



[image: image]







[image: image]







[image: image]





We are all in the gutter, but some of us
are looking at the stars.
Oscar Wilde
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Okay, so giving you a book of poetry when the world


feels like it’s falling apart might seem a little bit


‘answer blowing in the wind’.


But, as John Milton said:


‘The mind is its own place,


and in itself can make a heaven of hell,


a hell of heaven.’


What he meant was:


sh*t happens.


It’s how we react that makes the difference.


There are poets in this anthology who were writing


centuries ago. And you know? They lived through some


pretty serious sh*t. They felt f**ked off about the way the


world was going, too. They just put it in prettier words.


So maybe reading what they had to say will help.


Here in this little book you will find inspiration to guide


you through, from that first instinct to just get the f**k


away from it all, via what the hell you can do about any


of it, to realizing that the birds are still singing.


These poems are about remembering to keep looking up


at the stars, whatever sh*t life is throwing at you.
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I
what the f**k?


II
get me the f**k out of here . . .


III
keep your sh*t together


IV
let’s do something about this sh*t


V
life is still f**king beautiful
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I
what the f**k?
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this be the verse
philip larkin







They fuck you up, your mum and dad.


They may not mean to, but they do.


They fill you with the faults they had


And add some extra, just for you.


But they were fucked up in their turn


By fools in old-style hats and coats,


Who half the time were soppy-stern


And half at one another’s throats.


Man hands on misery to man.


It deepens like a coastal shelf.


Get out as early as you can,


And don’t have any kids yourself.
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from macbeth
william shakespeare







Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow,


Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,


To the last syllable of recorded time;


And all our yesterdays have lighted fools


The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!


Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player,


That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,


And then is heard no more. It is a tale


Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,


Signifying nothing.
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autumn love
li ch’ing-chao
translated by kenneth rexroth







Search. Search. Seek. Seek.


Cold. Cold. Clear. Clear.


Sorrow. Sorrow. Pain. Pain.


Hot flashes. Sudden chills.


Stabbing pains. Slow agonies.


I can find no peace


I drink two cups, then three bowls,


Of clear wine until I can’t


Stand up against a gust of wind.


Wild geese fly over head.


They wrench my heart.


They were our friends in the old days.


Gold chrysanthemums litter


The ground, pile up, faded, dead.


This season I could not bear


To pick them up. All alone,


Motionless at my window,


I watch the gathering shadows.


Fine rain sifts through the wu-t’ung trees,


And drips, drop by drop, through the dusk.


What can I ever do now?


How can I drive off this word –


Hopelessness?
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no!
thomas hood







No sun – no moon!


No morn – no noon –


No dawn –


No sky – no earthly view –





No distance looking blue –


No road – no street – no ‘t’other side the way’ –


No end to any Row –





No indications where the Crescents go –


No top to any steeple –


No recognitions of familiar people –


No courtesies for showing ’em –





No knowing ’em!


No travelling at all – no locomotion,


No inkling of the way – no notion –


‘No go’ – by land or ocean –





No mail – no post –


No news from any foreign coast –


No park – no ring – no afternoon gentility –


No company – no nobility –


No warmth, no cheerfulness, no healthful ease,


No comfortable feel in any member –


No shade, no shine, no butterflies, no bees,
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