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ILLUMINATIONS
Great Writers on Writing

@) ((; is good, at certain hours of the day and night, to look
- closely at the world of objects at rest. Wheels that have
y il

crossed long, dusty distances with their mineral and veg-
etable burdens, sacks from the coal bins, barrels, and baskets, handles
and hafts for the carpenter’s tool chest. From them flow the contacts
of man with the earth, like a text for all troubled lyricists. The used
surfaces of things, the wear that the hands give to things, the air, trag-
ic at times, pathetic at others, of such things—all lend a curious attrac-
tiveness to the reality of the world that should not be underprized.

In them one sees the confused impurity of the human
condition, the massing of things, the use and disuse of substances,
footprints and fingerprints, the abiding presence of the human engulf-
ing all artifacts, inside and out.

Let that be the poetry we search for: worn with the
hand’s obligations, as by acids, steeped in sweat and in smoke, smelling
of lilies and urine, spattered diversely by the trades that we live by,

inside the law or beyond it. C . C

Pablo Neruda




