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Impacted battle. Dust above a herd.
Hands wielding broken spearpoles rise through ice-hot twilight
flecked with points.
And where you end and where the dust begins
Or if it is the dust or men that move
and whether they are Greek or Trojan, well
Only this much is certain: when 2 lull comes - they do -
You hear the whole ridge coughing.
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“There's Bubblegum’' ‘He's out to make his name'’
He's charging us!’ He's prancing!’ ‘et that leap!’
THOCK: THOCK!
*He's in the air’ 'Bubblegum’s in the air Above the d
*He's lying on the sunshine in the air'" 'Seeing the Wall
arrows keep him up”
THOCK! THOCK!
‘0l ‘He's wiggling in the air" They're having fun with him'"
He's saying something " ‘Bubblequm’s last words
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*He's down” 'He's in the dust” 'Bubblegum’s in the dust!’
“They're stripping him" "They re stripping Bubblegum’"
“Close
“Close’

“You can't see anything!"
“His mother sold her doves to buy his plate”
“You can't see who to kil

Sunlight like lamplight.

Brown clouds of dust touch those brown clouds of dust already
overhead.

and snuffling through the blood and fith-stained legs

©f those still-standing-thousands goes

Nasty, Thersites' ltle dog,

Now licking this, now tasting that.

Nestor, his son, Antilochus, standing beside him
‘Belovéd friends:

This stasis is God's work:
and itis blasphemous to win when He says wait

Hector is on his knees

‘Bringer of Daylight

| ) Document2 -Mizrosoft .. [[@ All Day Permanent Re... A9 UENE o

) start| 8] posument: -Marsoft






[image: image2.png]531 RS

<« C' | © www.poetryarchive.org/poetryarchive/singlePoem.do;jsessionid=E680FE 1 7E8DCAQ7D2DCEBDOGBEO3BIEE?poeml

‘Bringer of Daylight
Lord of Mice and Light

Help me to drive the Greeks
Into the sea.

On Agamemnon's right, the Child,
Due to put on 10 years and lose 10lbs this afternoon
"We are Greek! We are brave! Add your strength to mine”

s Lord Apollo answered Hector's prayer:

‘Believer -
You are handsome, you are loved,
Bursting with hope and possibility,
Unyielding, ever-active, dangerous, true.
But no man can do everything alone.’
Speak out, speak up,
and Lwill help you drive the kings of Greece
Over the plain, across Scanmander, through the palisade
Into the shadow of their hips."

‘Al souls!!
- You feel the god in Hector's voice -
“You are magnificent.
Wagnificent,
From Thrace, from Bosphorous, from Anatslium,
From Caran Lycia, from Phrygiland,
Cyprus and Simi, Samothrace and Cos,
Wagnificent,
My heross and my host of ium.
Now let us finish with the Greeks,
nd drive them off this ridge that they pollute,
nd chase them down the plain that they have scorched
nd into the Scanmander they have soured.
And slaughter them beside their bloated ships.
Founded by Heaven, founded in Heaven,
You of the never taken Gate to Asia, Holy Troy,
Rouse your brave hearts! Do as 1 do! Do as I say! Kill Greece
The victory is God's! The victory -
s with a downward sweep of his arm
Boy Lutie lashed their pair -
Iz God's!
and drove his Prince, his Lord, his love, Hector of Troy,
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'Is God's!
And drove his Frince, his Lord, his love, Hector of Troy,
Tlespiax trumpeting:
“The victory -
With 50 charicts on either side,
And running by their wheels, all answering his
Is God's”
'Is God's”
His mass
Followed him through the swathes of hanging dust.

e pa

Sparks from the bronze. Lit splinters from the poles.
Tam hit.’
“Take my arm.!
1 am dying."
‘Shake my hand."
‘Do not go.!
‘Goodbye little fellow with the gloomy face."
s Greece, 35 Troy, fought on and on.
Or are they only alseep?
They are too tired to sleep.
The tears are falling from their eyes.
The noise they make while fighting i so loud
That what you see is like a silent film.
And as the dust converges over them
The ridge s as it is when darkness fal

Silence and light.

The carth
And its attendent moon

(Neither of great importance
But beautiful and dignifie
Making their way around the sun.

Bread trucks have begun to stream
across the vast plateau,
fair skies, high cumulus cloud -
the birds are in full throat
as the sun lights up the east.
Who is it sees
Setin the north Asgean sea, their coasts
Nosegays of seaweed toasting Ida's snow,
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The carth
And its attendent moon

(Neither of great importance

But beautiful and dignified)
Making their way around the sun.

