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which som€ 'found' satire produces effective poens at odds with the introversion of the
rcst of the book.) South Ailica is F€sent in different and illuminating degees. We have
Morrissey observing it as his backyard, Moolnan gazing anxiously from its coastal
seams back to its equally spooked hinterland, and Wylie deteminedly looking away
and illto the whole widff world. The last's 'Dri\.ing to Jo,bug'is as good an evocatioD
of qossing the country as we have iD the literatue, and all the way the tyre s sing, Let it
go, let it go'. O\e feels that Moohnan wishes he could, but can't, for want ofa subject
or a s€li This is every poet's problem. Morrissey seems to me to have made the best
rcconciliation with his sel{, time and place, and perhaps that,s why his art seems best
to me.

Moolrnan *.rites short gnomic poems derived ofthe modemist intercst in the epiphany
ofthe image and the Asian example ofsuch writing. His epiphanics seem over-fieighted
to me, though, largely because they doD't seem to arise in consciousDess possessed
simultancously ofthemselves and thefu meaning. Thc very hard-won success of Chinese
and Japanese image-poetry lies in the delivery of lhe koan, that Zen nscape iD which
the sensory data of the materiai world are rmiversally reconciled with the numinous or
nihilatory beyond. The poem needs, at least, to give the impression of having arisen as
a unitary insight, of image and purport as one in the iDstance. Thc reader rcccives the
text as the mimetic rcpod ofthe original revelation, even if it is not truly so, and for
this to happen the poem must conjure the image to the satisfaction of its destination in
meaning. It cannot betmy the poet's work in aiming the image at a meaning that precedes
or postalates the image, because that would not be an epiphany. Moolnan is more than
capable ofexquisite and telling imagery: 'The wind wears the face / ofthe sea toalay,.
That is a perfect insight irto the wind's materialisation in the world ofits effects. The
use ofpersonification ('weaN'and 'face') does all that is required to insert the inage
into the human exlerience of the self among the othe(s). By that personification the
wind and the sea become conelativos of spirit and body, or idea andmatter The image
blows through and is realized in the t€xt, as a wind moving upon the face ofwater That
is sumcieDt, entire, perfect. But it is not the end ofthe poem. For the rcst of,The name
ofthe moon'we ar€ delivercd four more two-line stanzas of increasingly synaesthetic
or s€mantically adventurous epiphaoia. It is such a pity. The stanza follori/ing the perfect
one I have quoted ruos thus: 'The sea weaves long fingers / out ofthe glass ofth€ s[],.
That is too much; three metaphom mixed awkwardly to produce only opacity as the
miDd baulks at the work placed before it. (There are two metaphors mixed in the first
stanz4 it is hue, but mixed after ancient example, to the poilt ofhaving become one.
There Moolnan redeems the clich6.)

The poem erds 'I must repeat its old name / three times to rcdeem it'. I can't fathom
the need for this repetition any more thaD the need fo. the moon's (or the name,s)
rcdemption. In a poem offive iterating stanzas, e6ch enfolding some insigh! the th&e_
ness ofrepefition seems grafuitous or, worse, cabalistic. Again, the epiphany is obscured,
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the €xotica of language, as the pleasures of a trew and salty cuisine, but the nativity
of history and hagedy, big things like these, nag at him. The Pamassian excursion is
somcwhat overwhelming, and the long trajectory from Sappho to Sefcris umavels in
inexactness, a 'dusty buzz ofb dwing'. The tramping poetfinds his poems repelled and

we are left wit! the image of the ludicrous B).rotr showing off in the water This is not
Wylie's self-image, nor should it bo, for these are excellent poems, €specially the elegies

for his father, and they show us again how necessary the public and historical occasion

is to produce the sense of, and in, the personal. Ary young poet wanting to write about

thek grief or their loves should read Wylie here and, like him, walk to Delphi and lister
there for a few thousand yeaIs to the dusty buzz.

The flip around the world, to thc US and on to Australia, lets Wylie meditate on
tavel itselq hansienc€ and the condition of stGngeness. But the graviry of the poems

about "hom€", southem Af:ica, South Africa, and a re-sought Zimbabwe, arc more
fulfilling Fecisely because they are what he is leaving and retuming to, never leaving
and restless about. Wylie has become oul greatest poet of the road, the joumey in and

out. Unlike othen he has no one landscape, but writes as the poet who has made the

passage of laDdscapes his particular Fovince. Thos€ who have been to one or another of
his many way-stations will agrce that he evokes the b€aches of southem Mozambique
as accumtely as ihe dry dunes ofNamibia. But it is the road itselfwhich is his headand,
with the 'blue bacilli' of its road-signs, its cat's-eyes sheaming past 'like hacers', its
skies rotting over Sasolbug, its Ulhaciry 'battened to the flank of Bloem'. In these sad-

glorious passages wylie has us h thrall to the peculiarly South Aliican inflrlx conhol of
the heart, our condition of migrancy, the perpetual forced removal of our special post-

coloniality.
What is there to fault in these poems? Only the insidious aggregation ofmetaphor, of

which the poems come to suffer as from a surfeit of sugar, an accuately Soltth African
Tlpe 2 Diabetes. As Moohnan is lured into peril by his talent for images, so wylie is

seduced by the sirens of his figumtion. As I have just tumed two metaphors (sugar

and sirens) for the clevemess of each, so Wylie does and, like me, loses the force of
his frst thought. Any poems will illushate the hazard; take 'Intercostal': 'The piels
claw tbrough the corduloy beach: / the stubs ofthe ribs ofa fossil whale'. Magnificent
figures, each for each, but cumulatively absurd. In conseql€nce Road Work is a book to
be read one poem at a time, or maybe two. l'hat is inevitable in a country wherc poetry
books are such rare events that poets publish too much at once, and volumes are albums

instead ofintegoted works. But the sad thing is that Wylie's book is the exception, itself
an entirc whole, an iDtegral argument, one conveEatioo, all that a book ofpoetry should

be. It asks for a single readirrg, and so it should be capable ofthat.
Road wotkishaIl'rtedby old loves and the fitral sickness and death of\!9lie's father.

It is an €legy for Zimbabwe, an atonemetrt for a colonial childhood, a thanksgiving
for the planet. All these thilgs are blent in the occasim oftmvel, rot as the metaphor

ofa liner life, but in the abundant treasuie of life's bapp€nstance. This is a gene.ous,
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