Ix-Xoghol ta’ Francis Berry

Xekita Gdida fil-Letteratura Ngliza

Lehma — immaginazzioni, u setgha fuq il-kliem — Pdawn
gieghda s-salifia u l-qawwa tal-poezija u s-siwi ta’ poeta ghiandu
jitgies minn kemm iladdem dawn it-tlitt kwalitajiet mbux fi
béejjec 'l hawn u 'l hemm imma fix-xoghol tieghu f'daqqa.
Ix-xogliol ta’ Mr. Berry li deher s'issa qgieghed fit-tliet kotba,
“Gospel of Fire” *“Snake in the Moon” u “The Iron Christ”
u poezija ofira “Spain 1039” 1i dehret fin-numru tar-rebbiegha,
“The Wind and The Rain”. F'dawn it-tliet kotba 1i jiena
qeghidt kif dehru, wielied wara l-ielior, naraw kif kibru u
twessghiu f'ruli li taf tassew thoss it-tliet kwalitajiet fugq imsem-
mija.

‘The Gospel of Fire’ deher fI-1023 meta l-kittieb kien ghad
ghandu sittax-1l sena: jidher li lid li gieglida tikteb ghadha
zghiira imma jidher ukoll i I-harsa tal-kittieb fuq id-dinja ta’
madwaru hi kollha kemm hi tieghiu. U kif fix-xaghiri, ghalina
ghieri ghal kollox, il-kaccatur jilmahi [-ghazziela hafifa, hekk
ukoll il-poeta jilmah kullimkien sbuliija li alina qatt ma konna
noliolmu, Hemm bzonn [-ghajnuna, ldstimulu tal-poeta u tal-
pittur biex igeghilna naraw is-sbuliifja taldforma u lwien
tal-holgien. Fix-xoghol ta’ Francis Berry hemm dan lstimulu:
dan hu n-nar tal-vangelu tieghu. Francis Berry m’ghandux
bzonn, bhal poeti Maltin, imur lejn is-sigar u 1gholjiet u s-
shab gﬁal! -ispirazzjoni, Kollox hu ghalih soggett tal-poezija:
belt ingliza mitfugha fil-hemda ta' nhar ta’ Hadd fil-ghaxija,
Lampost, bafiri xili u mcéeréer jigri mattrigat—fuq dawn jikteb,
jew ahijar kiteb meta kien ghiadu zghir u tughom kellu fila jitfa’
d-dawl u l-qawwa tal-poezija li ma jistghiux jigu biss hlief
minn rufi poeta. Dinil-hila li jara s-sbufiija fejn donnha mhix
hi don tal-poeta. Imma l-lehma weliidha mhix bizzejjed: trid
ukoll l-immaginazzjoni, jew kif kien isejjahlu Coleridge, il-
feeling. Lehma weliidha taghitina poezija deskrittiva, niexfa u
bla Rajja: lehma u mmaginazzjoni flimkien jerfghu I-poezija
barra Z-2mien u jaglituha xefita u lewn dejjiema, u hawnhekk
hi l-ilnmaginazzjoni ta’ zaghzugh, kollha tama u fajja li thares
fuq id-dinja. Fejn il poeta kbir Ingliz tallum, T.S. Eliot
ma jarax Hlief ;
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The burnt out ends of smoky days
The smell of stake in passage ways,
il-poeta zaghzugh jara:
Houses late erected
Embered in the green,
Red bricks reflected flushed in slanting rays
Of setting sun.

It-tfajla 1i naraw kull fil-gliodu sejra lufficcju hi ghalih
mimlija poezija dags in-nisa msemmija tal-Qedem :
She seemed Diana running through the woods.
She seemed the primal Hve reclining in
A paradisal glade, her golden flesh
Glinting in the sun, her body, thighs and arms
Divinely shaped, and in her hand she holds
The fruit, the tempting fruit, and offers it
To Man. Dido she seemed, all beauty bare
Upon the storm-lashed shore willing full half
Her mighty love to leave her stricken breast
And occupy Aeneas. She (leopatra seemed
Radiant in undulated barge.

