant, evolving literature in the futureithva readership to sustain it, would grow dim.
But if we can be optimistic for a moment, we hauevived well enough thus far in spite of
historical vicissitudes.

It seems to me that an opportunity was lost bydeetloping an Irish-language
subtitle culture in the field of films. Perhapssitiot too late to attempt to set this up. Film is
the most popular art-form today. Subtitling woukld/b contributed to a reading culture and
would have helped to lessen the barriers betweethtiee major dialects and, indeed, made
standard forms more acceptable. As things staede ik still a marked preference for
reading material in one’s chosen dialect.

What is the average print run of a book of prose @oetry today? Probably 500,
though recent fiction with a populist detectivensleould easily risk a print run of 2,000. The
quality of Irish-language writing is generally highd it's unquestionable that there are a
handful of geniuses, no less, whose work shoulkiogvn around the world. But who is
going to invite these writers to festivals abrodtew there is such a dearth of translation —
even a dearth of information! In this internet digere is no excuse whatsoever for a dearth of
information.

Culture Ireland/ Cultdr Eireann was set up to agssh artists to promote their work
abroad and is open to artists whatever their lagguwa medium. It has helped the staging of



high-profile events abroad. Of course, Irish-larggiavriters don’t have literary agents to
arrange international readings, tours, lecturgspiwmews and signings for them. An agent
depends on a percentage for his or her promotammakontractual work on behalf of the
client and Irish-language writers don’t earn enot@tvarrant the use of an agent. Most of
them operate on a loss! But should there not kegancy, nonetheless, to cater, say, for
European writers in minority languages? | don’t e not. Writers create a national
literature, translators create world literatureJasé Saramago once said.

Take a great Albanian novelist such as Ismail Kadedrs work has appeared in over
30 languages. His novels appear in English, asdamunderstand, as secondary translations,
that is to say they are translated from the FreAohagency such as the one | propose could
commission translations from Irish into English @hd English can then serve as the text to
be further translated into French, Albanian andrsoThere is nothing wrong with this
process. Why wait until we have someone who isgodsf fluent, let us say, in Irish and
Albanian?

There are a number of Irish-language publishingskeunotably Cl6 lar-Chonnacht
which recently took over two other older imprintsiaheir back lists, namely Sairséal O
Marcaigh with a strong literary list and An Cléchioan, best known for academic research.
Coiscéim seems to be able to produce a book a vi@tbler publishers such as An Gum and
O’Brien Press specialise in educational materidllarsure reading for the young. Futa Fata,
Cl6 Mhaigh Eo, An tSnathaid Mhor and Mainin havedarced attractive books for young
people, including graphic novels. CDs often accamygacture books for children. And there
are books for adult learners as well, with restdctocabulary and simplified style. The very
able publisher Cois Life maintains a website wHedtures pen-pictures of their own writers
and an array of others. (This bilingual websitewdtidoe consulted to find out more
information on dozens of contemporary Irish-languagiters: http://coislife.ie)

Speaking of websites: the Internet age means eaggsto everything by everybody.
Has this changed what publishers expect from vgit@hat readers expect from writers, what
writers expect from themselves? One writer whoge$uto compromise is Padraig O
Ciobhain. He is fond of quoting this section fromessay by Calvino:

Overambitious projects may be objectionable in mdéelds, but not in
literature. Literature remains alive only if we smirselves immeasurable
goals, far beyond all hope of achievement. Onlypdkts and writers set
themselves tasks that no one else dares imagihbtevéture continue to have
a function ...

That certainly gives us something to think abotierg’s lots to think about if we
bother to think at all. There is the problem ofiegving, for instance. First of all, everybody
knows everybody else in the Irish-speaking world #ins means that rapiers are seldom
drawn. My essayAn Nuafhiliocht ar Stragpublished inGaelscéalcaused a furore. But it
was necessary to shake us out of critical comptaceB8econdly, only a tiny proportion of
Irish-language books ever get a mention in maiastr&nglish-language media and even
Irish-language radio and television have over @y been loathe to deal with books. They
are driven by market forces and a public servicgitrdoesn’t extend as far as covering new
titles in Irish. And now is hardly the time to s&$y some kind of sponsorship as the
Republic now owes her body and soul to the Intesnat Monetary Fund.

The business of literary translation is a veryamt miss affair. It often boils down to
the whim or fancy of an individual translator os lor her personal contacts. Rarely are
translations actually commissioned as is the nammargy dozens and dozens of European



publishing houses. Until such time as we have atwhof literary translators whose full time
job is to translate into and out of Irish, the attan is unlikely to improve.

