
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

Here	  follows	  the	  review	  of	  
Where	  the	  Wind	  Wills	  
by	  Geoffrey	  Haresnape	  

	  
written	  in	  Afrikaans	  by	  Joan	  Hambidge	  

and	  published	  in	  New	  Contrast	  
	  

followed	  by	  an	  English	  translation	  
by	  Bernie	  Lee	  
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This	  is	  an	  English	  translation	  by	  Bernie	  Lee	  of	  the	  New	  Contrast	  review	  written	  by	  
Joan	  Hambidge	  

	  
Review	  
	  
Where	  the	  Wind	  Wills	  by	  Geoffrey	  Haresnape	  
Echoing	  Green	  Press	  
ISBN	  978	  0	  9870099	  0	  6	  
	  
I	  
	  
I	   write	   this	   review	   as	   an	   Afrikaans	   poet	   about	   a	   fellow	   poet	   who	   publishes	   in	  
English.	   	  Two	   literary	   systems	  which	  as	  we	  know,	   seldom	  come	   together;	  except	  
when	   Afrikaans	   poets	   are	   translated	   or	   there	   are	   accusations	   of	   language	  
appropriation	  as	  in	  the	  unquenchable	  debate	  about	  Krog’s	  “takeover”	  of	  Bushman	  
verses	  from	  Watson.	  	  Still	  English	  and	  Afrikaans	  stay	  divided,	  and	  black	  poets	  also	  
have	   their	   own	   processes	   of	   canonization.	   	   The	   new	   Cambridge	   compendium	  
attempts	  to	  bring	  different	  systems	  together,	  but	  readers	  know	  that	  English	  poets	  
in	   this	   country	   are	   neglected	   with	   a	   paragraph-‐review	   in	   English	   newspapers,	  
while	   Afrikaans	   poets	   get	   better	   treatment	   on	   Versindaba’s	   website	   and	   in	  
newspapers.	   	  On	  top	  of	  this,	  there	  are	  solid	  books	  of	  verse	  and	  a	  long	  tradition	  of	  
criticism	   which	   evaluates	   poets,	   and	   essays	   about	   older	   and	   younger	   poets	   in	  
Perspektief	  &	  Profiel.	  	  And	  there	  are	  good	  English-‐South	  African	  poets,	  like	  Douglas	  
Reid-‐Skinner	   and	   Isobel	  Dixon	   (amongst	   others),	  who	   live	   in	   England,	   but	   enjoy	  
more	   attention	   here	   (by	   Afrikaans	   critics!)	   and	   Ingrid	   de	   Kok,	   Stephen	  Watson,	  
Patrick	   Cullinan	   (the	   latter	   two	   passed	   on),	   Charl	   J.	   F.	   Cilliers,	   Rustum	   Kozain,	  
Gabeba	  Baderoon,	  etc.	  	  And	  of	  course,	  Geoffrey	  Haresnape.	  
	  
