
        
            
                
            
        

    



THE TRAIL OF A CLOUD
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It was his name day so, that morning, 


he resolved to go to the town


and, in the church there, to kneel down.


He left at once, as day was dawning…


When he was leaving his thatched home,


where sledge-hammers would pound no more,


he looked back at the turned-off furnace,


the blower, swages and chisel sets,


at the horsiness of all scents,


and at each moment lived to fullness,


which quivered everywhere with soot.


He felt his fate as always valid,


never in need to be liveried,


so firmly at this earth he stood.


 


He, a blacksmith, aware of challenge, 


who conquered strains and mastered forms,


knew that man can subdue life’s storms


but not before scarred by life’s vengeance.


However, since those times and blows,


it’s just his memory that flows


quite smoothly through his age of sixty


that turned into a sparkling gush,


refusing any abraxas


of magic forces, always misty.


Well balanced in his soul and mind,


with village roosters the first being


praised to the skies by lawful living,


he was the one you might propound.


 


Through village fields, his stride was steady…


The world’s name was “At No One’s Till”,


it was so god-like and so still,


and puzzling as if known already,


known intimately as laugh’s fill,


the laugh of dead tongues with no will.


Then above acanthi and hawthorns,


in brain’s sheets of the Universe,


sun’s thoughts began to intersperse


the play of forfeits with sly phantoms


of atoms dazed through oculus,


so to converse with all that lingers,


as deaf and dumb do with their fingers,


claiming right on miraculous.


 


Oh, what a walking – what a banter! 


The path slipped down under a beech,


which tried, in discord, to beseech


a little sling, a hangman’s halter –


past flex-fields then and leas to leach


a wayside cross with none to preach,


scratched by thighs of women and foxes…


A spring was drinking its thin sleep,


as quail’s alarm clock gave a peep,


chock-full with dandelions‘ wool flosses…


But forward only, you, so bold,


still forward to those forlorn willows,


where frozen sand dunes smoothed their billows,


so you could read snakes’ shorthand note!


 


Light on the dew was picking over


cranberries, for you, just to breathe,


and silence, keeping your pulse squeezed,


was rushing through a quint stops cover


to dab an optic tetrastich


with hues of festive mosaics.


A bough‘s motion looked like displaying


such a persuasive and forceful calm,


that our taciturn champion


just for silence could be campaigning,


being of mouth and breath pure son…


But you must follow heaven’s progress


and, from crude paintings of the forest,


breathe in the scent of turpentine!


 


Look here!… And don’t miss a single truffle


from the bossom of this wet ground!…


And he gathers them, always proud


of golden glimmer from his duffel.


Then, as if ordered by someone


who casts no shadow, makes no sound,


he looks up to a darkened corner,


hearing some rustle, then a fall


and dust and rush, and beak and claw,


vocalized to blazing inferno…


It’s buzzard and adder in a fight.


The bird copes well with eight-faced cadence,


gulping the snake with compliance…


Pythic verdict be satisfied.


 


A bit farther, across the narrow, 


lucerne is mowed… And somewhere else,


on bones consigned to a pair of pales,


the wind, in bass voice, plays the scarecrow.


The forest blooms… Its pollen trace


begs for a womb it could embrace;


a virgin be here, she’d be fleeing…


Now only time is cutting in


and news from lapwing’s bulletin


about how vanity is appealing


to a chant of an oriole


as sweet as squealing of a wicket,


leading to Eden with singing tricklet,


where even wreath gets aureole – – –


 


The heat, so jealous on earth’s lovers, 


was rising through the trembling air


to guess the weight of its own stir


above branches and under tubers,


raising the sound up to ears’ hair


of no-gods in symphonic flair.


The world grew dense, hot like an oven,


like the grave-stone on a man’s tomb,


the stone amidst a harvest bloom


and in the space of a nearing woman.


Dense? No, it gleams, already rife


to carry you from all that’s muted


to certainty of being saluted


by Deities of a long life - - -


 


At last the church, but locked and bolted


in the town at a waterfall…


The whirl of names did swamp his stroll,


at stairs then, starved for steps, he halted


to find out if a sycamore


was rustling past a musty wall.


Oh yes, it was! And free of choosing


to be like a fist, but it shakes,


as if returning the innocence


to smutty daubs a boy was bruising


with his knife into well-trod sand,


a special knife, the little bragger


did call sometimes a Hamlet’s dagger


when fear of bliss drives grief astrand.