An online Irish-language booksellemw.litriocht.comhas remarked that most of its
orders are for books of a local nature rather tharks of literature — and certainly not
international works of literature in translatiorur8ly this must reflect badly on the way
languages and their literatures are taught in clooals and third-level institutions? Does it
suggest that students are cramming so much thatdlight of a book causes their stomach
to churn? What a tragedy!

The cult of the local has also meant that untiérely it would have been something
of an anomaly to see an Irish-language title dgahith global issues.

The distribution of Irish-language books is an dahest has suffered from lack of
funding, lack of vision and lack of staff for deesd The state-sponsored distributor, AIS, has
been in serious decline for decades.

| would like to see more book clubs springing upusard the country. One of the
difficulties with this idea, and one that immedIgteomes to mind, is that in all likelihood
people who might be interested in a book club,mgtibgether in each other's homes or in
libraries, might conceivably have different levefdrish or different dialectical preferences.
(This would not be the case in most Gaeltacht ar&xswe need more bilingual books with
parallel text to solve this problem so that a reashsure of a phrase or a word could easily
glance at the opposite page?

So-called minority literatures should not face ttodiallenges alone. The raising of
universal consciousness on the issue of writingnaller languages must be a strategy
shared, worked out and executed among all theaetgMayers. Just as biodiversity is vital
for the future of the living environment and ouss, so too the health of minority literatures
affects us all.

Any good news? Recently, inspired by the Bookeicarscross the water and
Ireland’s IMPAC awards, there is now an Irish-laage Book of the Year event and
shortlisted books receive more publicity than ushat the follow up to the optics is weak.

A number of writers, mostly poets it must be saigth as Nuala Ni Dhomhnaill,
Gearo6id Mac Lochlainn, Cathal O Searcaigh and mysale been given the opportunity of
reading on the international circuit. Poets who ogeat such festivals as Struga in
Macedonia, Vilenica in Slovenia or Kritya in Inddéten strike up a working relationship
with other poets which can result in translatingheather’s work. If English is the common
denominator well and good. | have translated KnatEhin into Irish without knowing
Estonian, | have translated Nikola Madzirov intghrwithout knowing Macedonian and K.
Satchidanandan without knowing Malalayam but | s&md by my versions and | hope, in a
very small way, that they add some little colouttte Irish-language literary scene. Only
pathological purists fear cross-fertilization. lokm many Irish-language writers who have
never been invited to a literary festival abroac Méed to set things in motion!

An important scheme to help up and coming writers futoring programme called
calledScéim na nOidiWhat this means is that an aspiring writer carrejce
himself/herself to an established writer for a yéayear is more than enough as one
wouldn’t want a young voice to be muffled or ovefluenced by a senior or more
experienced writer but the advantages of the sclamebvious. The senior writer acts, in a
way, like an editor, suggesting ways in which a osznipt might be improved or urging the
apprentice to experiment with different approaclhigs.a situation that must be handled
delicately. Success is not automatically ensured it something. There is also the long-
running Writers in Schools scheme administred bgtBdreland/ Eigse Eireann which is
open to writers in both languages.




Books in Irish are rarely seen in bookshop windowsidow space is frequently
bought by London-based publishers and other bigepéaand | don’t think we are going to
stage or win any battles with them. We must relypna or two small specialist bookshops
and on electronic shopping from now on.

If this paper is short on facts, figures and stiashere is a reason: sales figures and
market analysis are difficult if not impossibledbtain. | hope we’re not hiding anything too
unpleasant to know.

To look no further than the literatures of the @atiations, clearly no discussion can
be had on literature or literature in translatiathaut taking a sober look at the state of the
languages which is as follows according to Unesatias of World Languages in Danger
(December 2010):

CymraedWelsh: Vulnerable (611,000)

Gaeilgédlrish: Definitely endangered (80,000 speakers)
Gaidhlig/Scottish: Definitely endangered (58,652 speakers)
BrezhonefBreton: Severely endangered (200,000 speakers)

GaelgManx: Critically endangered (revitalised) (1,6&f2akers)

KernewekCornish: Critically endangered (revitalised) (2GQ@akers)



Anne Marie Connolly
The Poetdamphlet in Scotland

Poetry is the uisge beatha of words-intoxicatingtimulant, addictive, something to savour
and collect and occasionally heading straighttierdgutter. No such fate for poetry in
Scotland where the flourishing of both the writterd the spoken word is evident. With the
raw immediacy of poteen a pamphlet has historigalyght the passing mood, political
nuance, fervent cause. The current world of wort@ssing facilitates this but many small
independent presses with their own flavour andtitieare closer to a fine single malt —
enduring and distinctive, displaying the maturifyttiought which reflects the abiding truths
and concerns of us all.