II	  
	  
This	  latest	  collection	  of	  poems	  is	  published	  by	  Echoing	  Green	  Press,	  and	  Haresnape	  
made	  his	  debut	  in	  1976	  with	  Drive	  of	  the	  Tide.	   	  On	  the	  back	  cover,	  Drive	   is	  highly	  
praised	   by	  Mark	   Swift	   for	   the	   poet’s	   “crystal	   clear	   intellect”	   and	   Rustum	  Kozain	  
talks	   about	   his	   “critical	   awareness.”	   	   Haresnape	   has	   always	   had	   strong	   form	  
control	  and	  a	  complex	  conversation	  with	  English	  poetry.	  
	  	  	  	  	  The	   poetry	   book	   entails	   a	   bulky	   96	   pages	   and	   the	   last	   verse	   “Garden	   of	  
Remembrance”	   (p.	   96)	   is	   a	   set	   of	  distichs	   in	  which	  he	   addresses	  his	   father.	   	   The	  
father’s	  image	  reveals	  the	  son’s	  aging	  process	  and	  this	  is	  a	  central	  key	  to	  the	  poetry	  
collection	  in	  which	  an	  older	  poet	  is	  busy	  taking	  stock.	  	  It	  is	  a	  mirror	  text	  in	  which	  
the	  poet	  says	  goodbye	  to	  his	  father	  and	  is	  simultaneously	  confronted	  with	  his	  own	  
mortality.	   	   In	   keeping	   with	   Haresnape’s	   strong	   form	   control,	   the	   poem	   is	   well	  
controlled	   in	   this	   “backward	   glance.”	   	   The	   front	   cover	   by	  Kim	   Longhurst	   indeed	  
indicates	   self-‐confrontation	   and	   dissection:	   the	   blood	   vessel	   system—heart	   and	  
inner	  workings—with	  a	  ship	  to	  the	  right	  (the	  cruise	  on	  the	  Styx	  perhaps?).	  
	  	  	  	  	  Two	  personae	  (as	  in	  Pessoa)	  are	  talking	  in	  section	  III	  :	  Erasmus	  Eyeball	  who	  is	  
set	   on	   form	   control	   and	   Dr.	   Severance	   Package	  who	   likes	   the	   freer	   verse	  more.	  	  
This	   element	   of	   diversity	   already	   indicates	   that	   Haresnape	   knows	   and	   explores	  
several	   forms	  of	  poetry.	   	  And,	  characteristic	  of	  the	  good	  poet,	   	   there	  are	  concrete	  
images—“Far	  blue	  mountain	  ranges	  zigzag	  like	  a	  weather	  	  graph”	  (p.	  3);	  “False	  Bay	  
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is	   a	   great	   glazed	   plate”	   (p.	   6);	   “the	   chop	   shop	   of	   the	   sea”	   (p.	   13);	   “the	   lifeboats	  
dropped	  away	  like	  seed	  pods	  from	  a	  tree”	  (p.	  31),	  and	  the	  clever	  allusions	  as	  found	  
in	  “Beached	  Whale”	  where	  Moby	  Dick	  throws	  a	  turn.	  	  The	  “praise	  song”	  we	  find	  in	  a	  
poem	  for	  the	  poet’s	  wife	  (“At	  Seventy”	  p.	  10)	  where	  the	  history	  of	  a	  relationship	  is	  
recorded	  and	  where	  the	  poet	  gives	  glimpses	  of	  how	  he	  writes	  and	  where	  he	  writes	  
a	  line	  for	  every	  year	  with	  her!	  	  The	  verses	  are	  carried	  by	  nostalgia	  like	  in	  the	  strong	  
“The	  Clan	  Stuart”	  (p.	  13)	  where	  a	  wreck	  becomes	  the	  image	  of	  the	  self.	  	  The	  poet’s	  
eyes	  are	  now	  even	  weaker	   than	   the	   father’s	  which	   indicates	   that	   the	  poet	   is	  also	  
busy	   taking	   stock	   through	   his	   past	   and	   his	   family	   relationships.	   	   In	   the	   elegy,	  
“Farewell	  (pp.	  14-‐15)	  a	  friend	  is	  bid	  good-‐bye:	  
	  

God	  knows,	  I	  wish	  you	  well,	  
and	  hate	  the	  scorch	  and	  liquefaction	  
of	  your	  Viking	  funeral.	  

	  
Section	  I	  of	   the	  collection	   is	  particularly	  strong	   in	  musings,	   love	  declarations	  and	  
reflections	  on	  a	  bygone	  time.	  
	  	  	  	  	  In	  section	  II,	  an	  internal	  conversation	  is	  held	  in	  “When	  and	  Where”	  (p.	  19)	  and	  
in	  a	  poem,	  “HIV	  and	  Aids”	  (p.	  20)	  the	  implications	  of	  this	  epidemic	  are	  subjected	  to	  
a	   satirical	   investigation	  with	   allusions	   to	   all	   the	  misconceptions	   that	   exist	   in	  our	  
country.	   	   Also	   satirically	   driven	   is	   “Flibbertigibbit”	   (p.	   23),	  with	   its	   little	   slaps	   at	  
feminist	   ideas	   about	   the	   patriarchy	   and	   all	   the	   “gender	   driven	   fibs”—smartly	  
articulated	   in	   distichs.	   	   Each	   time	   the	   steady	  hand	  of	   the	  poet	   rescues	   the	  poem	  
from	   being	   too	   sentimental	   or	   from	  malformations	  which	  would	   just	   seem	   silly.	  	  
Conversations	  with	  known	  figures	  like	  Lazarus	  	  (“Lazarus”	  in	  the	  “act	  of	  dying”	  p.	  
26)	   and	   the	   brilliant	   “An	   Imagined	   Dialogue	   with	   St	   Thérése	   of	   Lisieux”	   signify	  
expertise	   that	   is	   transformed	   into	   poignant	   and	   memorable	   poems.	   	   (The	  
“Dialogue’s”	  epigraph	  from	   	  Roy	  Campbell	  highlights	  an	  awareness	  of	   tradition—
Campbell-‐bloody-‐horse	   is	   indeed	   one	   of	   our	   great	   poets;	   also	   honored	   by	  
Opperman	  in	  a	  magisterial	  elegy.)	  	  And	  “The	  Bass	  Violin	  Player’s	  Last	  Hymn”	  gives	  
a	   new	  perspective	   on	   the	   Titanic	  where	   the	  musician	   still	   continues	   to	   “live	   on”	  
with	  the	  North	  Atlantic	  ocean	  thundering	  in	  his	  ears.	   	  Memories,	  impressions	  and	  
experiences	  of	  older	  poets	  also	  continue	  to	  live	  on	  in	  Harenape’s	  thoughts	  and	  in	  
the	  poems.	  
	  	  	  	  	  In	  section	  III,	  Erasmus	  Eyeball	  is	  verbalized	  and	  Dr	  Severance	  Package	  produces	  
his	  entertaining	  poems,	  such	  as	  the	  one	  in	  which	  an	  electrical	  “outage”	  is	  poetically	  
investigated.	   	   (This	   poem	  must	   forthwith	   be	   sent	   to	   Eskom.)	   	   The	   whole	   South	  
African	   truth	   in	   all	   its	   madness	   is	   put	   under	   scrutiny,	   and	   a	   humorous	   verse	  
investigates	   the	   meaning	   of	   “Go	   Fuck	   Yourself”	   (p.	   48).	   	   Each	   time	   the	   poet	  
impresses	  with	  rhymes	  and	  half-‐rhymes	  and	  humor.	   	  The	  Vuvuzela	   is	  praised	  (p.	  
49).	   	   And	   the	   “maverick	   poet,”	   Roy	   Campbell	   is	   then	   also	   described	   by	   Erasmus	  
Eyeball:	  
	  

