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Unesco’s Paris headquart-

ers will become for aday an
international forum from which a
score of poets from every corner of
the globe will speak out through
their poems against the never-
resting forces of oppression and
destruction, a platform from which
the mingled voices of peace, poetry
and liberty can declare ‘“‘War on
War”, :

To our great regret, limitations of
space and time preclude publication
of works by all those taking part in
this symposium. Nevertheless, in
the works of twelve of the par-
ticipating poets presented in this
issue of the Unesco Courier, some

hitherto unpublished, despite dif-
ferences of tone, emphasis and
cultural background, and despite
theclouding veil of translation, the
anguished, universal voice of the
poet can be heard, denouncing war
and pleading for fraternity and
peace.

The centenaries of three other
poets are also honoured in this
issue—those of Subramania
Bharati, the great Tamil writer who
JSought for but did not live to see his
country’s independence, and Yanka
Kupala and Yakub Kolas, both also
sturdy fighters for freedom and
democracy who have earned the
title of “‘fathers’ of Byeloruss:an
literature.

Nor could the Unesco Courier
allow the year 1982 to elapse without
marking the anniversaries of two
other great figures—St. Francis of
Assisi whose 800-year-old message,
as the Italian writer Carlo Bo points
out, is still applicable today, and the
Polish composer Karol Szymanow-
ski whose music is now being ac-
corded the renewed recognition it
deserves. '

Finally, we pay all too brief
tribute to the memory of the Cuban
painter Wifredo Lam, who died in
September this year, and whose
works exude the electrifying creative
forcegenerated by the encounter of
different cultures.
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reduce most of humanity to despair and
_silence. On this occasion, the poets will
propose visionary alternatives to the pro-
grammed massacres and planned cata-
strophes which militaristic futurologists
and multinational arms purveyors are
seeking to impose on all peoples.

Essentially poetry ought not to raise
eyebrows in an institution whiép sets
itself the goal of ending the hegemony of
ignorance. The least to be expected is that
the structural crisis which permanently
convulses all the nations both in their
cultural and their economic life should
overturn some old habits. It is not those
who express themselves in poetry but
those who wield the language of war who
endanger the survival of mankind. It is
not going too far to say that poetry may
bring (if only for an experimental period)
“‘imagination to power”’. If poetry is still
there, at the very heart of the questions
facing society, it is because the other
forms of expression—scientific, poli-

_tical, religious, and administrative—
and the other systems of belief, percep-
tion and expression, have proved in-
capable of comprehending the present
world crisis.

Meanwhile, poetry uses this crisis asits
raw material, drawing its legitimacy from
its rejection of idées recues, high-flown
speeches, dogmaticlectures, the wooden
diction of power, the babel of the media,
and the dominance of cultural mediocrity
universalized by the audio-visual media.
Poetry dissents from industrial norms
and customs, it opens up a royal road,

“the adventure of the indomitable and
sovereign spirit. The poet’s work restores
to its adepts the use of a different kind
of word and language, and allows the in-
dividual to accept his individuality, an in-
dispensable role in an age of mass
phenomena and "automation. In the
nuclear age it is still possible as it was in
Antiquity, both in East and West, in
Africaor the Americas, thanks to poetry
tolearnor learn again how to think free-
ly. Itis here that the objectives of modern
poetry and those of Unesco are not
irreconcilable,

The Director-General of Unesco, Mr.
Amadou-Mahtar M’Bow, isto be thank-
ed for having welcomed this initiative and
for giving a score of such diverse poets
an opportunity to declare together War
on War, to set the ethic of philosophy
against military aggression, whatever its
source and whatever its pretext. Perhaps
this will encourage those who love peace
inall countries to join forces against the
criminal logic of those who kill. Perhaps
this event will inspire the awareness and
the process of reflection which is the basis
of poetic activity. ]

I know thee...

