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Adrian Henri’s Talking After Christmas Blues









Well I woke up this mornin’ it was Christmas Day


And the birds were singing the night away


I saw my stocking lying on the chair


Looked right to the bottom but you weren’t there


there was


               apples


                 oranges


                    chocolates


                       … aftershave


– but no you.







So I went downstairs and the dinner was fine


There was pudding and turkey and lots of wine


And I pulled those crackers with a laughing face


Till I saw there was no one in your place


there was


              mincepies


                brandy


                   nuts and raisins


                      … mashed potato


– but no you.







Now it’s New Year and it’s Auld Lang Syne


And it’s 12 o’clock and I’m feeling fine


Should Auld Acquaintance be Forgot?


I don’t know girl, but it hurts a lot





there was


              whisky


                 vodka


                    dry Martini (stirred but not shaken)


                      … and 12 New Year resolutions


– all of them about you.







So it’s all the best for the year ahead


As I stagger upstairs and into bed


Then I looked at the pillow by my side


… I tell you baby I almost cried


there’ll be


              Autumn


                Summer


                   Spring


                      … and Winter


– all of them without you.







ADRIAN HENRI






























Against Coupling









I write in praise of the solitary act:


of not feeling a trespassing tongue


forced into one’s mouth, one’s breath


smothered, nipples crushed against the


ribcage, and that metallic tingling


in the chin set off by a certain odd nerve:







unpleasure. Just to avoid those eyes would help –


such eyes as a young girl draws life from,


listening to the vegetal


rustle within her, as his gaze


stirs polypal fronds in the obscure


sea-bed of her body, and her own eyes blur.







There is much to be said for abandoning


this no longer novel exercise –


for not ‘participating in


a total experience’ – when


one feels like the lady in Leeds who


had seen The Sound of Music eighty-six times;







or more, perhaps, like the school drama mistress


producing A Midsummer Night’s Dream


for the seventh year running, with


yet another cast from 5B.


Pyramus and Thisbe are dead, but


the hole in the wall can still be troublesome.










I advise you, then, to embrace it without


encumbrance. No need to set the scene,


dress up (or undress), make speeches.


Five minutes of solitude are


enough – in the bath, or to fill


that gap between the Sunday papers and lunch.







FLEUR ADCOCK






























All Over Again









As if I had known you for years drink to me only if


Those frontiers have never changed on the mad map of the years


And all our tears were earned and this were the first cliff


From which we embraced the sea and these were the first words


We spread to lure the birds that nested in our day


As if it were always morning their dawnsong theirs and ours


And waking no one else me and you only now


Under the brow of a blue and imperturbable hill


Where still time stands and plays his bland and hemlock pipe


And the ripe moment tugs yet declines to fall and all


The years we had not met forget themselves in this


One kiss ingathered world and outward rippling bell


To the rim of the cup of the sky and leave it only there


Near into far blue into blue all over again


Notwithstanding unique all over all again


Of which to speak requires new fires of the tongue some trick


Of the light in the dark of the muted voice of the turning wild


World yet calm in her storm gay in her ancient rocks


To preserve today one kiss in this skybound timeless cup


Nor now shall I ask for anything more of future or past


This being last and first sound sight on eyes and ears


And each long then and there suspended on this cliff


Sinning and slicing edge that reflects the sun as if


This one Between were All and we in love for years.







LOUIS MACNEICE






























The Anniversary









        All kings, and all their favourites,


        All glory of honours, beauties, wits,


The sun itself, which makes times, as they pass,


Is elder by a year, now, than it was


When thou and I first one another saw:


All other things, to their destruction draw,


        Only our love hath no decay;


This, no tomorrow hath, nor yesterday,


Running it never runs from us away,


But truly keeps his first, last, everlasting day.







        Two graves must hide thine and my corse,


        If one might, death were no divorce,


Alas, as well as other princes, we


(Who prince enough in one another be,)


Must leave at last in death, these eyes, and ears,


Oft fed with true oaths, and with sweet salt tears;


        But souls where nothing dwells but love


(All other thoughts being inmates) then shall prove


This, or a love increased there above,


When bodies to their graves, souls from their graves remove.







        And then we shall be thoroughly blessed,


        But we no more, than all the rest.


Here upon earth, we are kings, and none but we


Can be such Kings, nor of such subjects be;


Who is so safe as we? where none can do





Treason to us, except one of us two.


        True and false fears let us refrain,


Let us love nobly, and live, and add again


Years and years unto years, till we attain


To write threescore: this is the second of our reign.