The Gaelige expression for an author becomirigdy known isthainig clo airprint
came upon himSeamus Heaney has admitted that ‘for many of teepgmeets now writing it
was not only the first means of distribution bud fhrst ratification of their art.’(1) Print first
came upon him in a self-stapled pamphlet of elgaeams distributed during the early years
of the Belfast International Festival which bega®aeen’s University in 1963.

At Queen’s Hugh MacDiarmid gave a reading sfgoems in Scots enthralling
a very receptive audience, many of whom were atttio¢he strong Scottish influence in
their own local accent and idiom. MacDiarmid atesgty was a renowned, controversial and
highly influential poet among a thriving ‘renaissahgroup of Scottish writers all of whom
benefitted from the dedicated work of discernind deamocratic publishers like Duncan Glen
(1933-2008) the founder of Akros magazine. UnderAkros imprint in 1966 he produced
the first of many pamphlets in his prolific careémvas with delight that | lucky-dipped into
the first of the green boxes which contain the gdecchive of pamphlets in the Scottish
Poetry Library and found Duncan Glen’s own “Thisicg a can of beans-a prospect from the
window of a small-press publisher” (1999) in whiwh castigates the mentality of profit,
turn-over and lack of risk-taking which underpihs targe established firms.

Callum Macdonald MBE was another of those dadaandependent publishers. He had
taken over the production of Lines Review magaaimecade previously and so began a long
and distinguished career as a printer-publisher edmdributed to an invaluable legacy of
Scottish culture. He had already been working witiny of the same talented men (a notable
exclusiveness) as both poets and editors-Hugh Mamniil, Sidney Goodsir Smith, Norman
MacCaig, lain Crichton Smith and Sorley MacLeannyérgedlife-long friendships and
he, through Macdonald Publishers and Printers,redghat their writing was widely
available to all.

Scotland had a well-established traditionahphlet publishing but it was through the
foresight, imagination and tireless efforts of eeBansford OBE that the Scottish Poetry
Library was opened in 1984. She had felt somewdwddied in her own writing practice and
realised that other poets also needed an opportianiheet regularly to share, discuss and
support one another in their work so in 1981 shedgurated the School of Poets. A dozen
like-minded men and women began this stimulatirgdyeffective group which still flourishes
at the SPL, giving both new and experienced pboet®pportunity to gather in a welcoming
place and explore their work in a supportive, htnesn-competitive atmosphere. No one
teaches and everybody learns. For many it hasthedaunching pad towards publication.

Soon after its instigation Tessa Ransford digsatad her ideas regarding a poetry library.
Serious interest was aroused and a dedicated Scetbietry Library Association of
enthusiasts and committed workers was formed. &raesitually led to the opening of the
SPL in the former packing-room of Oliver and Bogdespected Edinburgh publishers since



the eighteenth century. It was toasted in by 3@pjgewho braved the blizzard of a January
night in 1984.

Prior to the establishment of the library thenaes no specialised place which, as she
explained, was ‘central and accessible to everyamemprehensive collection of Scots,
Gaelic and English verse available both for borrgyincluding borrowing by post, and a
meeting place for those who write and read poetrgha window and order point for the
purchase of books and especially to promote smedlsopoetry publications.’(2) This would
include the most recent contemporary work.

As part of the library’s on-going and wide-ramgiremit the most definitive collection of
pamphlets in all the languages of Scotland was makkn and it is currently the fasted
growing collection in the whole of the library. Thamphlets are stored in open-access boxes
arranged in the same sequence as the books andomgirg are also available for
borrowing. The library has a unique cataloguingesys INSPIRE (INternational and
Scottish Poetry Information REsource)(6). It iscemline public access catalogue and subject
indexing system developed from 1987 onwards wtatite 1991, identifies a specific
subject in any of the collected works and makemtheailable for study, memory-jogging,
sheer pleasure.

Tessa Ransford had married Callum Macdonakktiiears after the death in 1986 of his
first wife, Winnie. Sadly he died in 1999 just befdhe opening of the custom-designed,
award-winning building that now houses the libré8ie decided to do something fitting to
honour her husband’s memory so an award for pudaiésbf poetry pamphlets was
established ‘to recognise publishing skill and gffto validate the practice of poetry
publication in pamphlet form and to encourage tles@rvation of printed material of this
kind in the national collection.’(3) Friends andleagues offered support and invaluable
advice and Lady Marks gave generous funding thrabgiMichael Marks Charitable Trust.
Entries for the first Callum Macdonald Memorial ad/avere invited for pamphlets produced
during 2001. The silver Callum Macdonald Quaich A660:00 would be awarded annually
in May, the month of his birth.

