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INTRODUCTION
By Flavio ERMINI

The unveiling of being is determined solely
by the initiative of being itself. The linguistic
living being has but one possibility: to place the
word in a condition to receive this initiative.

Mario Campanino is acutely aware of this,
and with The Dead Angel he arranges his text to
open itself to being, making it available to it. He
does so by stripping language of any intrusion
from the subject. For a poem that seeks to reveal
the mystery of being’s life cannot be the narrow
expression of a particular self, nor can it be
considered a mere reflection of the world upon
our mind.



To the “I, Campanino entrusts the opening
and closing of the work. In the first poem, the
“I” writes: “I saw an angel on the ground / amid
so many irrelevant things.” In the final poem,
the “I” writes: “I saw the angel and I had no time
/ just a bit more than a moment.” To the “T’,
Campanino assigns the role of the technician
who raises and lowers the curtain. It is not a
secondary role, to be clear. It is the act of allow-
ing an opening; of preparing the text for a gift,
for a revelation. In that opening — which will
last “a bit more than a moment” — there lies the
duty to speak the truth of being, the indivisible
that binds us beyond all differences: men and
women, living beings endowed with language
and dead angels, visible reality and invisible re-
ality — by which we are identified, through
which we recognize ourselves, and by which we
ask to be recognized. Until the moment when
the “I” reappears, and upon the unveiling, the
curtain falls.

With The Dead Angel, Campanino shows us
that questioning thought leads poetic language
— by interrogating it — to its essential dimen-



sion: a dimension that experiences the nearness
and remoteness that alternate in our relation to
the truth of things. This occurs in the emer-
gence of the truth of being, when each notion
implies the other, and none can be conceived in
isolation. Campanino underscores this idea by
weaving the individual poems together through
semantic and lexical echoes. For instance, poem
XIII ends with “it didn’t have the lifeline either”’,
while the following poem opens with: “It was a
no history body”. Likewise, the final two lines of
poem XX — “if it had been a man it would have
appeared / one who had never taken communi-
cation” — are taken up in the next: “Clearly it
wasn't a man / even if it could be misleading”.
Yet another insight emerges from Cam-
panino’s work: the revelation of being is not di-
rect, for it occurs through things. Unlike being
itself, things draw near and announce them-
selves. For the one who is touched by them, the
task is to know how to name them. As in the
case of that “angel on the ground / [..] / simply
appeared there / as in an epiphany / not of
something violated / but of something re-
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vealed.” In short, what we see is the thing mani-
festing itself — but not that which enables its
manifestation: being, which remains largely
concealed. The movement by which the thing
reveals itself is twofold and, in a sense, ambigu-
ous, for it initiates a difference that is difficult to
grasp.

In this regard, one must emphasize a crucial
element in Campanino’s inquiry: his approach
to giving voice to being through negation. He
writes: “and not like a memory / or a forgetful-

” o«

ness’, “certainly not like a veil / and not even
like a sudarium”, “and it wasn't even a metaphor
of man / and least of all of life.” This serves to
accommodate being in its withdrawal from
naming, and to grasp it — precisely — by way
of negation.

These movements toward the thing and to-
ward being reveal that poetic language pos-
sesses two properties: the capacity to perceive
the retreat of presence and the emergence of
absence. Such movements point to the depth of
being as experienced poetically. They are not a

guarantee of being, nor can they define what
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“being” means — but they do allow us to under-
stand and to pose the question of being. That,
indeed, they do.

With The Dead Angel, Campanino invites us to
partake in poetry that relinquishes subjectivity
and explores the faculty of contemplating the
historical unfolding of being from within the
poetic gaze.



THE DEAD ANGEL

To my living angels, Arianna and Gabriele.



[.I SAW AN ANGEL ON THE
GROUND

I saw an angel on the ground
amid so many irrelevant things
as suddenly appeared

but not as a surprise

or something preserved

nor as an enigma

simply appeared there

as in an epiphany

not of something violated

but of something revealed



II. IT WAS SOMETHING LIKE
A SIGN

It was something like a sign

like an announcement or a message
not coded and not to be interpreted
certainly not another annunciation
and not even the good tidings

but something only to see

merely a body among others
without even the extent of a mystery
but because it was dead and lying
like the most predictable thing
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... With the old suture thread still taut /in a

loop around his neck ...
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