 


The old man, in a tempting heart-burn


that, unknown, throve on foam and steam,


turned his aimed steps, like in a spin,


through the park towards a tavern,


just for a taste of vine or gin,


a piece of bread, baked by his dream.


A dream? Oh yes, because soon after,


he, a recluse, mostly alone,


felt an outgoing vibrion,


aflame in himself, full of ardour


to tie together thoroughly


names and breaths and every being


and brotherly smiles, always willing


to rhyme with your melancholy.


 


Then some people, as if on purpose, 


have just entered the empty hall,


returning from a funeral.


They took off, at the very entrance,


their grief for the lad, who knew all


about Noville and Grintown’s call…


Soon, they were sitting comfortably,


ready to start a drinking bout


when talk and chat got stuck in clouds.


They clinked glasses… Girls drank sherry,


while men chose twice burnt slivovitz.


So all heads shortly started raving


in honour of the dead man’s wedding,


while a fresh splinter from the coffin


suited masked fiends to pick their teeth.


 


And more folk step out from the archway: 


the warden, miller, brolly crawl 


with the sun, and a spinster doll


(that child of a botanical sachet


and hard orchid)… Then lies and broil


are building a tower from the droll


over the dead man in the grave-yard;


they taut and nag, and nag and tease,


for they can‘t lick all secrete things


out of the ears of the dead die-hard.


No way!… Let’s call him alarm clock,


knowing that something everlasting


after the hereafter is in him fasting


where time before time takes its stock…


 


A wooden leg stayed in a corner…


When, noticed later by some folk,


it became clear, despite the smoke,


that live legs loved dancers, not a mourner.


So bring music here, to evoke


wings of a hundred-feathered stroke,


which would peal off the weathered plaster


and strike a spark from shoe to shoe!


Oh my girl, I want just you


to turn around me fast and faster,


with a wreath of lewd flies around!…


Spin followed feat with so much hubbub


that even the smith from his bubble


was ravished with that shaggy round.


 


At first, he clutched with every finger


at his eyes sparkle, willed and bright,


yet, it was his guise, set alight,


he clutched at, burning in the mirror.


At first, of course, he was surprised


that his voice was no more it might


have been: fed by lion’s fat and power.


But soon the dance made so much din,


when thrown on melted margarine,


it scattered all that passed its hour.


A few short moments remained stored


in the ruins with names of wonder.


And as they lived there torn asunder,


they must’ve lived with him in discord.


 


That was seen by the Viper-woman, 


a tapster, once a beauty queen,


now just a shabby heroin,


yet still a wonder of allurement –


and he, as many an Easy-lean,


or John-in-nook, lured her to him


as she was topping up his brandy.


When she went by, he, like a dog,


drew back when shouts set him agog:


“You, hand-less!”… Her laugh turned him randy,


and while he glowed like oil-lamp wicks


and slowly became inebriated,


it was other creed she fermented


than in pin-cushions and needle-pricks.


 


This only increased his temptation,


the ventral soul’s urge, burn and squeeze…


Her garter lured, like vampish breeze


with well camouflaged vibration,


his tom-cat’s looks to her female fleece…


Each upsurge rose, in a slow tease,


his blood to heights so sidereal


that Psyche fetched a telescope


as far as from hell… He can’t cope,


he lingers, while the primordial


dark is gagging with bassoon sounds


to find, in flight, his shy solution.


But ever our resolution


can always be only surmised.


 


In such moments, with no place vacant,


so Sibyl’s hints can’t be apprised,


and one becomes so much enticed


into booze that he would have taken


even pure vinegar of Jesus Christ,


he was led to a few disguised


men in an alcove… Someone wisecracked


and assured of no gambling games


that hug themselves for many days,


and another one (he was hunch-backed


like a monkey in grind-stone’s swath)


was shuffling cards without emotion,


while the third one, with great commotion,


was removing the tablecloth.


 


Helpless to clean in time the tinges


from blackish, mystifying tropes 


of wolfish tails, on wolfish throats, 


he didn’t furl curtain fringes…


Who would then tell those setbacks: stop!?


At no one‘s mercy – he then flopped


from pitfalls into idiocy…


So much appeared at once at stake


for stifling wings. They’ll surely break


exposed to pilots‘ obstinacy!


He became one Who-is-no-more,


who disappeared in his own passing


and looks for She-is-not in nothing,


a crossed out note from a phantom’s score.


 


And he was looking with hot passion,


as if there were, in one day’s depth,


windpipes of days, blocked in their breath


by cotton swabs of a magician.