I know thee O image of terror -

I discern thy endless wilderness

My fear-racked tomorrow, and on my cheeks
Stains of the murdered sky -

The prints of my two hands

1 spell thee out, I revive the flame of thy visage
I squeeze a cry from each reluctant letter

I embrace the lynx and the raven

I embrace the dead

Wakened they leave the sod resuscitated
As ant or book reincarnate

Willingly I wash them

With my tomorrow or my yesterday
True to myself

I outstrip

I fashion the others

Adonis

Poem © Adonis
Translated from the Arabic



Faith

All people have their own space

Breathing is life pulsating

Whether for happiness or sorrow

We are always waiting, hoping for something

The desert has its camel bells

The ocean its siren blasts

A motorbike rides through the street
Each bears a different message

Where is paradise? There is no paradise

Or else it’s a minority’s freehold

But we—the humble creatures of the earth

Have nought but the faith that yearns in our hearts

But faith itself is dynamic
Sometimes pulling us forward
Or pushing us into pursuit
Remaining ever remote

We are opposed to war

As people daily shed their blood in sacrifice
We beseech an end to hunger

As millions from hunger perish

Nation against nation

Class against class

Religion against religion

Close in battle every passing day

What obscure hand’s operation
Turns us powerless and weak,
Can’t we gather up our splendid faiths

" In a blazing volcanic explosion

Thrusting aloft the whole world
Like bright clouds ascending the sky
Turning fantasies into reality
Creating a genuine paradise?

Ai Qing

Poem © Ai Qing
Translated from the Chinese



The life
- of the soil

Blessed are the children of Dimbaza,
of Welcome Valley, Limehill and Stinkwater
they die
of sickness, malnutrition, poverty—
for they beautify the prospect for the master’s eye
for they escape the jaws of hell
for they clear the Boer’s domains
—the Boer and his God—
—the hand of God—
for they are spared from living
for to be black is a political provocation
for you who are black
in the land of blood
of the passbook and the insult of the police dog,
you pollute the land of the Boers
Blessed are the children of Dimbaza
of Welcome Valley, Limehill and Stinkwater
cast down
into the pits, a feast for ants,
a black-toothed smile—
for they receive toys and empty milk-bottles
to furbish their tombs,
toys and silver paper rustling in the wind,
milk-bottles—dried up teats—from which the wind
can conjure sounds
a lure for moles
—for meat is rare—
so that the brats forget
that they are dead
blessed are the dead of Dimbaza
of Welcome Valley, Limehill and Stinkwater
swallowed up
by the earth, for their comings and goings
pass unremarked between mouthfuls
casting no shadow in the sunlight
blessed and holy and sanctified are the moles
the worms and the ants
in the land of the sun
in the land of the Boers .
in the land the Masters have given them
for they enrich and beautify the grasslands
so that man flourishes and prospers
grows the fruits of the earth and raises his cattle
waxes fine and strong and white
to the glory of his God

Breyten Breytenbach

Poem © Meulenhoff Amsterdam, 1976
Translated from the Afrikaans




































’ today i have Erased the number of my
My addl'eSS house

the name of the street where i live.

i have changed the direction of every
road.

if you must find me now

just knock on any door in any street

in any city anywhere in the world.

this curse, this benediction:

wherever you find freedom is my home.

Amrita Pritam

Poem © Amrita Pritam

He’s a football player
FOOtball Kicks afball, everyday.he kicks a ball
1 One day

p ayel‘ He kicked love up high in the sky
And it stayed there
Because it didn’t come down
People thought it must be the sun
The moon or a new star

Inside me

A ball that never comes down
Hangs suspended in the sky
You can see it become flames
Become love

Becoming a star

Kazuko Shiraishi

Poem © Kazuko Shiraishi and Shichosha Publishing Co.
English translation by Ikuko Atsumi et al. © New
Directions Publishing Corporation

I am Goya!
My eye-sockets craters pecked by the

G Oy a (crow-black) enemy, ﬂyi_ng

over the naked plain.

My name is grief.
I am the voice
Of pocked war, charred beams of burnt cities scattered
over the snow of nineteen-forty-one

My name is hunger.

I am the scarred throat

Of the hanged peasant woman, her body swinging ringing like a bell,
over the empty square..

My name is Goya!

(O the grapes

Of revenge!) Salvoes of artzllery shattered— :

I swept back to the West
the ashes of the uninvited guest!

And into the commemorative sky I drove
stars

Strong as nails.

Goya is my name.

Andrei Voznesenski

Poem © Andrei Voznesenski
Translated from the Russian by Brian Featherstone
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Poetry before
and
after Hiroshima

by Stephen Spender

ning to bear in mind when considering the attitude
of poets to war.