The award, administered by the National Lipm@irScotland, generated an excellent
response with thirty entries in the first year. @h¢hose shortlisted was Hazel Buchan
Cameron who subsequently won the award jointly Witimcan Glen in 2008 for ‘The
Currying Shop’ (Imago Media) and ‘Edinburgh Poeif#sros) respectively. She had
realised that her poetry was not going to reaclhda wange of readers through a mainstream
publisher so, as she had the technical abilityamdidence, she published it herself. The
CMMA is open to self-published work and attractswnauch entrants, among them Pauline
Prior-Pitt who was the winner in 2006 for her aetithand editorial achievements as well as
for her poetry.

Hazel Buchan Cameron has worked alongsidealiRraasford since meeting her through
the inaugural award and has been indefatigablernmibrk via the websiteww.scottish-
pamphlet-poetry.conrhrough it Scottish poets and small publisheespgiomoted and their
work sold. She has also been indispensible in hglfm run the successful poetry pamphlet
fairs which began at Christmas 2002 in the Natidiadary of Scotland. Alan Gay and
Graeme Hawley also played a large part in orgagigiase events. Alan Gay’'s deeply
moving pamphlet ‘The boy who came ashore’ was prediby Dreadful Night Press, a small
publisher which is no longer active. Graeme Havidegn award-winning performance poet
and librarian who brings a touch of ruthless Slém-timing to the readings at these events!
Pamphlet fairs were also held for several yeatBeaStAnza poetry festival in St. Andrews
and at the Edinburgh International Book festivaill2010.

The beauty of the CMMA is that it has encoedhgmall-press publishers to submit
alongside some of the longer established namessddaiPress was founded in 1982 in




Glasgow by Hamish Whyte and Kevin McCarra to pub&aswegian versions of Catullus
by David Neilson. Over fifty books and pamphletsdndeen produced in the intervening
period. James McGonigal’s long poem in English,tSemd Irish Gaelige entitled
Passage/An Pasaiste (Mariscat 2004) is a marvetaausiple of the rich linguistic diversity
in Scotland. Hamish Whyte continued a pamphlet-eniterprise after Kevin McCarra left in
1997. Having been the runner-up on two previoussions he received the Callum
Macdonald Quaich and a cheque for £750 in 201hifopamphlet ‘Figure in a landscape’ by
Anna Crowe.

At the award ceremony in the Scottish Natidnlatary she received a generous new prize
supported by the sponsors, the Michael Marks CltaetTrust. She spent two weeks in July
2011 as the Michael Marks Poet in Residence atatdiJniversity’'s summer school in
Greece alongside the winner of a similar awardterwhole of the UK, set up by Lady
Marks in 2009. By administering this new award Tierdsworth Trust and the British
Library in association with the Times Literary Sigypent have raised the profile of poetry
pamphlets throughout the rest of the UK and werdoubt inspired by the success of the
Callum Macdonald Memorial Award in Scotland whicady Marks has so generously
supported since 2001. Indeed it was a cheque @006 from the Michael Marks Charitable
Trust in 1998 which helped to ensure the completiotihe new SPL the following year.

Helena Nelson of Happenstance Press is aniofhezntial pamphlet publisher. She won
the Michael Marks Publishers’ Award in 2010. Aingh, who chaired the panel of judges,
said that pamphlets are ‘a place where spontangifgination and design come together to
produce something completely fresh and lasting Ty has been a hallmark of the press
since it started in 2005. ‘Sphinx’ is the reviewside of Happenstance. Originally in
pamphlet form it is now down-loadable on line. Rebethere have been three different
reviewers for each chap-book and they vary conaldgrin their comments. It is a neat and
honest way to compare and contrast the prolifipwinvhich enlivens the current poetry
scene and demonstrates the subjectivity whichegitable in the appreciation of any art
form.

James Robertson started Kettillonia in 1999 hdd written a sequence of poems about
Alfred Hitchcock and had been waiting for some titmé&ave it published so, in order to
coincide with the imminent centenary of Hitchcockigh, he decided to publish it himself.
This is of course one of the main advantages oflgress and self publication-the lower
cost, the time-scale, the editorial freedom. Thesgllives up to its avowed aim of publishing
‘original, adventurous, neglected and rare writidgpoem in ‘Hem and Heid’ speaks of the
heron who has ‘his yella ee on somethin/That rae itraitur sees’ — a wonderful metaphor
for the poet.

Colin Will, poet and publisher, was a membkthe board of the Scottish Poetry Library
for ten years, chairing it for four. His publishihguse, Calder Wood Press, was joint
runner-up for the CMMA in 2009 with ‘Sky blue notadk from the Pyrenees’ by Jayne
Wilding. David Purdie’s ‘The Godothin-A version 8cots of Aneirin’s Y Gododdin’ was
originally transcribed in the Old Welsh tongue and fine example of scholarship and love
of Scots combining to produce a major translatioa compact, readily accessible form
published by a small, unsubsidised press.

