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Poesia n. 1 

This Bread I Break (1933) 

This bread I break was once the oat,  

This wine upon a foreign tree  

Plunged in its fruit;  

Man in the day or wine at night  

Laid the crops low, broke the grape's joy.  

 

Once in this time wine the summer blood  

Knocked in the flesh that decked the vine,  

Once in this bread  

The oat was merry in the wind;  

Man broke the sun, pulled the wind down.  

 

This flesh you break, this blood you let  

Make desolation in the vein,  

Were oat and grape  

Born of the sensual root and sap;  

My wine you drink, my bread you snap. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Poesia n. 2 

Do not go gentle into that good night (1951)  

Do not go gentle into that good night, 

Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 

Because their words had forked no lightning they 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 

Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 

And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 

Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

And you, my father, there on the sad height, 

Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 

Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://poets.org/poem/do-not-go-gentle-good-night
https://poets.org/poem/do-not-go-gentle-good-night


Intervista 

Notes on the the Art of poetry  

* Written in the Summer of 1951, at Laugharne, in reply to questions posed by a student 

I wanted to write poetry in the beginning because I had fallen in love with words. The first poems I 

knew were nursery rhymes, and before I could read them for myself I had come to love just the 

words of them, the words alone. What the words stood for, symbolized, or meant, was of very 

secondary importance. What mattered was the sound of them as I heard them for the first time on 

the lips of the remote and incomprehensible grown-ups who seemed, for some reason, to be living 

in my world. And these words were, to me, as the notes of bells, the sounds of musical instruments, 

the noises of wind, sea, and rain, the rattle of milkcarts, the clopping of hooves on cobbles, the 

fingering of branches on a window pane, might be to someone, deaf from birth, who has 

miraculously found his hearing. […] 

 I did not care what the words said, […] I cared for the shape of sound that their names, and the 

words describing their actions, made in my ears; I cared for the colours the words cast on my eyes. 

I realise that I may be, as I think back all that way, romanticising my reactions to the simple and 

beautiful words of those pure poems; but that is all I can honestly remember, however much time 

might have falsified my memory. I fell in love -that is the only expression I can think of- at once, and 

am still at the mercy of words, though sometimes now, knowing a little of their behaviour very well, 

I think I can influence them slightly and have even learned to beat them now and then, which they 

appear to enjoy. I tumbled for words at once. And, when I began to read the nursery rhymes for 

myself, and, later, to read other verses and ballads, I knew that I had discovered the most important 

things, to me, that could be ever. […] 

And as I read more and more, and it was not all verse, by any means, my love for real life of words 

increased until I knew that I must live with them and in them always. I knew, in fact, that I must be 

a writer of words, and nothing else. The first thing was to feel and know their sound and substance; 

what I was going to do with those words, what use I was going to make of them, what I was going 

to say through them, would come later. I knew I had to know them most intimately in all their forms 

and moods, their ups and downs, their chops and changes, their needs and demands. 

My first, and greatest, liberty was that of being able to read everything and anything I cared to. I 

read indiscriminately, and with my eyes hanging out. […]. I could never have dreamt that there were 

such goings-on in the world between the covers of books, such as sand-storms and ice-blasts of 

words, such slashing of humbug, and humbug too, such staggering peace, such enormous laughter, 

such and so many blinding bright lights breaking across the just-awaking wits and splashing all over 

the pages in a million bits and pieces all of which were words, words, words, and each of which was 

alive forever in its own delight and glory and oddity and light (I must try not to make these 

supposedly helpful notes as confusing as my poems themselves. 

The writers, then, who influenced my earliest poems and stories were, quite simply and truthfully, 

all the writers I was reading at the time, and, as you see from a specimen list higher up the page, 

they ranged from writers of schoolboy adventure yarns to incomparable and inimitable masters like 

Blake. […]Let me say that the things that first made me love language and want to work in it and for 

it were nursery rhymes and folk tales, The Scottish Ballads, a few lines of hymns, the most famous 



Bible stories and the rhythms of the Bible, Blake's Songs of Innocence, and the quite 

incomprehensible magical majesty and nonsense of Shakespeare heard, read, and near-murdered 

in the first forms of my school. 

Three of the dominant influences on my published prose and poetry are Joyce, the Bible, and Freud.  

[…] Do I deliberately utilize devices of rhyme, rhythm, and word-formation in my writing- I must, of 

course, answer with an immediate, Yes. I am a painstaking, conscientious, involved and devious 

craftsman in words, however unsuccessful the result so often appears, and to whatever uses I may 

apply my paraphernalia. I use everything and anything to make my poems work and move in the 

direction I want them to: old tricks, new tricks, puns, portmanteau-words, paradox, allusion, 

paronomasia, paragram, catachresis, slang, assonantal rhymes, vowel rhymes, sprung rhythm. Every 

device there is in language is there to be used if you will. Poets have got to enjoy themselves 

sometimes, and the twisting and convulsions of words, the inventions and contrivances, are all part 

of the joy that is part of the painful, voluntary work. 

[…] I myself, do not read poetry for anything but pleasure. I read only the poems I like. This means, 

of course, that I have to read a lot of poems i don't like before I find the ones I do, but, when I do 

find the ones I do, then all I can say is "Here they are," and read them to myself for pleasure. 

Read the poems you like reading, Don't bother whether they are important, or if they'll live. What 

does it matter what poetry is after all? If you want a definition of poetry, say: "Poetry is what makes 

me laugh or cry or yawn, what makes my toenails twinkle, what makes me want to do this or that 

or nothing," and let it go at that. All that matters about poetry is the enjoyment of it, however tragic 

it may be. All that matters is the eternal movement behind it, the vast undercurrent of human grief, 

folly, pretension, exaltation; or ignorance, however unlofty the intention of the poem. 

You can tear a poem apart to see what makes it technically tick, and say to yourself, when the works 

are laid out before you, the vowels, the consonants, the rhymes and rhythms, "Yes, this is it. This is 

why the poem moves me so. It is because of the craftsmanship." But you're back again where you 

began. You're back with the mystery of having been moved by words. The best craftsmanship always 

leaves holes and gaps in the works of the poem so that something that is not in the poem can creep, 

crawl, flash, or thunder in. 

The joy and function of poetry is, and was, the celebration of man, which is also the celebration of 

God. 

Dylan Thomas 

 


