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Introduction

Poetry to take you all around the world? It really is possible. But can it take you time travelling? Yep, that too. Here are wonderful words from across the globe, under the waves, above the clouds, beneath the mud, but also from across the centuries – from a time before books were published all the way to this very year, words composed especially for this collection – for you.

Our planet is of course not just green and blue. It is yellow and red and brown and grey – there is actually a lot of grey! – and pink and black and orange and white and I have loved living amongst such colourful, constantly changing landscapes whilst compiling this epic book of poems.

I hope you also love living within these pages, wherever else you may be on our precious planet.

Sabrina Mahfouz, 2019 
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Aximu’s Awakening

PAMELA C. MORDECAI

 This morning the sun

tickled my eyes

as usual

and I slid from

my hammock

and looked at the skies

as usual

I yawned and I stretched

I felt like a splash

in the cold morning water

so I made a dash

towards the path

to the sea

before Ama could call me

and give me work.

As I burst through the bush

at the top of the hill

 I froze and I shivered

my heart stood still.

 

Great canoes with houses

and clouds of cloth wings

hung on poles, full of wind,

strange, frightening things

on the sea!

‘Great Iocuhuuague Maorocon’

I whispered and knew

those terrible canoes

were coming for me.
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Chorus

DAVID RUDD-MITCHELL

Soon,

 The City’s silence

will be broken.

And a day born.

When a blackbird sings,

From a high perch;

And announces dawn.
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New Every Morning

SUSAN COOLIDGE

 Every morn is the world made new.

You who are weary of sorrow and sinning, 

Here is a beautiful hope for you,—

A hope for me and a hope for you.

All the past things are past and over;

The tasks are done and the tears are shed.

Yesterday’s errors let yesterday cover;

Yesterday’s wounds, which smarted and bled, 

Are healed with the healing which night has shed.  

Yesterday now is a part of forever, 

Bound up in a sheaf, which God holds tight, 

With glad days, and sad days, and bad days, which never 

Shall visit us more with their bloom and their blight, 

Their fulness of sunshine or sorrowful night.  

Let them go, since we cannot re-live them, 

Cannot undo and cannot atone;

God in his mercy receive, forgive them!
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 Only the new days are our own;

To-day is ours, and to-day alone.

Here are the skies all burnished brightly,

Here is the spent earth all re-born,

Here are the tired limbs springing lightly

To face the sun and to share with the morn 

In the chrism of dew and the cool of dawn.  

Every day is a fresh beginning;

Listen, my soul, to the glad refrain,

And, spite of old sorrow and older sinning,

And puzzles forecasted and possible pain,

Take heart with the day, and begin again.
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From The Rubaiyat

OMAR KHAYYAM

Translated from the Persian by Edward Fitzgerald

 Awake! for Morning in the Bowl of Night

Has flung the Stone that puts the Stars to Flight:

And Lo! the Hunter of the East has caught

The Sultan’s Turret in a Noose of Light.
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From A Light Exists in Spring

EMILY DICKINSON

 A Light exists in Spring

Not present on the Year

At any other period —

When March is scarcely here

A Colour stands abroad

On Solitary Fields

That Science cannot overtake

But Human Nature feels.

It waits upon the Lawn,

It shows the furthest Tree

Upon the furthest Slope you know

It almost speaks to you.
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Weather Proverb

ANONYMOUS

 If woolly fleeces deck the heavenly way

Be sure no rain will mar a summer’s day.
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Weather Proverb

ANONYMOUS

 Sun sets Friday, clear as bell

Rain on Monday, sure as hell.
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Sun and Flowers

MADISON JULIUS CAWEIN 

 The spring is coming! hear it blow!

The rain and wind have cleared the snow;

And I am going to play my fill

With sunlight on the windy hill.

And I am going to laugh and run,

And be the comrade of the sun;

And, like the wildflowers, wink my eyes

At him and at the springtime skies.

And I am going to leap and shout

And toss my hair and arms about,

And fill my soul with sunshine as

The blossoms do and waving grass.

And I am going to dance and sing

And match the swallow on the wing,

And put my arms about each tree,

And kiss it as the sun does me.
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 And I am going to lie face down

Upon the hillside, far from town,

And hug it as the sunlight does,

And watch the pussy-willows fuzz.

I wish I was as big and bright

As is the sunlight: then I might

Hold all the hillside in my joy

But I am just a little boy.

And I am only sweet and small

As are the wildflowers, that is all,

So mother says; and thus you see

The sun can get ahead of me.

Blow wind and rain! and sweep away

The snow and sleet of yesterday!

And bring the sunlight and the flowers

And all the laughing springtime hours.
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The Sun

JOHN DRINKWATER

 I told the Sun that I was glad,

I’m sure I don’t know why;

Somehow the pleasant way he had

Of shining in the sky,

Just put a notion in my head

That wouldn’t it be fun

If, walking on the hill, I said

“I’m happy” to the Sun.
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The Rooks

JANE EUPHEMIA BROWNE 

 The rooks are building on the trees;

They build there every spring:

“Caw, caw,” is all they say,

For none of them can sing.

They’re up before the break of day,

And up till late at night;

For they must labour busily

As long as it is light.

And many a crooked stick they bring,

And many a slender twig,

And many a tuft of moss, until

Their nests are round and big.

“Caw, caw!” Oh, what a noise

They make in rainy weather!

Good children always speak by turns,

But rooks all talk together.
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Envoi

KATE SEYMOUR MACLEAN

 A little bird woke singing in the night,

Dreaming of coming day,

And piped, for very fulness of delight,

His little roundelay.

Dreaming he heard the wood-lark’s carol loud,

Down calling to his mate,

Like silver rain out of a golden cloud,

At morning’s radiant gate.

And all for joy of his embowering woods, 

And dewy leaves he sung,—

The summer sunshine, and the summer floods 

By forest flowers o’erhung.

Thou shalt not hear those wild and sylvan notes

When morn’s full chorus pours
 
Rejoicing from a thousand feathered throats,

And the lark sings and soars,
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 Oh poet of our glorious land so fair,

Whose foot is at the door;

Even so my song shall melt into the air,

And die and be no more.

But thou shalt live, part of the nation’s life;

The world shall hear thy voice

Singing above the noise of war and strife, 

And therefore I rejoice!
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From Strange Meetings

HAROLD MONRO

 The stars must make an awful noise

In whirling round the sky;

Yet somehow I can’t even hear

Their loudest song or sigh.

So it is wonderful to think

One blackbird can outsing

The voice of all the swarming stars

On any day in Spring.
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From How Clear, How Lovely Bright

A. E. HOUSMAN

 How clear, how lovely bright,

How beautiful to sight

Those beams of morning play;

How heaven laughs out with glee

Where, like a bird set free,

Up from the eastern sea

Soars the delightful day.
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Everything Is Going to Be All Right

DEREK MAHON

 How should I not be glad to contemplate

the clouds clearing beyond the dormer window 

and a high tide reflected on the ceiling?

There will be dying, there will be dying,

but there is no need to go into that.

The poems flow from the hand unbidden

and the hidden source is the watchful heart.
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