The 2009 winner, Hugh McMillan’s beautifullyadted and illustrated ‘Postcards from the
Hedge, was published by Hugh Bryden of Roncadoea$ Founded in 2005 Hugh Bryden,
poet and artist, excels in very distinctive linoant dry-print. Perjinx press, shortlisted
twice, is run by Dorothy Lawrenson and specialinasnusual handmade paper and hand-
sewn bindings. New Voices Press is the lively mititig arm of The Federation of Writers
(Scotland) and ‘A Natural Curiosity’ set in Glasgtimiversity’s Anatomy Museum is by
A.C. Clarke, a former Makar of the Federation. #svshortlisted for this year's award. Red



Squirrel Press was on the short-list in 2010 w&kirlags’ by Nalini Paul . The joint winners
that year were Hansel Co-operative Press (Chriggneuca) with ‘Arc’O Mons,” a
Shetlandic translation of Lorca by Christie Williaam and Leonard McDermid’s ‘And for
that Minute’ from Stichill Marigold Press, a hanek$etterpress pamphlet.

Many more talented people involved in the Sslotpamphlet poetry world have not been
mentioned here. Their work continues to be incluidetie leaf-green(7) boxes at the
Scottish Poetry Library — an inspired treasuredrof/imagination, skill, creativity and sheer
determination waiting to be seen and heard.

My thanks to Tessa Ransford for her invaluable gemkrous assistance.

All presses mentioned above have their own websites

www.scottish-pamphlet-poetry.cons a comprehensive site for accessing informategarding poets and
presses.

(1) Publicity leaflet for Michael Marks Awards f&oetry Pamphlets 2012
(2) & (3) Scottish Pamphlet Poetry website.
(4) www.bl.uk/poetrypamphlets/award 2010 archive
(5) “Hem and Heid” by James Robertson — ISBN 97832944-26-5
(6)Catalogue and Index-Periodical of the Chartdnstitute of Library and Information ProfessionéGLIP)
Cataloguing and Indexing Group
Issue 156 pages 13-17 inc. by Julie Johnstdhegrian SPL
(7) The SPL motto is “By leaves we live” Patrickdgles, town-planner, ecologist,educator.



Wendy Holborow
Tegwen Lewis: Neglected Celtic Poet (1915 — 1988)

When | was co-editor dPoetry Greecén the early years of this century, a regulardeabf
the magazine was ‘Poets from the Past,’ invarialifgceased Greek poet, one we did not
want forgotten as time passed.

Now back in my homeland, | return to the poetryfegwen Lewis, which | first read
shortly after her death in 1988, and in this esgayld like to share the wonderful language
and images of this neglected poet, a woman whotwenty nine bardic chairs and three
crowns inEisteddfodawacross Wales.

Born on a hill farm overlooking Llanharan, Lewsigent all her life in this area of Wales
where she was well-loved and respected for herypaed Celtic values, so much so that a
clock and plaque have been erected in her memdityodgh she was fluent in Welsh, she
always composed in English which prevented her ftompeting in the National
Eisteddfodapand in an interview in 1958 she said, ‘Nobody wint to read about me, I've
not done anything interesting.’ Yet she was regauatdhe time as Wales’ most promising
poet, lauded by the likes of A G Prys-Jones, Vahland Huw Menai and was mentored by
the writer and anarchist, Ethel Mannin.

She was the first woman in seventy three yeavdr the chair at the Lampetersteddfod
and when her nom-de-plume was called, she rosertteht but was told to sit down by the
people around her, not expecting that a woman wwuld She was writing at a time when
there was little scope for women poets to be phbtis few magazines and competitions apart
from theEisteddfodauWith notable exceptions, it was not easy for worteefind publishers
at that time of male elitism in the genre. But gsmwere changing; where literary tradition
had seen women as passive objects — the subjetetrrafpoetry, now women were
becoming active participants and in 1955 Lewis hadfirst poetry book published,

Singing Mountain FarmA G Prys-Jones said of her first collection: “Shecollected poems
bring us to the unhurried rhythms of nature’s seakdse and fall, the sounds, sights and
movement in brushwood, meadowland and brackenthendiarm, homely atmosphere of the
farmhouse.” There was, unfortunately, a long getwben her first and last collection,
Across the Seasoi($986) and it was said that Lewis was very casalagh her poems;

giving them to friends, leaving them in forgottdages, and writing them on scraps of paper
which have become lost over time. There is no kobwhich poems won any of the
competitions she entered. | have collated 115 opbems thus far, 68 from the two
collections, others that had been published inMestern Maiin the 1950s the rest from a
book written after her death by David Francis aedy Witts.

