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January

Beginnings

JANUARY marks the ending of an old year and the beginning of a new one. The month is fittingly named after the Roman god of doorways, Janus. Described as the master of time and depicted with two heads, Janus simultaneously faces the past and the future, presiding over all types of transition; Henry Wadsworth Longfellow imagines him counting, ‘The years that through my portals come and go.’ The New Year is the gift of a liminal moment; a chance to look back and grieve what we might have lost and reflect on how we have changed, as well as an opportunity to look forward and think afresh.

For many the New Year symbolises the promise of reinvention. It is the moment when ‘the future appears / like a blank sheet of paper / a clean calendar’, says Scotland’s former Makar (poet laureate) Jackie Kay. It is a time when the ‘day is fresh-washed and fair’, to borrow the words of Amy Lowell. It has the potential to be daunting, because the possibilities are unlimited and the future indeterminate. We can create resolutions and begin again, whether that should take the form of worrying less, of slowing down, or of deciding to stop ‘shoring up eroding / friendships’, as the American poet and activist Marge Piercy resolves.

Yet the poems collected in this month, and the wisdom they contain, are not solely for the turn of the year but launch us on our daily adventures. From the writing of the Japanese samurai and haiku master Matsuo Bashō, prompting us to be present in our surroundings and find beauty in wintry weather, to the more recent words of the Pakistan-born, Glaswegian poet Imtiaz Dharker’s insistence that ‘Everyone has the right / to infiltrate a piece of paper’, these poets remind us that we are constantly in flux, constantly becoming and creating ourselves. Beginnings are by no means restricted to January.

Indeed, marking the New Year at all offers a reminder that the passage of time and our customary measurement of it is largely illusory anyway. In the earliest days of Rome, the year was only ten months long because January and February, being the barren wintry months, had no relevance to the agricultural calendar and simply were not named. The year began in March and ended in December.

In England, 1 January only became New Year’s Day in 1752, when the Gregorian calendar was adopted. Prior to this, the New Year began on 25 March with the beginning of spring – our tax year resetting at the start of April is a remnant of this. The changeover wrought glitches in time. The calendar affected every area of life – not only festivals, saints’ days and birthdays, but also more mundane matters, such as wages, rents and military or prison releases. Because the change demanded skipping from 2 September to 14 September, many felt that eleven days had been ‘robbed’ from them, but the change went ahead.

Besides the relative novelty of celebrating the new year on 1 January in England is the fact that many other cultures mark the turn of the year at an entirely different time; there is the lunisolar Chinese New Year (often known as the Spring Festival as it marks the end of winter), Judaism’s Rosh Hashanah (meaning literally ‘head of the year’; usually around late September or early October), and the Persian Nowruz (which falls on the spring equinox). While each calendar system attempts to justify its own particular division of the cosmic movements, the multiplicity of calendar systems in itself highlights that each is relative (even days are up for grabs – in the Hebrew and Islamic calendars, they begin at sunset).

So, when really does the year begin? As said by Margaret Tait: ‘I’m asking for the pleasure of feeling there is no answer. / It’s magic.’ If we can bring ourselves to embrace it, this ambiguity, this mystery, can be freeing.

Ultimately, you could read these New Year poems every day or indeed on any day you wish. To quote the American author and poet Susan Coolidge, ‘Every morn is the world made new’. Whether 1 January or any other day of the year, with the dawning of every day comes the promise of beginning and new opportunity. As the great Irish poet Brendan Kennelly writes, the world ‘insists that we forever begin’.

[image: ]

For last year’s words belong to last year’s language 
And next year’s words await another voice.

T.S. Eliot





[image: ] I Worried

Mary Oliver 1935–2009

I worried a lot. Will the garden grow, will the rivers

flow in the right direction, will the earth turn

as it was taught, and if not, how shall

I correct it?

Was I right, was I wrong, will I be forgiven,

can I do better?

Will I ever be able to sing, even the sparrows

can do it and I am, well,

hopeless.

Is my eyesight fading or am I just imagining it,

am I going to get rheumatism,

lockjaw, dementia?

Finally, I saw that worrying had come to nothing.

And gave it up. And took my old body

and went out into the morning,

and sang.





[image: ] This Is the Time to be Slow 
(Excerpt from For the Break-Up of a Relationship)

John O’Donohue 1956–2008

This is the time to be slow,

Lie low to the wall

Until the bitter weather passes.

Try, as best you can, not to let

The wire brush of doubt

Scrape from your heart

All sense of yourself

And your hesitant light.