At first his hands seem strangely barred.


He barely feels each single card,


and barely holds them all together,


he, whose muscles are fine and strong


when, with the hammer, he plays along!…


Soon after, at the end of tether,


he lets himself go without care


and hopes for some change, and keeps hoping,


as sculls do too, and without stopping,


that, one day, they will grow new hair…


 


Man benumbs himself with satire


when gods grab upon irony.


The more his success turns phoney,


and the more he is in the mire,


his bets becoming agony,


the more he keeps their company


till his hand deadens in contusion


from raising bets in glow and smoke,


even if he might die from stroke


caused by the most real illusion.


So far he basked in even spins,


now he hopes for odd number fixes…


Yet meanwhile the Viper-queen mixes


some nightshade’s root into his gins…


 


The sand was running down to midnight, 


even Erynis began to yawn,


yet he is priming his last tone


of all that’s not gold, but just pyrite,


and that pyrite now almost gone,


and who owns it good God may know…


Strange names are taking up his fancy,


like helleborus, tarragon,


bergamot, rue, grass of lemon,


menyanthes, vervain, tansy,


a godling’s mace, as he might’ve heard…


Could those herbs know right tones and measures,


which could wrench out some hidden treasures,


those fixed stars of the Underworld?


 


How came that the night had surprised him? 


Him!… who knew nothing else but gifts


of dawns, with no vile fumes, no drifts –


the night that has another maxim


for mortal works, quite other rifts,


and wants only what’s primitive,


the night of those premature godbirths,


the night of ended heresies,


the free night but chained, which may appease


the after-life night, the one of stillbirths,


pervading our days from within,


the night with her back to the future,


its spirit-ghost of double-nature


as if even God had a twin,


 


the night we question without notion 


where the place is we could be born


to find there more than mere emotion


and proto-fear in our heart‘s core


from being nowhere by no one thrown –:


such a vile clash made him unstable…


What could be time then, what the Earth,


the slumped-to-nothing Universe,


and light and bread, and hand and table?…


Those sure things of your normal days,


why did they leave their cosy sanctum


for chilling cold?… A scheming phantom


unlocked itself to bottomless…


 


But in the meantime, the first fiddler, 


rubbed by sweet teeth of horsey tones,


sought some sugar in women’s robes.


Each one of them is though more kindled


by drum-sticks beating upon drums,


in the moment when passion pants


for „give me more“, as if intending


to become, even after death,


a complete hate… All are just acts


and acts will fade… as bodies are fading…


Look, who is here! – a psyche-gog


and, from the close fist of time’s choices,


he let out, from the most dull voices,


the voice that let him go agog:


 


And the ranger began his story: 


„… so, I’m walking and, verbatim,


a hanged man… What to do with him?…


I got straight in asthmatic fury…


He hung there (what a selfish whim!)


like a punch… I ponder, I dream,


infuriated that the goner


did it within reach of my lodge;


for one, two days now, I‘m dislodged


before it’s fixed by the coroner.


Then, who knows by what a dark ruse,


my son runs through a dusky alley


and shouts: pa, come home in a hurry…


… and right after: “Our steer got loose…”


 


Gaping mouths laughed… The smith, however,


as if something should be filled up, 


something that man can’t feel enough, 


his face into a beast’s mask stuffed,


began to live in a forced manner.


How near to him was, sorely puffed,


such katzenjammer, what a fusion!


His grasp of things just crept along,


together with his dazed delusion,


when his thick head gelled in this song:


              If Time is truly a bare gap


             between your mind’s visions,


             no wonder God’s hand holds you jammed


            to mend these incisions!–


 


He looked out… Then he heard a gambler


mumbling under his breath: “Ho, ho!


It’s a sure fact, well known and old,


that we can wait till days turn vernal


to someone as drunk as a lord,


woof, cock-a-doodle-do, miaow-miaow!


Well, my dearest impersonator,


who could find out what’s on your mind;


you must be a knave of some kind,


or a saint – a holy castrato!”…


But he saw, savouring the lees,


behind the pane of smoke and smoulder,


land jutting across stormy border


like ears of fear… He ate one piece,


 


but decided to offer little


from smart habits to awes of snares.


“Deal again!” shrieked he in a daze.


He felt that not one jot or tittle


of things he loved to touch and dress


stayed when the last cover was raised…


One level up, some giddy signals


started to breath for their own selves, 


and filled their cellars with all their wealth.