It was said of her that she could find poetrailump of coal and her imagery is often
striking in its lively unexpectedness as in hermdRitual’.

The shredded crumbs
Frosted white along the wall
Brought forth the birds..........

And all things waited
For the long blue silence of falling snow.

She is most often a songstress of the countrysadiecting her deep love of Welsh
farmhouse life, evoking her happy childhood mensrider work is full of minutiae and



even when her theme is private ‘of the hearth’lsiegs to it a hushed reverence, as in
‘Poverty 2’, a long poem written for a competitiarsing derangement to great effect with
‘The wireless purrs along the hearth/And my cag¢sée / Relaxed in a fire of sleep.” And
further in the poem ‘There is no one at the ddexpkctancy dwindled long ago...But my cat
blinks a golden smile/And the anchor is secureragai

To read these poems is to enter a world oflanlguage with themes we can all identify
with. Lewis does not overtly show emotion but syletvokes it in the reader. Her nature
vignettes are full of delicate feeling, the naseeotthe seasons where we find the
coalescence of the natural world in all its claahd thought provoking essence, for instance
in ‘Cameo’ we are with Lewis in that farmyard whdarwiill fill my script/With the day’s
unfolding. /The scratching hens / Within the ydiitheir jigging combs/ Filled scarlet in the
silver light.” Also in ‘Looking Forward’ when ‘Snum sunshine/ We probed the heritage/ Of
winter’s brusque intent, / Turning the sacred sbiiér vision is broader than this, though,
with hints and glimpses of larger things going @hibd the scenes as she has a social
overview and writes of the dangerous and miserial#s of the old miner-veterans of the
valley seared with ‘night-blue scars’ who come ‘tiké solitary bees on unexpected noons’.
Her poems ranged from a sick child, the local syrgke Llandow air disaster of 1950, the
visit of a fair and a gypsy caravan: ‘And the Yealloaravan/Ils one pale star/Asleep upon the
mountain there.’

Lewis wrote a lot about the fauna of her wottds rams, bulls and lambs of the farm and
the birds of the wild; the robin, ‘alien seaguliggrtridge and blackbirds and when savouring
the scent of a jugged hair she laments ‘But thedsaoe listening/And the warm October
shadows wait in vain/For the flicker of awarenesglAhe swift leap of wild, unhampered
grace.” Dogs appear, past and present, not seddrptigme, but braided seamlessly without
pretentiousness or preciousness as in ‘January’Ndan ‘Curved in idleness,/ The old dog
lay - /A rounded cushion of inertia/Along the hé&tglow.” And in ‘Bob’ where she says

If there be those who mock

Love for a dear and wordless friend,

They are the poorer for two watching amber eyes
And the riotous upheaval of a safe returning home.

Many of her poems end with a returning homeeeisly those she wrote about going into
nearby towns, travelling on steam trains and sonesivisiting places further afield, yet
these poems do not do her as much justice as bereland hearth’ poems and the poems of
the natural world. They seem awkward and jaggedpédrsonal, cold, /Disarranging hair, /
Irritation in the bleak discomfort’ in ‘A Day in Wan’. However, the fluency returns at the
end of the poems where she is returning home, 6ltheoutine waiting for us there/ Of
hearth and home.” This gives a strong indicatiohaW important home and her Celtic roots
were to Tegwen Lewis.



Omar Sabbagh

The Headiness, The Heaviness Of Womanhood

Zoé Brigley,Conques{(Bloodaxe Books, 2012)

‘ train to the trellis what once was wrecked,
and await the springtime of candling plants.’
‘Walls Have Ears’

This superb collection opens on a heady, dizzyioig,nwhich is at the same time atoned by
the formal choices made. Out of the shifting alydusxtaposition of subjects and pronouns
in ‘My Last Rochester’ — ‘She, her, you, him - aee faced with experience in medias res,
what Sir Frank Kermode called a ‘middleness,’ arhtwone of the founders of modernism,
Ford Madox Ford, called an ‘affair.” The (disenotiag) last line of this opening poem reads
‘It was never you that she wanted,” thereby sugggsthat this poem, as a whole, effects,
namely a corrective to an hackneyed and male paiti@f femininity. As opposed to the
idea of some kind of ‘empty signifier’, where a wamis what whatever bad infinity is
desired of her, we have in this last sentence ia;tant to mention the assertiveness of lines
in the blunt indicative like, ‘She’s writing aftep long, sensible or not. / She’s not asking for
anything, not ever.” Another rewriting of mascejrskewed views of femininity, is offered
by the formal pattern, which is by turns synchrécoatrapuntal and diachronic, of the first
and third verses, and the second and fourth vecsesesponding — leading to the pursuant
development of the last two verses. When Briglejes, ‘you both made your way to the
hotel in silence...” what is evoked is not only inéiay, but also her ability to stand outside of
herself, tonot bea victim of her experience, but its shaper, boithiw and without the poetic
space.