If you remain generous,

Time will come good;

And you will find your feet

Again on fresh pastures of promise,

Where the air will be kind

And blushed with beginning.





[image: ] The birthday of the world

Marge Piercy 1936–

On the birthday of the world

I begin to contemplate

what I have done and left

undone, but this year

not so much rebuilding

of my perennially damaged

psyche, shoring up eroding

friendships, digging out

stumps of old resentments

that refuse to rot on their own.

No, this year I want to call

myself to task for what

I have done and not done

for peace. How much have

I dared in opposition?

How much have I put

on the line for freedom?

For mine and others?

As these freedoms are pared,

sliced and diced, where

have I spoken out? Who

have I tried to move? In

this holy season, I stand

self-convicted of sloth

in a time when lies choke

the mind and rhetoric

bends reason to slithering

choking pythons. Here

I stand before the gates

opening, the fire dazzling

my eyes, and as I approach

what judges me, I judge

myself. Give me weapons

of minute destruction. Let

my words turn into sparks.
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Brendan Kennelly 1936–2021

Begin again to the summoning birds

to the sight of light at the window,

begin to the roar of morning traffic

all along Pembroke Road.

Every beginning is a promise

born in light and dying in dark

determination and exaltation of springtime

flowering the way to work.

Begin to the pageant of queuing girls

the arrogant loneliness of swans in the canal

bridges linking the past and future

old friends passing through with us still.

Begin to the loneliness that cannot end

since it perhaps is what makes us begin,

begin to wonder at unknown faces

at crying birds in the sudden rain

at branches stark in the willing sunlight

at seagulls foraging for bread

at couples sharing a sunny secret

alone together while making good.

Though we live in a world that dreams of ending

that always seems about to give in

something that will not acknowledge conclusion

insists that we forever begin.





[image: ] Morning

Billy Collins 1941–

Why do we bother with the rest of the day,

the swale of the afternoon,

the sudden dip into evening,

then night with his notorious perfumes,

his many-pointed stars?

This is the best—

throwing off the light covers,

feet on the cold floor,

and buzzing around the house on espresso—

maybe a splash of water on the face,

a palmful of vitamins—

but mostly buzzing around the house on espresso,

dictionary and atlas open on the rug,

the typewriter waiting for the key of the head,

a cello on the radio,

and, if necessary, the windows—

trees fifty, a hundred years old

out there,

heavy clouds on the way

and the lawn steaming like a horse

in the early morning.





[image: ] Promise

Jackie Kay 1961–

Remember, the time of year

when the future appears

like a blank sheet of paper

a clean calendar, a new chance.

On thick white snow

you vow fresh footprints

then watch them go

with the wind’s hearty gust.

Fill your glass. Here’s tae us. Promises

made to be broken, made to last.
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Don Paterson 1963–

I love all films that start with rain:

rain, braiding a windowpane

or darkening a hung-out dress

or streaming down her upturned face;

one big thundering downpour

right through the empty script and score

before the act, before the blame,

before the lens pulls through the frame

to where the woman sits alone

beside a silent telephone

or the dress lies ruined on the grass

or the girl walks off the overpass,

and all things flow out from that source

along their fatal watercourse.

However bad or overlong

such a film can do no wrong,

so when his native twang shows through

or when the boom dips into view

or when her speech starts to betray

its adaptation from a play,

I think to when we opened cold

on a starlit gutter, running gold

with the neon of a drugstore sign

and I’d read into its blazing line:

forget the ink, the milk, the blood –

all was washed clean with the flood

we rose up from the falling waters

the fallen rain’s own sons and daughters

and none of this, none of this matters.





[image: ] Litmus

Margaret Tait 1918–1999

I don’t know why it is that acid turns blue litmus pink,

And don’t tell me you know

Because I’m sure you don’t

–‘Because it’s acid.’–

That’s no reason.

Acid is pink?

Nonsense.

With other reagents the pink’s on the other side.

Why pink?

Why blue?

Why change?

And why change only in colour?

I’m not asking to get an answer and an explanation

About the negative logarithm of the concentration of free hydrogen ions;

I’m asking for the pleasure of feeling there is no answer.

It’s magic.





[image: ] New Every Morning

Susan Coolidge 1835–1905

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!

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.





[image: ] Up in the Morning Early

Robert Burns 1759–1796

Cauld blaws the wind frae east to west,

The drift is driving sairly;

Sae loud and shrill’s I hear the blast,

I’m sure it’s winter fairly.