JOHN DONNE






























‘anyone lived in a pretty how town’









anyone lived in a pretty how town


(with up so floating many bells down)


spring summer autumn winter


he sang his didn’t he danced his did.







Women and men(both little and small)


cared for anyone not at all


they sowed their isn’t they reaped their same


sun moon stars rain







children guessed(but only a few


and down they forgot as up they grew


autumn winter spring summer)


that noone loved him more by more







when by now and tree by leaf


she laughed his joy she cried his grief


bird by snow and stir by still


anyone’s any was all to her







someones married their everyones


laughed their cryings and did their dance


(sleep wake hope and then)they


said their nevers they slept their dream







stars rain sun moon


(and only the snow can begin to explain


how children are apt to forget to remember


with up so floating many bells down)










 one day anyone died i guess


(and noone stooped to kiss his face)


busy folk buried them side by side


little by little and was by was







all by all and deep by deep


and more by more they dream their sleep


noone and anyone earth by april


wish by spirit and if by yes.







Women and men(both dong and ding)


summer autumn winter spring


reaped their sowing and went their came


sun moon stars rain







E. E. CUMMINGS






























An Arundel Tomb









Side by side, their faces blurred,


The earl and countess lie in stone,


Their proper habits vaguely shown


As jointed armour, stiffened pleat,


And that faint hint of the absurd –


The little dogs under their feet.







Such plainness of the pre-baroque


Hardly involves the eye, until


It meets his left-hand gauntlet, still


Clasped empty in the other; and


One sees, with a sharp tender shock,


His hand withdrawn, holding her hand.







They would not think to lie so long.


Such faithfulness in effigy


Was just a detail friends would see:


A sculptor’s sweet commissioned grace


Thrown off in helping to prolong


The Latin names around the base.







They would not guess how early in


Their supine stationary voyage


The air would change to soundless damage,


Turn the old tenantry away;


How soon succeeding eyes begin


To look, not read. Rigidly they










Persisted, linked, through lengths and breadths


Of time. Snow fell, undated. Light


Each summer thronged the glass. A bright


Litter of birdcalls strewed the same


Bone-riddled ground. And up the paths


The endless altered people came,







Washing at their identity.


Now, helpless in the hollow of


An unarmorial age, a trough


Of smoke in slow suspended skeins


Above their scrap of history,


Only an attitude remains:







Time has transfigured them into


Untruth. The stone fidelity


They hardly meant has come to be


Their final blazon, and to prove


Our almost-instinct almost true:


What will survive of us is love.







PHILIP LARKIN






























As I Walked Out One Evening









As I walked out one evening,


    Walking down Bristol Street,


The crowds upon the pavement


    Were fields of harvest wheat.







And down by the brimming river


    I heard a lover sing


Under an arch of the railway:


    ‘Love has no ending.







‘I’ll love you, dear, I’ll love you


    Till China and Africa meet,


And the river jumps over the mountain


    And the salmon sing in the street,







‘I’ll love you till the ocean


    Is folded and hung up to dry


And the seven stars go squawking


    Like geese about the sky.







‘The years shall run like rabbits,


    For in my arms I hold


The Flower of the Ages,


    And the first love of the world.’







But all the clocks in the city


    Began to whirr and chime:


‘O let not Time deceive you,


    You cannot conquer Time.










‘In the burrows of the Nightmare


    Where Justice naked is,


Time watches from the shadow


    And coughs when you would kiss.







‘In headaches and in worry


    Vaguely life leaks away,


And Time will have his fancy


    To-morrow or to-day.







‘Into many a green valley


    Drifts the appalling snow;


Time breaks the threaded dances


    And the diver’s brilliant bow.







‘O plunge your hands in water,


    Plunge them in up to the wrist;


Stare, stare in the basin


    And wonder what you’ve missed.







‘The glacier knocks in the cupboard,


    The desert sighs in the bed,


And the crack in the tea-cup opens


    A lane to the land of the dead.







‘Where the beggars raffle the banknotes


    And the Giant is enchanting to Jack,


And the Lily-white Boy is a Roarer,


    And Jill goes down on her back.







‘O look, look in the mirror,


    O look in your distress; 


Life remains a blessing


    Although you cannot bless.







‘O stand, stand at the window


    As the tears scald and start;


You shall love your crooked neighbour


    With your crooked heart.’







It was late, late in the evening,


    The lovers they were gone;


The clocks had ceased their chiming,


    And the deep river ran on.







W. H. AUDEN
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