After this heady opening, the dramatization @ftare, the lit contrariety and drama of
womanhood, is immediately laid before us. In ‘Behihe Looking Glass,’ Brigley begins
with, ‘She tries not to remember the things he tdicher,” and then half way through the
poem, like a kind of Proustianemoire involontaireshe double-crosses herself with:

‘... Certain things do come back to her.

How on the way home from the pub, her legs
collapsed beneath her. How she was so light
that he carried her home, not for love’s sake,
but to turn her over and over in his hands.’

Or on the next page, in ‘The Bell Confessing,” etaiy, a ‘conquest’ whiclis notquite a
victory or conquest (as opposed to that mascubpeession subverted in the second part of
the collection), is adverted to. As against, thest of pigeons / ...murmuring never-told
secrets’’

‘I recall my own riddles: the unspoken truth
of you and |, our silent closeness that is for me
a sweet, blank victory...’

Being a riddle to herself, using, perhaps, thieoworld as a peripatetic foil for the tension
of her with her-self, is lived out in the last tWees of the last poem of the opening section of
the collection (‘The Adventuress’): ‘Beneath my skds a ladder of desire, / that | climb
tonight and each night after that.” It's a bitdilprayer, say: in that any serious theologian



will tell you that, the relation being incommenderathe only sensible way to understand
prayer is to say that God prays ‘through’ you,h@ttcontrition and forgiveness are mutually
immanent, two sides of the same coin. Brigley'sspea frames her desire as a tension of
self with it-self, and the (vertiginous) layerstbé latter's symbolization.

Much later in the collection, echoing Nabokofésnous opening couplet #®ale Fire (I
was the shadow of the waxwing slain / By the fagare in the windowpane...”) Brigley
bodies forth the drama of womanhood as follows:e$3ed in finch’'s gold, | look to the
window / but it reflects back only the darkeningdgn: / the honey of all my appetites
wrecked.” Indeed this juxtaposition of ‘wreck’ arigarden’ (what wemight view as
subjective and objective views on same personabe)sis, as earlier with ‘sea’ and ‘journey’
and ‘nunn-ish’ images, another formal choice ofgly’s. Iconic images such as these are
made to dovetail, from one poem to the next, gjraddly, suggesting the unity of executive
authority throughout the collection, as opposedstmne skewed view of femininity as
distention or dispersal. (Indeed, there are cootis and overt references to the Bronte’s in
this opening section — which is to say, icons ofideauctoritas) A couple of examples of
this ‘dovetailing’, this simultaneous continuitydadiscontinuity, will put into relief another
thematic and formal motif.

At the end of ‘Passage,’ Brigley’s persona corepdierself, someone who’s visibly gained
by risk and experience, to a nun, ‘those women aneonever to sail out of harbor.” On the
next page, the (sub)title rings outh'e Nun in the Pear Tree BowelOr, later, from the end
of ‘Pennsylvania Winter,’ to the opening of ‘All @fhich are American dreams,’

‘Something is growing, blossoming with frost in eyeell:
the snow drifts up to the window now and is stliténing.’

‘American dreams are ill-fitting shoes that fatten
your heel to a blister...’

Again the paradox and double-coded-ness of snow ‘fatjerand the self-lacerating
‘dreams’ which fatten ‘your heel to a blister.” &g, that is, disenchantment. But, as in the
epigraph quote to this review, that first citatamove highlights a formal story being told by
such reflexive positioning of images. Could theow’ which ‘fattens’, that fertile chill, be a
metaphor for the way poetry transfigures senseresquee into ‘meta-physical’ insight? At
the end of ‘The Mandrake Baby,’ at tdeath of the poem, Brigley writes: ‘My baby still
waxes onscreen, lunar and golden, / a tiny moanyirwomb too barren to be born.” One is
tempted to think of Donne’s ‘Death, thou shalt di&Vhich is to say the formal election of
beginnings and endings thematize the poetic astasf/-telling or configurationn general:
or, to invoke Kermode again, the ‘sense of an entinndeed, a lover and cohort of the
Anais Nin whose quoted words open the collectioenmy Miller, begins his groundbreaking
work, The Tropic of Canceby rhapsodizing over théeathof a sickly-genteel culture. To
begin something, something must have ended.

