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Foreword

This collection of poems could not have seen the light of day without the music of Hammock, a group that I listened to non-stop during the writing process. Furthermore, if you lost yourself in their music while reading, I wouldn’t hold it against you, in fact, I invite you to do so. The poem “Hammock’s Apology” is dedicated to them.

Before everything, though, I would like to dedicate this collection of poems to two people who should already have been mentioned in my last collection: my parents. First, to my mother, who patiently reread my poems and who encouraged me throughout the writing process. It could be said that poetry as an art that does not need anyone’s opinion to grow and blossom, but nothing is more flattering than seeing the look of approval in the attentive eyes of a mother. And I also dedicate, most importantly, this collection of poems to my father. For a long time I tried to figure out where my sudden fascination for writing poetry came from, without really knowing nor understanding its origin.

I had to discover, or rediscover I should say, the website where my father had published a number of his poems in the mid-90s. 

When I read them I am able to discern a penchant that is undeniably a sort of legacy that he left for me. But even more to the point, the themes, starting with a distinctive attraction to nature, unconsciously fed my prose. Poetry is not only innate, it feeds off of who we are. And though it’s never too late to pay homage, I believe there is nothing more beautiful than a handful of words on paper since they are assured to survive long after we cease to exist.

Preface

Starting with an idea stated by Enrique Vila-Matas, in regards to contemporary literature Jean-Claude Pinson, in his work A Piatgorsk Sur la Poésie (2008), alludes to writers who “work in the negative” and who renounce writing for reasons, in their view, of the little impact literature has on reality, and of those who “work in the positive,” those representatives of what Julien Gracq called “the sentiment of yes,” which stands in opposition to that which Yves Bonnefoy – who also stands in opposition to it – refers to as “the great gnostic refusal.”

Aurélien Di Sanzo, in his collection entitled Dawn of our Solstices, belongs more to those who “work in the positive.” That does not go without a certain Platonism. For example, he does not always avoid the temptation of “shelter” and comes back to it several times with a gnostic connotation at times, like in the final stanza of The Girl in the Painting (XXVII):

“Then she understood that art was no more, in its purest form, than a simple interpretation of the spirit. A shelter in which she could slip in order to escape human existence for a time.”

The temptation to flee the human condition is found in a completely explicit manner in the poem Total Eclipse (XVI):

“[...] in the darkness, and through the darkness, the eclipse reveals the true nature of the world.”

Farther in the poem Aurélien Di Sanzo writes:

“So that our bodies disappear and that our souls awaken and arise, so that the immaterial transcends the material and that the absolute eurythmy drafts the canvas of our new lives.”

In the same perspective the poet critiques the contemporary urbanism which, in his view, constitutes an obstacle for the light: “And I slide, I slide through all these armed, concrete walls, ready to cut out a path for myself in order to recover the glow escaping in the distance.” (Ode to Urbanism, VII.)

A reconciliation exists between the real and the future nevertheless. This reconciliation, which celebrates the “Romantic Cult,” is mentioned in Part 5 of the collection. The poem Californian Melancholy (XLII) in particular includes this aphorism:

“A memory, whether ordinary or extraordinary, cannot exist by itself. For it to shine, to produce a spark, it must be engraved in the mind of another person.”

From a different angle the Platonic idealism is magnificently achieved by an idealism in the modern sense of the term in Total Eclipse, XVI:

“May not only the truth appear, may it be more than trivially exposed but may it, maliciously bright, finally explode into the eyes of all.”

In sum, to define Aurélien Di Sanzo’s poetry one could evoke the distinction once established by Mikel Dufrenne between “the essence/the character of what is poetic” and “existence/the poems.”

* * *

We mentioned the “Platonism,” the “Gnosticism” of Aurélien Di Sanzo. We could also speak of his “Catharism” as Gabriel Bounoure did in regards to Pierre Reverdy, Pierre Reverdy who this aphorism is particularly significant:

“You have to walk towards the light in the shadow. There is an entire story there to tell.”

ALPHA

I – After the Shroud

He moved the shroud aside in a single movement,
like an adolescent who, late one morning, tears himself away from
the bedspread to face the revelry of a new day. But he couldn’t
find the source of the much-coveted light. It is often said that it
is found at the end of a tunnel. But that’s wrong. The outside
world was plunged into darkness. His feet touched the surface of a
ground that he considered cold and hostile.

He pushed open the door to his place and
discovered that he was in a bleak and greyish-coloured dawn. The
icy air was broken by thousands of faceless men who had gathered in
a procession of solitary and desperate souls. Their breath had
produced a huge cloud of mist that floated above them; even their
distress could be materialized in physical form. They wandered in
the same directiona strange source of light that, like a beacon in
the distance, flared to the same rhythm towards them. They looked
like an armada of children who were seeing the light for the first
time and who could not help but be drawn to it.

But what were they looking for if not the dawn
of our solstices? If the light, once the shroud removed, does not
present itself to us, the only remaining solution is to go in
search of it ourselves. The departure line will be set, identical
for every one of us. And its point of arrival, the one we’ve been
hoping for, must equally be the same. But the beauty of the voyage
will, inevitably, be different for everyone.

And the light itself is not what interests us,
no. It’s the quest for that light, the obstacles, the pleasures and
the fears that we’ll enco [...]
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