An avalanche too: it delivers


all it finds, yet – into self… But


does it matter the sky has lightened


and a lamb, left with legs too tightened,


was shooting out its slanted baa?


 


Eight bee-hives have been lost already, 


his smithy, vineyard, fields are gone,


his bed and lamp, his uniform,


his very coffin of barberry,


and when one could take nothing more,


when nothing could he call his own – :


his mother’s ring should ease his tether,


then her necklace with precious stones…


Who may have enough of square bones


to warm up in this beastly weather,


self beyond self in this dog’s times,


when even God opted for spitting?


And ditched convicts find it unfitting


to close their hearts too much sometimes…


 


Open to trails through thorny hedges,


he feels specters in his bulged veins,


baring much more than his own self:


The Viper-queen nears and alledges 


that she‘s hiding more secret games 


under her skirt, in wolfish dens…


But when she breathed in his scared ado,


she began calling all saints’ names,


crying that to help it remains


to cut off her expensive hairdo


and sell it… But then, in full view,


he just caught one player red-handed


and stabbed… To keep its birth well tended,


the lightning outside spread its glue…


 


The tempest on the watch was screening


the ventricles of garbage pails 


and rude mothers on wood-lice trails,


and loosened ends of rocks in dreaming,


while in the hall, with nails on rails,


in candlelight of darting pains


made of the fat of chiropterans,


time, now worthless, was growing dense,


in front of canvasses, intense


from failing to blur the oils of demons…


Even worse! Where you might be right,


in hope for a strong streak of magic,


its magnitude turns black to tragic.


Choose nothing, if you want it white!


 


Outdoors, the day, in a mad scamper,


was shoving a dog, a sycamore


into sepulchral streets, and more:


a mousy crone, a child in a hamper,


a vinegar-maker’s keg in store,


a spire and … that church of yore! –


Our Have-not, with guilty feeling,


moved dream’ly to his early edge


and scratched under the table’s ledge


to pull out, his wooden seat reeling,


the only thing that stayed with him:


the bag with truffles, so small and humble.


And the truffles reeked, cracked and crumbled


all over in their golden skin…


 


Then, rather homely and silently, 


two maids entered… And as they go


(Miss Monday-quick, Miss Tuesday-slow),


they strew the floor quite competently


and sing and go on full of flirt,


and sweep their laugh with all that dirt.


To them, it’s just some blood in the garbage!


They know so intimately well 


the path from virgins to brides’ veil,


noticing only when some image


denies a bleeding floweret.


Then… But the old man, in deaf mission,


opened the door, in premonition


that closing it, he’d close the world…


 


Did he close it? Yes, but expecting


no hope. Yet this time, the church nave,


not quite open, rather a cave,


it gaped!… As drama knows of
gaping…


He yearned to enter the God’s enclave,


as he did when its organ played,


but, in that stillness, so omnipotent?…


He paused… When thunder in the riverbeds


was licking clean its pots and pans –


he entered and, with one mouthful portent,


drank holy water from the font…


Then he gave himself up… A raven


doodled in his face, unshaven,


as pens are on a davenport…


– – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – –


 


What was his lot, one, two years later? 


Did he set off to other lands


to work there, silent, with raw hands


only to kill his inner title


on distress, blowing out his brains?


He took up willingly his chains


of drudgery, so ever ingrown


when beating with fists into teeth,


and into legs with aiming whips!


Did he endure his wailing backbone


for the only sake to buy back


his mother’s ring, the widow’s signet,


and the precious necklace of garnets?


Was more there than this double stake?


 


It was just these two precious trifles


he buried gently in shallow seams


on his mother’s grave!… Barely in dreams,


barely supporting his pleading titles,


he listened, opened to the leas,


how to escape behind dark trees.


Since that time, in his beggar’s garment,


he dragged everywhere his dark gloom,


from no one’s place to no one’s room,


like Lot wife’s salt pillar of lament


of vows that tempt to suicide,


sometimes forceful, sometimes airy,


sometimes like clouds, sometimes a fairy:


let nymphs of seas and lands decide…


 


It rains in the story… A tramp passes…


An act, played by a hero unsung,


about deeds that are not but dung,


dung in the tragedy of black asses,


who guzzle words from Muses’ tongue.


What you see is just skin, unstrung!


Your toil is useless and helps little,


even if strained by extreme fears,


to squeeze for a hearse some axle-grease!…


That skin‘s mouth was left with a spittle,


the spittle with taste of chicory…


All flees: one louse to the other,


and, in mistletoe, left to smother,


the crooked head of a chickadee.