The ineffability of creation, whether of life of poetry, is lived out in the penultimate and
ultimate stanzas of the poem, ‘Daughter.” Suggastof the furtiveness and uncanniness of
creativity, as in Ted Hughes’s ‘The Thought-Foxg atirred when we read:

‘Something black is crossing the hillside now:
a dark orb on the white wing of a butterfly,

a beaded owl eye nesting in creamy feathers,
a black beetle hunting on the face of the clock.’

This silent litany, or litany of silence, is mireat in the dying fall: ‘She’s inside me
somewhere / in a place | can’t reach, like sealvdisre no sound has been.” This is the



motto of a poet as well as a potential mother. Andgestive too of what Lacan dubbed
‘feminine jouissancéas opposed to ‘phallipuissanceé The former relates to the latter as
larynx to empirical word, asonditionof all presence withouteingany extant presence it-
self. So, to the ‘sea’ (ancient motif of the fem#), the unseen depths compound (‘bed);
un-reachable, ‘no sound’ is thus the echolalia hdyand beyond her (here) re-sounding-ness
and resonance. Daughter is more woman than womérMather. And that very abyssal
relation or connective intimates the vertigo, whether happgad, of the feminine to her-self
— thankfully in her own eyes.

The second section of the collection, eponymotitled, ‘Conquest,” aims in different
ways to ironise and subvert the gung-ho and adoqggaggressive masculine. The last four
lines of both (same-length) stanzas of the pie¢a&eating,’ run as follows:

‘... The maps of harbours,

with their sea snakes and turtles, are nothing
compared to creatures gathered onshore:
the squat, warted toad of the colony.’

‘Out of the alchemy of colony cells,

white and tubercular grow the New World men.
Parasitic, they swell from soil to burst:

And shriek like mandrakes torn out of the earth.’

Another dualism is suggested here. Much like tmedernist) argument of Adorno and
Horkheimer’sDialectic of Enlightenmentve have a critique here of repression: the outwards
repression, ‘conquest’ of native lands is both amiand product of the (puritanical/ rootless)
repression of the ‘nature’ or ‘natural’ (matrixisiof the self. One thinks, in this context of
Eliot’s notion of ‘dissociation of sensibility.’

And s@ as opposed to (‘Arches’) ‘thilayflower men / [who] build their settlement: a
rancid poultice that infects the land,” we havell'af which are American dreams’) the
‘dream, like you and me, of one slow, inevitabledio.” Perhaps that ‘inevitable touch’ is the
touch of God. For the final poem of this seconctisa, ‘The Blue Rose’ gives us a list, a
Babel of different languages’ words for ‘rose,” andhe next verse, again, a list and Babel of
(imaginary or not) names of kinds of rose. Theuéblose of forgetfulness,’ in this poem
dedicated to Brigley's passed paternal grandfatisetike, to repeat, the absence that is
requisite and that in-forms what'’s present in tleeldy things like this redolent collection.

In the last of the three sections, romanticatlgd, ‘The Lady and The Unicorn’, we have,
again, images of disenchantment amidst the moreate@ spells of fantasy. The sequence
of poems in this closing section were written aBeigely’s visit to the Parisian Musée de
Cluny, and the six tapestries on display theree tiv represent the senses and the sixth and
last one titled, A mon seul désir One assumes that that which is beyond (mewitles
senses, that which is desired after the satiati@tl physical desire, is God, or, we might say,
as opposed to different refractions of concretespwa final ‘participation’ of Love . (This is
an ancient idealist motif, appearing in Plat®gmposiumand revivified in the twentieth-
century in Ford’'sThe Good SoldierGreene’'sThe End of The Affaiand Durrell'sThe
Alexandria Quarte).

And so the minuet of disenchantment and fantasy, asaw, the counterpointing of (‘The
face in the Mirror’): ‘The spell of his eye breakden his ego flowers / to nothing, so he is
only a man in the garden;’ with (‘Full Moon, Fullddm’), ‘All night, he is a flaming victory
flag, a lit window / in the dark, where nothing cdisturb the sweetness / of my long-ago
dreams, the desire of my budding years.” Perhagisfinal image is a return to the opening
heady gambits of the collection, and, more minytalyeturn to or reconfiguration of a father
figure out of a lover (God?) (I find Brigley farare tender (and clearly less troubled) than



Plath, say; yet in no way less intelligent, inogsior intense: merely more understanding of
the surrounding world. As author, she has andaysphore pardons.)

And yet, then agaimgs if to extend the heavy drama of womanhoodhennext page we
read, quite conclusively, of ‘how women have alwdeen outed, / broken, dissected,
grafted, transplanted,’ all of which results inffherumbling orchard walls’ (‘Don’t Touch’

— fate, then, of a female Adonis.) She leaveshuss, alive, wiser, but un-tenanted (the last
poem of the collection is titled, ‘Home From Home’.



