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The Sense of Poetry

PR S e

on Tt &CCAS o d‘F ﬁ;{ Poe{T:(Jl reshiual
at e Mermaid Theatre., The Aui;Fle‘mewf' contmined

poans by Backer, Conguest, Enright, Fraser; John Fuller,
Hambvrger, Heolbrodlk, Hecovitz, Ted Hughes, EL*:_.'Ienn&w"s,

harkin, Lowrie Lee, MacNeice, Civris Midlleton,
Spilce Miik'qan, Adrian Mikieil, Kauen Raine,

/

Bumf-fc-kar,-Hefm S'Mﬁa;ng, Sw%ujiar 4 Tiller,

in the English-speaking parts of the
world, have neither and the more
intelligent of them therefore tend
to lap up as much as possible of the
white man’s culture in order to
improve their financial condition
and their social status. By doing so
they alienate themselves from their

1 therr rooms, discussing the things
that they discuss teo much with
themselves, we “would seem fto%be
approaching an ideal form of com-
munication for the modern world.

(Some recent poeiry recordings
are reviewed on page 434.) !

The Poetry Factory

HE pale-faced workers

have heeded the hooter

and stand before the decrepit machinery,
under the *“ No Telling " notices ; the engines snort,

the wheels begin to turn, a batch of images and cliches
dribbles on to the conveyor belt
and, under yellowed eyes, circulates

Jor inspection, each one held to the light,

turned upside down, sideways and backwards
before being pressed info phrases and frameworks
and passed to the unskilled men who weld

s the adjectives on to nouns.

An old hand stoops and frowns

-at a passing meaning, deftly pushes it
off, unseen, and kicks it under the machine.

KEITH BARNES.
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