Up in the morning’s no for me,

Up in the morning early;

When a’ the hills are cover’d wi’ snaw,

I’m sure it’s winter fairly.

The birds sit chittering in the thorn,

A’ day they fare but sparely;

And lang’s the night frae e’en to morn,

I’m sure it’s winter fairly.

Up in the morning’s no for me,

Up in the morning early;

When a’ the hills are cover’d wi’ snaw,

I’m sure it’s winter fairly.





[image: ] ’Tis the First Snow

Matsuo Bashō 1644–1694 
Translated by Robert Hass

’Tis the first snow—

Just enough to bend

The gladiolus leaves!





[image: ] Dawn

Helen Hunt Jackson 1830–1885

With a ring of silver,

And a ring of gold,

And a red, red rose

Which illumines her face,

The sun, like a lover

Who glows and is bold,

Wooes the lovely earth

To his strong embrace.





[image: ] Lines Composed in a Wood on a Windy Day

Anne Brontë 1820–1849

My soul is awakened, my spirit is soaring

And carried aloft on the winds of the breeze;

For above and around me the wild wind is roaring,

Arousing to rapture the earth and the seas.

The long withered grass in the sunshine is glancing,

The bare trees are tossing their branches on high;

The dead leaves beneath them are merrily dancing,

The white clouds are scudding across the blue sky.

I wish I could see how the ocean is lashing

The foam of its billows to whirlwinds of spray;

I wish I could see how its proud waves are dashing,

And hear the wild roar of their thunder to-day!





[image: ] January (from The Poet’s Calendar)

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 1807–1882

Janus am I; oldest of potentates;

Forward I look, and backward, and below

I count, as god of avenues and gates,

The years that through my portals come and go.

I block the roads, and drift the fields with snow;

I chase the wild-fowl from the frozen fen;

My frosts congeal the rivers in their flow,

My fires light up the hearths and hearts of men.





[image: ] When I Rise Up

Georgia Douglas Johnson 1880–1966

When I rise up above the earth,

And look down on the things that fetter me,

I beat my wings upon the air,

Or tranquil lie,

Surge after surge of potent strength

Like incense comes to me

When I rise up above the earth

And look down upon the things that fetter me.
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Amy Lowell 1874–1925

The day is fresh-washed and fair, and there is a smell of tulips and narcissus in the air.

The sunshine pours in at the bath-room window and bores through the water in the bath-tub in lathes and planes of greenish-white. It cleaves the water into flaws like a jewel, and cracks it to bright light.

Little spots of sunshine lie on the surface of the water and dance, dance, and their reflections wobble deliciously over the ceiling; a stir of my finger sets them whirring, reeling. I move a foot and the planes of light in the water jar. I lie back and laugh, and let the green-white water, the sun-flawed beryl water, flow over me. The day is almost too bright to bear, the green water covers me from the too bright day. I will lie here awhile and play with the water and the sun spots. The sky is blue and high. A crow flaps by the window, and there is a whiff of tulips and narcissus in the air.





[image: ] A Birthday

Christina Rossetti 1830–1894

My heart is like a singing bird

Whose nest is in a water’d shoot;

My heart is like an apple-tree

Whose boughs are bent with thickset fruit;

My heart is like a rainbow shell

That paddles in a halcyon sea;

My heart is gladder than all these

Because my love is come to me.

Raise me a dais of silk and down;

Hang it with vair and purple dyes;

Carve it in doves and pomegranates,

And peacocks with a hundred eyes;

Work it in gold and silver grapes,

In leaves and silver fleurs-de-lys;

Because the birthday of my life

Is come, my love is come to me.





[image: ] The Blackbird of Spitalfields

Matthew Hollis 1971–

Four a.m. undone. No lock-ins, no vans

about their rounds, no running gangs,

just phrase on phrase of traffic heading north,

and up above the maze of roofs, a blackbird’s flute,

unable to distinguish night from day.

Is it light or land that has him sing

or fuss for unreached company? And still,

for all his thirds and major fifths,

his song not song, but simple call and speech.

Nothing sings together on this earth but us.





[image: ] Minority

Imtiaz Dharker 1954–

I was born a foreigner.

I carried on from there

to become a foreigner everywhere

I went, even in the place

planted with my relatives,

six-foot tubers sprouting roots,

their fingers and faces pushing up

new shoots of maize and sugar cane.

All kinds of places and groups

of people who have an admirable

history would, almost certainly,

distance themselves from me.

