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            Preface

         

         I draw a lot and often a drawing will suggest a poem. It is often that way about. Or perhaps I may read something in a newspaper that disturbs me rather and makes me want to write about what I feel. For instance, I read about a man getting drowned once. His friends thought he was waving to them from the sea, but really he was drowning. This often happens in swimming baths or at the seaside. And then I thought that in a way it is true of life too, that a lot of people pretend – out of bravery really – that they are very jolly and ordinary sort of chaps, but really they do not feel at all at home in the world or able to make friends easily. So then they joke a lot and laugh and people think they’re quite all right and jolly nice too. But sometimes the brave pretence breaks down and then, like the poor man in this poem, they are lost.

         
             

         

         stevie smith, bbc recording, 8 june 1966

on ‘Not Waving but Drowning’viii
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               In My Dreams

            

            
               
                  In my dreams I am always saying goodbye and riding away,

                  Whither and why I know not nor do I care.

                  And the parting is sweet and the parting over is sweeter,

                  And sweetest of all is the night and the rushing air.

               

               
                  In my dreams they are always waving their hands and saying goodbye,

                  And they give me the stirrup cup and I smile as I drink,

                  I am glad the journey is set, I am glad I am going,

                  I am glad, I am glad, that my friends don’t know what I think.
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               Oh grateful colours, bright looks!

            

            
               
                  The grass is green

                  The tulip is red

                  A ginger cat walks over

                  The pink almond petals on the flower bed.

                  Enough has been said to show

                  It is life we are talking about. Oh

                  Grateful colours, bright looks! Well, to go

                  On. Fabricated things too – front doors and gates,

                  Bricks, slates, paving stones – are coloured

                  And as it has been raining and is sunny now

                  They shine. Only that puddle

                  Which, reflecting the height of the sky

                  Quite gives one a feeling of vertigo, shows

                  No colour, is a negative. Men!

                  Seize colours quick, heap them up while you can.

                  But perhaps it is a false tale that says

                  The landscape of the dead

                  Is colourless.
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