Hadid u magni ma jezistux biss biex niddubbaw bihom u
nisfituhount; il-karozza hi miraklu:

Streamlined aluminium chastity—

O Ariemis of the (reat West Road,
Shifting silver secrets as she flies.

Her tonneaux like the breasts of foam-born
Cythereaur furnaced in the factory.
Wheelwings Juno-wristed : O miracle

Of man-made majesty.

Id-dinja tal-lum—il-hajja mghaggla kit nghixuha llum bil-
magni —u l-gazzetti u xiri u bejgli—dawn kollha huma bit¢a
mis-sensazjioni poetika tal-kittieb. Hawn il-magna tar-ritratti:

The camera with his artistic chivalry

(ives me his pilercing flash of focus rapture:
Though you adorn an opening sheet

Of an illustrated social weekly,

Advertising underwear,—

However mean the purpose of that poise
Now I admire the camera's darting fire

That shook the hot heart of the universe
And gave its bodied beauty

In a bare instant.



Dan igeghilna ninsew ix-xefiia u s-serq u r-registri,
And if I meet that rotund business man,

I'll say You surely advertize
Not corset-wear but Paradise!

L-essenza, il-qalba tar-Romanti¢ismu hi din il-hila li thares
fug dinja gadima b'ghajnejn godda: dan hu li gieghel lill-
professur Wilson Knight, kritiku famuz ta’ Shakespeare jara fix-
xoghol ta’ Berry il-bidu ta’ Romenti¢ismu ta’' xelita gdida fil-
letteratura Ngliza.

Mat-tieni ktieb “Snake in the Moon”, il-lehma titwessa”
mhux izjed id-dinja ta’ barra daqs kemm ruliu stess {interessa
l-poeta. Hawn hi [-mistqarrija tieghu:

You ask what I would be?
[ would be a rocket
All power compressed into a little sccket.

But lit by a Lady's hand
Gently, the taper trying
Then applying
Light.
il-“"compresed power” turi l-imliabba ghal hajja mghaggla
u mhabbta tan-Nordici ; il-“lady's hand” turi i L-kittieb issa
stenbali ghal xi Haga gdida: is-sess u l-imliabba. L-ghageb
issa hija Eva, il-vini taghha :
Quicksilver injected into limestone
Swerving and sizzling with a droning fury
Like that singing insect called mosquito
Singing, winging, ringing in the aurnal orifice.
Or like the road-drill spirting sperm through concrete,
Screeching exilirtic through a grinding surface—
Such were Eve's veins.
Magnetic wires twisted by turbines
Lacing and lashing her flesh in livid ecstasies.
U H*Virgin under the Moon” :
Passive
As the sacred walls of Troy
Against Achean attackers.
Ma’ dan kollu l-poeta qatt ma jinsa li kull ma jigi maz-
zmien, maz-Zmien ukoll jintemm : .
Love Dies:
There's skull beneath the skin,
No eyes—Dbut hollows gape and hideous is
The skeleton.
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Dawn bis-sbuhiija taghhom pagana kienu jigbdu u jhajru

it dan iz-zaghzugh. Jistghu jidhru ghal xi Hadd iktarx
lussusi imma warda mhix ingas sabilia ghiax velenuza, -
poezija hi dak li taghimilha: talibat fil-molili kif gebla talibat
Pghadira; il-mewg li tharrek jitwessa’ feirkijiet Ii kull ma jmur
jitwessghiu. Hekk ighid Aldous Huxley, It-tifsir ta’ poezija jid-
dependi mill-Fila tal-garrej: iktar ma tkun wiesgha LviZjoni
ikiar tfisser ghalih il-poezija. Din il-preokkupazzioni bis-sess,
ta’ Francis Berry tissimbolizza Halna hwejjed : mhux bissil-gibda
tar-ragel ghal mara u tal-mara ghar-ragel ~imma wkoll il-gibda
tal-Vant ul-Punent, it-Tajjeb u I-Hazin ~Mmghoddi u I-Prezent —
kwazi dak kollu illi molii miftuli jista’ jimmagina,