I don’t fit,

like a clumsily translated poem;

like food cooked in milk of coconut

where you expected ghee or cream,

the unexpected aftertaste

of cardamom or neem.

There’s always that point where

the language flips

into an unfamiliar taste;

where words tumble over

a cunning tripwire on the tongue;

where the frame slips,

the reception of an image

not quite tuned, ghost-outlined,

that signals, in their midst,

an alien.

And so I scratch, scratch

through the night, at this

growing scab on black and white.

Everyone has the right

to infiltrate a piece of paper.

A page doesn’t fight back.

And, who knows, these lines

may scratch their way

into your head –

through all the chatter of community,

family, clattering spoons,

children being fed –

immigrate into your bed,

squat in your home,

and in a corner, eat your bread,

until, one day, you meet

the stranger sliding down your street,

realise you know the face

simplified to bone,

look into its outcast eyes

and recognise it as your own.





[image: ] The Present

Michael Donaghy 1954–2004

For the present there is just one moon,

though every level pond gives back another.

But the bright disc shining in the black lagoon,

perceived by astrophysicist and lover,

is milliseconds old. And even that light’s

seven minutes older than its source.

And the stars we think we see on moonless nights

are long extinguished. And, of course,

this very moment, as you read this line,

is literally gone before you know it.

Forget the here-and-now. We have no time

but this device of wantonness and wit.

Make me this present then: your hand in mine,

and we’ll live out our lives in it.





[image: ] Bright Star

John Keats 1795–1821

Bright star! would I were steadfast as thou art—

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night,

And watching, with eternal lids apart,

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite,

The moving waters at their priestlike task

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores,

Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors—

No—yet still steadfast, still unchangeable,

Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast,

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell,

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest,

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath,

And so live ever—or else swoon to death.





[image: ] The Good-Morrow

John Donne 1572–1631

I wonder, by my troth, what thou and I

Did, till we loved? Were we not weaned till then?

But sucked on country pleasures, childishly?

Or snorted we in the Seven Sleepers’ den?

’Twas so; but this, all pleasures fancies be.

If ever any beauty I did see,

Which I desired, and got, ’twas but a dream of thee.

And now good-morrow to our waking souls,

Which watch not one another out of fear;

For love, all love of other sights controls,

And makes one little room an everywhere.

Let sea-discoverers to new worlds have gone,

Let maps to other, worlds on worlds have shown,

Let us possess one world, each hath one, and is one.

My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears,

And true plain hearts do in the faces rest;

Where can we find two better hemispheres,

Without sharp north, without declining west?

Whatever dies, was not mixed equally;

If our two loves be one, or, thou and I

Love so alike, that none do slacken, none can die.





[image: ] The Beginning

Rupert Brooke 1887–1915

Some day I shall rise and leave my friends

And seek you again through the world’s far ends,

You whom I found so fair

(Touch of your hands and smell of your hair!),

My only god in the days that were.

My eager feet shall find you again,

Though the sullen years and the mark of pain

Have changed you wholly; for I shall know

(How could I forget having loved you so?),

In the sad half-light of evening,

The face that was all my sunrising.

So then at the ends of the earth I’ll stand

And hold you fiercely by either hand,

And seeing your age and ashen hair

I’ll curse the thing that once you were,

Because it is changed and pale and old

(Lips that were scarlet, hair that was gold!),

And I loved you before you were old and wise,

When the flame of youth was strong in your eyes,

— And my heart is sick with memories.





[image: ] Little Gidding (from Four Quartets)

T.S. Eliot 1888–1965

I am not eager to rehearse

My thoughts and theory which you have forgotten.

These things have served their purpose: let them be.

So with your own, and pray they be forgiven

By others, as I pray you to forgive
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		 22 From Henry VI (Part 3, Act 2, Scene 5) – William Shakespeare 


		 23 The Sun Never Says – Hafez 


		 24 From Endymion – John Keats


		 25 Light – Rabindranath Tagore


		 26 Happiness – Raymond Carver


		 27 Adelstrop – Edward Thomas


		 28 Joy – Gautama Buddha 


		 29 I Sing the Body Electric – Walt Whitman


		 30 Small Kindnesses – Danusha Laméris 
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		 1 What If This Road – Sheenagh Pugh 