Dead	  set	  to	  streak	  and	  not	  to	  amble,	  
He	  kept	  the	  proud	  seat	  of	  a	  Campbell.	  

	  
	  	  	  	  	  In	  section	  IV,	  there	  is	  a	  greater	  seriousness	  again,	  as	  in	  a	  visit	  to	  an	  International	  
Poetry	  Festival	  in	  East	  Jerusalem	  with	  its	  politicization	  of	  poetry.	  	  As	  if	  the	  poet	  is	  
aware	  of	  how	  temporary	  political	  poetry	  is,	  the	  poem	  is	  provided	  with	  footnotes	  in	  
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order	  to	  inform	  the	  reader	  about	  the	  details.	  	  Simultaneously,	  he	  manages	  	  to	  make	  
a	   poem	   out	   of	   an	   emotional	   “given,”	   namely,	   the	   tensions	   in	   Jerusalem.	   	   Arthur	  
Nortjé	  and	  Patrick	  Branwell	  Brontë	  have	  their	  fates	  described—and	  here	  we	  find	  
strong	   irony,	   something	   in	   which	   Haresnape	   is	   also	   well	   schooled.	   	   The	   same	  
applies	  to	  “Nanook—a	  North	  Atlantic	  Ballad.”	  	  The	  reader	  realizes	  that	  the	  poet	  is	  
each	   time	   concerned	  with	   the	  primordial	   aspect	   of	   poetry:	   a	  whale	   or	   any	  other	  
animal	  he	  describes	  simultaneously	  becomes	  a	  symbol	  of	  the	  unconscious.	   	  And	  a	  
visit	  to	  a	  graveyard	  in	  Halifax	  (where	  the	  Titanic-‐museum	  is)	  becomes	  stock	  taking	  
of	  everyone’s	  fate:	  a	  grave.	  	  In	  the	  poems	  about	  Keats	  and	  a	  visit	  to	  a	  church,	  these	  
thoughts	  are	  further	  worked	  out.	  
	  	  	  	  	  In	   section	   V,	   the	   last,	   all	   the	   important	   themes	   are	   joined	   together,	   namely	  
temporality	   and	   the	   search	   for	  metaphysical	   sense.	   	   In	   “Good	   Hope”	   (p.	   88)	   the	  
death	  of	  the	  father	  is	  described	  as	  such:	  
	  

My	  dad	  has	  chosen	  fire	  
rather	  than	  the	  worm.	  

	  
And	  it	  is	  as	  if	  the	  father	  talks	  back	  from	  the	  grave	  after	  the	  priestly	  ceremony	  and	  
after	  the	  poet	  has	  placed	  his	  (our)	  evanescence	  against	  the	  bigger	  end	  of	  the	  world.	  	  
Also	   “‘Trojan	   Horse’	   hearing	   of	   the	   TRC”—that	   resonates	   with	   Ingrid	   de	   Kok’s	  
poem	  about	  Bishop	  Tutu—places	   the	   given	  back	   in	   the	  here-‐and-‐now,	   in	   human	  
suffering	  that	  	  goes	  as	  far	  back	  as	  the	  fate	  of	  a	  Taung-‐child.	  
	  
III	  
	  
This	  is	  a	  worthy	  collection	  of	  poems	  written	  by	  a	  sensitive	  poet	  who	  forces	  you	  to	  
look	  at	  life	  through	  his	  eyes—ever	  the	  test	  for	  a	  successful	  collection.	  	  Many	  of	  the	  
poems	  have	  already	  appeared	  in	  magazines,	  but	  they	  have	  been	  soundly	  integrated	  
into	  this	  book.	  	  It	  is	  rich	  in	  themes,	  in	  forms,	  in	  a	  conversation	  with	  poetry.	  
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