“The Iron Christ” u "Spain 1938”7 huma l-alifisr kitbiet Ii
dehru minn id  Berry. Issa l-poeta pliiag bimbabbtu in-
nies koliha u jibda, blial Shelley, jinteressa rufiu fihom., Hu
jfakkar il-glied kollu taghhom Hl-waqgt i juri dejjem dinja ahjar,
U ghathekk “The Iron Christ hi lpoezija walidenija ta’ zmeni-
jietna fuq il-gwerra 1i {inzel 'lisfel. [n-nies tal-Argentina u ta¢-
Cili sa jibdew jitqabdu: fil-idax-il-siegha jieqfu u bil-balal u
Ikanuni jaghmiu Kristu tal-fiadid fuq I-igbla ta’ bejniethom—
ohelm u garanzija {2 pacl dejjiema. Hawn deskrizzjoni liajja
ta’ Nazzion i tqum ghat-tagbid

People turn like tides to speeches, move
More quickis, blood in tension, hope of charfge
To purpose, promise of heroie blush.

Masses pool town squares in swords, relief
Translates a sacred wish to words: To kill,
Asgsert the flst—to kill—to crown the race
With virvile name, we'll kill, emDbrace the iron
Of gun or helinet, rejoice in pounding loins

Of squat-mast hattleship.

U gliandna wkoll mifrux quddiemna I-ghaliex ta’ dan
kollu—1-ghaliex tal-gwerra :

Agony, frustrations, lonely hours,

Drowned hope, the many omens shouting Yield,
Withered understandings, throat sob at mtfht
Unforgiving tortures, need resolve.

S0 wars come.

No other way than this? With lighted eyes
Be dishonest, be the virile child.

Drug disappoihtment with a warrior poise,
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U b'kuntrast il-poezija tispi¢éa b’dehra ta’ padi i tigi mill-
Paci«

Axnd then over the clear horizon came the rising sun, shap-
ing itself bigger and clearer and fresher in the air. Bxpand-
ing in vellow radiance he asserted morning glory, so majest-
ically he moved up. Kingly jov. He marshalled like mellow
cadences his beams on the snow, directing wild light in a rich
deploy which startled condors (who had already had a bad
night) into the air. The long, pale, but warming, rays struck a
Lapland brilliance, a casket glitter, on that weary snow world,
so high, high up, so that the ice began to gleam, and the men of
Argentine and the men of Chile embraced each other, the light
in their eves. In ever swelling Andean pride the sun rose
and feocussed on the Christ. The beams embroidered on his
massive dark mouldings, plaving caresses on his thighs, flooded
his chest, burnished: and last the sun looked into the Iron
Christ’s eyes, and on the balls fixed a mild blaze.

Fi “Spain 1939" }i dehret gabel dil-gwerra, il-kittieb ra
minn gabel dinit-tagbida 4 taghha alina xhieda llum: il-¢lieda
bejn il-Kristu u I-Fazxist Ii hemm {kull wiehied minnha:

In you lives a Faseist and a Christ :
Flares up the Fascist when you thrill at mid-
Night rumble of artillery.

Alina issa rajna l-lehma tal-poeta tinfirex mil-Lampost tal-
belt ¢kejkna tieghu sa fuq ir-ruli imhBawda ta’' -Ewropa. Imma
ilehma u limmaginazzjoni wehidhom ma jaghimlux il-poezija:
hi l-espressjoni, dik is-setgha fuq ilkliem i ggieghel lil poeta
jurina dak li jkun ra u hass hu stess. Kif gliedna hemm ¢erta
qawwa u sahBa fil-poezija ta’ Francis Berry i whux la kemm
taghlagha bejn l-erba’ hitan ta’ listanza. (halhekk il-bi¢ca
kbira tal-poezija tieghu hi miktuba fi biank verse jew verse libre.
“The fron Christ” miktub biééa pro2a u bitéa poezija: il-kwa-
lita sew tal-proza kemm tal-poezija tidher ¢ar mill-béejjec K
gibna hawn fug. Bhal kull poezija tajba x-xoghol ta’ Berry
trid taqrah ighajjat biex tolirog is-sbuhija tieghu kollha: ii-
poezija u s-seher huma bfial xulxin: it-tneju trid tghajjathom
biex jalidmu.
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