		 2 The Furthest Distances I’ve Travelled – Leontia Flynn 


		 3 Fuel – Naomi Shihab Nye 


		 4 Escape – D.H. Lawrence


		 5 Afternoon on a Hill – Edna St. Vincent Millay


		 6 I Am Bound, I Am Bound, For a Distant Shore – Henry David Thoreau


		 7 The Lake Isle of Innisfree – W.B. Yeats


		 8 The River Village – Tu Fu


		 9 The Old Pond – Matsuo Bashō


		 10 Half Asleep – Kobayashi Issa


		 11 Let Us Go, Then, Exploring – Virginia Woolf


		 12 Song of the Open Road, 1 – Walt Whitman


		 13 Recuerdo – Edna St. Vincent Millay


		 14 Ah! Sun-flower – William Blake 


		 15 Beachcomber – George Mackay Brown


		 16 To an Isle in the Water – W.B. Yeats 


		 17 The Call – Charlotte Mew


		 18 The night is darkening round me – Emily Brontë


		 19 XII – Sappho


		 20 Jet – Tony Hoagland


		 21 Ode to a Nightingale – John Keats


		 22 High Flight – John Gillespie Magee Jr. 


		 23 Dreams – Robert Herrick


		 24 Heaven-Haven – Gerard Manley Hopkins


		 25 Eldorado – Edgar Allan Poe


		 26 The Song of Wandering Aengus – W.B. Yeats


		 27 Skye Boat Song (Folk Song) – Anon 


		 28 Swing Low, Sweet Chariot – Wallace Willis


		 29 Escape at Bedtime – Robert Louis Stevenson


		 30 The Owl and the Pussy-Cat – Edward Lear


		 31 Ulysses – Alfred, Lord Tennyson
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		 1 Us Two – A.A. Milne


		 2 Love and Friendship – Emily Brontë


		 3 You Smile Upon Your Friend To-day – A.E. Housman


		 4 Sunshine After Cloud – Josephine D. Heard


		 5 The Arrow and the Song – Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 


		 6 And That – Raymond Antrobus 


		 7 The Power of the Dog – Rudyard Kipling


		 8 I’ve Fallen in Love With My Wife – John Cooper Clarke 


		 9 Grace – Roger Robinson 


		 10 Morning Song – Sylvia Plath 


		 11 Infant Joy – William Blake


		 12 Happy Birthday Moon – Raymond Antrobus 


		 13 On Children – Kahlil Gibran


		 14 The Lanyard – Billy Collins 


		 15 An Interesting Fact About One of My Relatives – Ian McMillan 


		 16 Invisible Kisses – Lemn Sissay 


		 17 Empty Nest – Carol Ann Duffy 


		 18 Walking Away – Cecil Day-Lewis


		 19 I See You Dancing, Father – Brendan Kennelly 


		 20 This Be The Verse – Philip Larkin


		 21 Let’s Make a Baby with Science – Erica Gillingham 


		 22 Advice – Dan Gerber 


		 23 I Invite My Parents to a Dinner Party – Chen Chen 


		 24 The Committee Weighs In – Andrea Cohen 


		 25 George Square – Jackie Kay 


		 26 When the Stranger Called me a Faggot – Toby Campion 


		 27 Backwards – Warsan Shire 


		 28 Long Distance II – Tony Harrison 
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		 30 August Day – Jane Hirshfield 


		 31 Blackberry-picking – Seamus Heaney
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		 1 The Mower – Philip Larkin


		 2 Love Listen – Ann Gray 
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		 8 Who Said It Was Simple – Audre Lorde


		 9 From Othello (Act 3, Scene 3) – William Shakespeare


		 10 To You – Walt Whitman


		 11 Words from the Front – Ron Padgett 


		 12 Little Prayer – Danez Smith 


		 13 Invictus – William Ernest Henley


		 14 A Psalm of Life – Henry Wadsworth Longfellow


		 15 If – Rudyard Kipling


		 16 Men Say They Know Many Things – Henry David Thoreau


		 17 Be Like The Bird – Victor Hugo


		 18 The Tables Turned – William Wordsworth


		 19 The Oak – Alfred, Lord Tennyson


		 20 The Road Not Taken – Robert Frost


		 21 Nothing Gold Can Stay – Robert Frost


		 22 Past, Present, Future – Emily Brontë


		 23 Think Not All Is Over – Harriet Beecher Stowe


		 24 Ozymandias – Percy Bysshe Shelley


		 25 Do not go gentle into that good night – Dylan Thomas


		 26 Leisure – W.H. Davies


		 27 From Ye Wearie Wayfarer (Fytte 8) – Adam Lindsay Gordon


		 28 Self-pity – D.H. Lawrence


		 29 The Word – Tony Hoagland 


		 30 Advice – Langston Hughes


    