 


That was the start of his affliction


and abuse in a brainy spin


and lowliness as its next kin…


And then the sense of self-infliction,


secretly, as in women’s mien,


was helping only to plant in


subconscious pride, rending and cruel…


And this pride, as he sort of went


past dials, with numbers absent,


turned permanent in its renewal


of anarchy that knows its laugh


and that can never be forgiven…


The anarchy that conceives children


with the absurdity of life.


 


As if drying snow in an oven,


he used to ask, in a fit of spleen,


why, at that time, for what a sin,


Fate came to him, so of a sudden,


Fate, mouth full with hundreds of pins


so sharp and painful for men’s skins,


and stitched together a small tatter,


to try on him some latest cut?


I am just a vengeful façade,


I, who raised a horse without swelter,


manage now barely a bag of flies


or a straw-rope, like some shy artist!…


Kinder than I, an Anabaptist,


a fish hair discloses warning signs…


 


It is his mind the time is madding


with underlying laugh of cats


bound by hundreds of gamblers’ hands,


the hands that are always trembling,


like outhouse loos in spiders’ nets…


And it is more than time detects:


a stern move of one of the players,


who, in a well timed moment, took


his weather-beaten prayer book


to hide banknotes and credit papers…


Sunken deep in his miseries,


the Have-not knew that no sun arrow


would be beheld, today, tomorrow,


by ponies in coal galleries…


 


Light rays were hissing like sipping toddy


from every dish with naughty ink,


turning black dreams into black drink


and crossing off his soul and body.


Horizon became a frozen wink,


as in a poorhouse squatting kink…


Deep in your bones, where tears turned gory,


you felt all as a slaughtered fall;


at your wit’s end what help to call


to save your torment from vainglory…


Wheezy sleeps will not be just yours.


On wailing winds across chafed meadows,


there are shadows there, but these shadows


will cry and moan instead of you…


 


Oh, let them moan about their chagrin!


And God grant them the tongue of beasts,


which, probably, the closest is


to Him along the very margin


of all His still creative deeds!…


The news has not yet reached his ears,


of human grief in people’s language,


of human pain from each man’s mouth…


Whence someone else rules our growth


with a capricious yoke and bondage,


and keeps it so deep in his depth


that, from his viperous viewpoint,


each of us must look like a microbe,


unfathomably fathomless.


 


Mutilated by malformed heartstrings,


we understand but fault and slime.


Even if joy of day might come,


none of us would recall its tidings,


for it is here at any time,


while we – a short-lived pantomime.


It can’t be seen! But who has ever


seen as little as human forms?


No, you hear well that something moans


and calls (or not): God! and for ever


wants to take off its evil veil,


kneaded from the tears of Eden


and dirt, concealed in Maypole’s semen,


by a verdict, while still on bail…


 


A verdict? More: an adjudication,


asserted long before one’s birth


for this and that of unknown worth…


What can escape its damnation?


What’s not just smoke, fatigued, debased,


of burned-up death-certificates?


At least then, we would be quite happy


not being witnessed… Yet, you glimpse


that someone there, close to our heals,


asks someone else for help – quite chatty


are they in their cut-throat tirade…


And it’s always guardian angels,


and one should take them just as members


of a retributive crusade…


 


There, in the park, is a small girl:


she feeds a lion of stone today,


then falls ill and passes away.


Somewhere else a boy in a swirl,


whereto he jumped to save his mate,


swims over the edge of his fate…


This timeless play of minute errors


scares little boots under a cot,


for there’ll be no one to be shod…


Nothing’s more fertile than the callous


(callous to itself? … There’s no deed!)


sex drive of torment and deception…


It’s in us all, with the exception


of those who were not yet conceived…


 


Not long alive, and he is scaring


graves… He recalls, in his short dreams,


how it turned soggy in his tears,


a gingerbread hussar, his dear fairing – – –


Once, when the wind, in upsurge swings,


drew the highland fog toward hills


and tore apart all leafy valance,


and when a tree‘s sleeve was half-fleeced,


our smith tramped wind-fallen trees


and as trying to read his balance


through specs that clouds smashed up to bits,


he sank and felt how terra firma


was rising up as dark enigma…


Then someone gave him some poppy seeds


 


and a cracking gulp from a cracked goblet…


The finality made him thrilled –


did he see – and what? – still strong-willed?