Bread trucks have begun to stream
across the vast plateau,
fair skies, high cumulus cloud -
the birds are in full throat
as the sun lights up the east.

Who is it sees
Setin the north Asgean sea, their coasts
Nosegays of seaweed toasting Ida's snow,
The Isles of Imbros and of Samothrace?

And over there - grapes ghosts and vocal grottoes -
Greece. Above it, Macedon,
Its wooded folds declining til they meet
Those of Carpthia at the Kagan Gorge,
Through which, fed by a hundred tributarie:
It crossed the northern instep of the Alps,
The Danube reappears.

Eves onto Italy
(Where squirrels go from coast to coast and never touch the ground)
Then up, over her cyclorama peaks
Whose snow became before the fire before the wheel, the Rhine,
Below whose estuaries beneath an endless sky,
Sand bars and sabre grass, salt flats and travelling dunes
Lead west, until, green in their shallow sea
That fals away into the Atlantic deeps

He who? Why, God, of course.
Who sighs before He looks

Back to the ridge that is, save for a million footprints,
Empty now.
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The carth
And its attendent moon

(Neither of great importance

But beautiful and dignified)
Making their way around the sun.

Bread trucks have begun to stream
across the vast plateau,
fair skies, high cumulus cloud -
the birds are in full throat
as the sun lights up the east.

Who is it sees
Setin the north Asgean sea, their coasts
Nosegays of seaweed toasting Ida's snow,
The Isles of Imbros and of Samothrace?

And over there - grapes ghosts and vocal grottoes -
Greece. Above it, Macedon,
Its wooded folds declining til they meet
Those of Carpthia at the Kagan Gorge,
Through which, fed by a hundred tributarie:
It crossed the northern instep of the Alps,
The Danube reappears.

Eves onto Italy
(Where squirrels go from coast to coast and never touch the ground)
Then up, over her cyclorama peaks
Whose snow became before the fire before the wheel, the Rhine,
Below whose estuaries beneath an endless sky,
Sand bars and sabre grass, salt flats and travelling dunes
Lead west, until, green in their shallow sea
That fals away into the Atlantic deeps

He who? Why, God, of course.
Who sighs before He looks

Back to the ridge that is, save for a million footprints,
Empty now.

1

._|[@ Atay permanent Re... C2E@2 UENH oo

) start| 8] posument: -Marsoft





________________ 
Christopher Logue (b. 1926) has spent over forty years working on his contemporary version of Homer's Iliad. Begun in 1959 the project has expanded into five full-length collections, known collectively as War Music. Born in Portsmouth, Hampshire, Logue was part of a post-war artistic milieu that encompassed friendships with Samuel Beckett and Henry Miller in Paris. As well as his poetry, Logue has written for the theatre and cinema, including two screenplays one of which, Savage Messiah, was directed by Ken Russell, and he also appeared in front of the camera for the same director as Cardinal Richelieu in The Devils. For many years he contributed to the satirical magazine, Private Eye. The various instalments of War Music have been highly acclaimed, being shortlisted for the 2002 International Griffin Poetry Prize, and winning the Bernard F O'Connor Award from The Paris Review. 

All Day Permanent Red is the fourth book in the War Music series, but deals with some of the early battle scenes from The Iliad. This non-chronological approach is typical of the freedom Logue allows himself in relation to his source material, changing or omitting episodes and sometimes inventing entirely new scenes. His approach to language is similarly non-literal, mixing traditional imagery with the jarringly modern as in his description of the death of a Greek soldier from an arrow wound that makes "a tunnel the width of a lipstick through Quist's neck." This visceral immediacy is evident in the structure of the verse which is informal and flexible, meeting the demands of the moment and capturing both the horror and exhilaration of making war. His style is cinematic, now tracking the action from a distance, now zooming in close-up to focus on vignettes within the chaos of the fight, like the death of "Bubblegum" who one minute is "out to make his name!" and the next is lying dead in the dust. In this shifting perspective, Logue is close in spirit to Homer where emotion is yoked to action and the gods are no better than ourselves, only more powerful. 

In this extraordinary reading, Logue brings the different characters thrillingly to life, sweeping the listener along on the bloody tide of action. However, he also knows how to change pace, as in the beautiful closing passage when we are given a god's eye view of the Western world, the culture of which Homer's epic has done so much to shape. 

His recording was made for The Poetry Archive on 10 January 2003 at The Audio Workshop, London and was produced by Liane Aukin. 
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