Historically they have been, to say the least, ambivalent
about it. War forms the subject of most epic poetry and of much
poetic drama, including Shakespeare’s historical plays, and
Troilus and Cressida. In Troilus and Cressida, it is true, the
Grecian warriors are depicted as half-wits, war as sensgless
violence. But in the highly patriotic historical plays war is
patriotism incandescent, soldiers are, for the most part, man-
ly and heroic.

In the past, indeed right up to the First World War, war has
had great appeal for poets. Vergil begins the Aeneid with the
words ‘“Arma virumque cano’’ (I sing of arms and the man)
connecting arms with man, almost as though men become most
man in war. War in poetry is traditionally a kind of stripping
those who fight down to the essential man, like nudes in
painting. -

The reason why poets have been so attracted by war is
because it provides experiences of actual living in which
people are reduced to the elemental conditions of their existing:
death; the sense of being at once isolated and belonging to a
community; the cause worth living and dying for,
camaraderie—war provides a terrible testing in which, through
being made aware of their courage or cowardice men realize
some significant truth about the quality of their own physical
and spiritual nature which would never be revealed in years
of peace. , '

‘ P OETS adore ruins,”” Auden wrote, and this is a war-

Poets, when they are being poets and not just like other men,
see life in relation to these ultimate realities. However, most
people do not do so, except in times of crisis. They spend most
of their lives living from day to day, occupied on the treadmill
of work or being what is called ‘“worldly’’, impervious to the
ultimate realities of human existence.

But war is a situation in which everyone, or nearly everyone,
is brought face to face with life and death. Thus it breaks down
the barriers between the poet and the public, poetry and the
routine of material living: barriers which mean that in times

of peace and material prosperity the poet may well be writing
about a world of whose existence the great majority of people

STEPHEN SPENDER is a noted English poet who first won recognition
in the 1930s as one of a group of writers and poets including his friend
W.H. Auden. He is also the author of criticism, drama, fiction/transla-
tions and an autobiography World Within World (1951). His most recent
book is The Thirties and After: Poetry, Politics, People, published by Mac-
Millan, London in 1978.
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are scarcely aware. But if, in times of war, a poet writes about
heroism, destruction, faith, the sacred cause, religious need,
camaraderie, people recognize their own condition in his
poems. War can indeed produce the sensation of life itself, as
Tolstoy in his epic War and Peace, shows in his description
of Prince Andrew lying wounded on the battlefield and con-
templating his own death. War also has given peoples the sense
of sharing a common dream of their nationhood. The Aeneid
isabout the dream of Rome shared by the soldiers and fighters
living and dying for it under the leadership of Aeneas, who is
the pattern of military and civic virtues.

Nevertheless, poets in the past whilst being very open to the
attraction of war as a kind of lived and shared poetic drama
have, in the long run, been repelled and disgusted by it. They
have seen that it leads to terrible human suffering, senseless
brutality, the breaking up of ties of affection between families
and friends, and the destruction of those maintained condi-
tions of civilization which are the essential basis of art. Civiliza-
tion requires peace, and ultimately, war leads to barbarism.
The Iliad ends in dust and ashes. In Shakespeare’s Henry VI
thereis a terrible scene of civil war in which a father finds dead
on the battlefield the corpse of an enemy which, when he turns
it over, he discovers to be that of his own son: a scene perhaps
echoed by the greatest English poet of the First World War—
Wilfred Owen—in his poem Strange Meeting, where im-
mediately after his death a soldier has a conversation with a
fellow soldier killed in battle at the same instant as he himself
was killed, who at the end of the poem says, ‘I am the enemy
you killed, my friend.”’

Historically I think then that poets have vacillated betweeen
praise for war, because it makes people conscious of finalities,
and revulsion at the brutality, rapine, waste, boredom, destruc-
tion and corruption. Inthe First World War the poets passed
rapidly from the phase of seeing the war as an awakening from
the leaden materialist lethargy of the late nineteenth century,
with its values of scientific and industrial “‘progress’’, to the
phase of horror and disgust at the killing and destruction, and ‘

. the boredom.

In 1914, in Germany, Rilke, the least militarist of poets, saw
war as a great upsurge of sacred life against the materialist cen-
tury, just as in England Rupert Brooke saw it as a cleansing
from the moral decadence of the England of the early part of
the twentieth century. In the sonnets Brooke wrote at the out-
break of the war he characterized the young Englishmen who
rushed to offer their lives to their country as “‘swimmers into
cleanness leaping’’.
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