The underworld horse, when looking upward,


sees only roots of grass and weed…


– – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – 


Maybe the next day, yes, indeed,


they found him, looking like a puppet…


And, fearing that he might wake up,


one most compassioned heart


dragged him to a hole, with no casket…


A shepherd then put in his hand


a stub of a candle, as protection


not to get lost at resurrection,


and matches, as an ampersand – – –


– – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – – –


 


And meanwhile Fate, crushed by white eyeballs,


has swapped godlings and ripped off time


to reveal hugs and one penned line,


and lost little souls, and lost bygones.


Then no one more, no one of us


finds his way back with tansy buds,


ah, he won’t find it, never, never…


So… Or might someone have come close


(when falling silent in his brain’s lobes)


to the Have-not?… Ruffling his curl


and, at once, somehow, a devotee,


did he cease noting his old vision


and began a new page, envisioned


to be named ACTA PILATI?


 


(1945)


 


 


Holan’s The Trail of a Cloud


 


If Time is truly a bare gap


between your mind’s visions,


no wonder God’s hand holds you jammed


to mend these incisions!–


 


The tragic hero of the poem is a sixty years old rural
blacksmith, a quiet, industrious, internally balanced strongman, who on the day
of his name day sets out for the church in the nearby town: It was his name day
so, that morning, / he resolved to go to the town / and, in the church there,
to kneel down. / He left at once, as day was dawning… When he arrived in there,
he found the church still closed and decided to wait in the local pub. Though
he was a responsible man, reserved and solitary, he let himself be carried away
to thoughtlessness by a funeral banquet with sprightly dancing, and at the end
to be conned by card gamblers of all his possessions: Eight bee-hives have been
lost already, / his smithy, vineyard, fields are gone, / his bed and lamp, his
uniform, / his very coffin of barberry, / and when one could take nothing more,
/ when nothing could he call his own, / his mother’s ring should ease his
tether, / then her necklace with precious stones… When he caught one of the
players cheating, he stabbed him with a knife. Then completely broken, he
denounced himself. He ended up as a day labourer:He took up willingly his
chains/ of drudgery, so ever ingrown. / When beating with fists into teeth, /
and into legs with aiming whips! / Did he endure his wailing backbone. / For
the only sake to buy back / his mother’s ring, the widow’s signet, / and the
precious necklace of garnets. / Was more there than this double stake? / It was
just these two precious trifles / he buried gently in shallow seams/ on his mother’s
grave!...  


 


By fatal coincidences, a hard, robust, balanced and
considerate man becomes in the span of one day and one night an outrooted
wreck, "a Have-not", wandering through life as a blind mining horse:
Sunken deep in his miseries,/ the Have-not knew that no sun arrow/ would be
beheld, today, tomorrow, / by ponies in coal galleries… 


Already the title of the poem refers to the notion that
the trail of a cloud, casting a shadow on the path of human life, is
mysterious, unknowable and random.


 


The story is interspersed with existential reflections
about guilt and punishment, about an implicit verdict of Fate, about blind
interventions by extrahuman forces, in which even guardian angels play the role
of members of punitive expeditions: A verdict? More an adjudication, / asserted
long before one’s birth / for this and that of unknown worth… (...) And it’s
always guardian angels, / and one should take them just as members / of a
retributive crusade….../ There, in the park, is a small girl: / she feeds a
lion of stone today, / then falls ill and passes away. / Somewhere else a boy
in a swirl, / whereto he jumped to save his mate, / swims over the edge of his
fate… / This timeless play of minute errors / scares little boots under a cot,
/ for there’ll be no one to be shod… / Nothing’s more fertile than the callous
/ (callous to itself? … There’s no deed!) / sex drive of torment and deception…
/ It’s in us all, with the exception / of those who were not yet conceived… 


 


With his three narrative compositions, Holan becomes a
representative of Existentialist philosophy. The protagonists of his narrative
poems are thrust into the world, are lost in it, wandering hopelessly in the
space demarcated by eternal lapses of extrahuman forces, by fate-a blind man, by
chance or by a broken and absurdly sprained cosmic order. Their human destiny
is suffering and death. 


 


Without the need for any poetic program, Holan created
here the most prominent form of wartime poetic existentialism. Also, without
any program and lead only by the consistent logic of his work, he discovered
the mythical space of metropolitan civilization.


 


Vladimír Křivánek, 2010








cover.jpeg
Vladimir Holan

bdsen

1945
Fr. Borovy