		 October: Contemplation    
		 1 How happy is the little stone – Emily Dickinson 


		 2 Thoughts on a Station Platform – Piet Hein


		 3 The Coming of Good Luck – Robert Herrick


		 4 Remember – Joy Harjo 


		 5 If I Could Tell You – W.H. Auden 


		 6 I wake and feel the fell of dark, not day – Gerard Manley Hopkins


		 7 Rondeau – Leigh Hunt


		 8 If I Can Stop One Heart from Breaking – Emily Dickinson


		 9 Count That Day Lost – George Eliot 


		 10 The End of the Day – Amy Levy


		 11 The Fury of Rainstorms – Anne Sexton


		 12 I Am! – John Clare


		 13 Not Waving but Drowning – Stevie Smith


		 14 Sympathy – Paul Laurence Dunbar


		 15 The Consolation – Anne Brontë


		 16 Insomnia – Dante Gabriel Rossetti


		 17 Lines Written at Night During Insomnia – Alexander Pushkin


		 18 To Sleep – William Wordsworth


		 19 Insomnia – Elizabeth Bishop


		 20 Autumn – T.E. Hulme


		 21 Consolation – Robert Louis Stevenson


		 22 A Clear Midnight – Walt Whitman


		 23 Autumn – Amy Lowell


		 24 Awake at Night – Meg Cox


		 25 Prayer – Carol Ann Duffy


		 26 Insomnia has had a very bad press – Char March


		 27 Cradle Song – William Blake


		 28 To Sleep – John Keats


		 29 Before Dawn – Penelope Shuttle


		 30 Consolation – Alexander Pushkin


		 31 Everything Is Going To Be All right – Derek Mahon
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		 1 There’s Nothing Like the Sun – Edward Thomas


		 2 When You Are Old – W.B. Yeats


		 3 Shake Hands – A.E. Housman


		 4 So We’ll Go No More a Roving – Lord Byron


		 5 Ebb – Edna St. Vincent Millay


		 6 Separation – W.S. Merwin


		 7 After Love – Sara Teasdale


		 8 Sonnet 73 – William Shakespeare


		 9 The Snow Fairy – Claude McKay 


		 10 Atantis – A Lost Sonnet – Eavan Boland


		 11 Music, when soft voices die – Percy Bysshe Shelley


		 12 The Last Performance – Thomas Hardy


		 13 Going without Saying – Bernard O’Donoghue 


		 14 Hold out your arms – Helen Dunmore


		 15 Late Fragment – Raymond Carver


		 16 Funeral Blues (Stop all the clocks) – W.H. Auden


		 17 Remember – Christina Rossetti


		 18 Do Not Stand at My Grave and Weep – Mary Elizabeth Frye


		 19 Requiem – Robert Louis Stevenson


		 20 My Funeral – Wendy Cope 


		 21 Crossing the Bar – Alfred, Lord Tennyson


		 22 Refusal to Mourn – Andrea Cohen 


		 23 The Day is Done – Henry Wadsworth Longfellow


		 24 Scarborough Fair (Folk Song) – Anon 


		 25 Fare You Well (Folk Song) – Anon 


		 26 Danny Boy – Frederic Edward Weatherly


		 27 Molly Malone (Folk Song) – Anon 


		 28 O Captain, My Captain – Walt Whitman


		 29 How Clear, How Lovely Bright – A.E. Housman


		 30 Healings 2 – Kathleen Jamie 


    




		 December: Celebrations    
		 1 A Drinking Song – W.B. Yeats


		 2 Reflections On Ice Breaking – Ogden Nash


		 3 A Toast for Men Yun-Ch’ing – Du Fu


		 4 The Wine of Love – James Thomson


		 5 First Fig – Edna St. Vincent Millay


		 6 The Laughing Heart – Charles Bukowski


		 7 Still I Rise – Maya Angelou


		 8 Daughters – Phoebe Stuckes 


		 9 Tell your Daughters – Nikita Gill 


		 10 Someday I’ll love Ocean Vuong – Ocean Vuong 


		 11 Cabin Baggage – Clive James


		 12 Hymn to Time – Ursula K. Le Guin


		 13 At a Dinner Party – Amy Levy


		 14 Animals – Frank O’Hara


		 15 Now Winter Nights Enlarge – Thomas Campion


		 16 Winter-Time – Robert Louis Stevenson


		 17 I Heard a Bird Sing – Oliver Herford


		 18 Pied Beauty – Gerard Manley Hopkins


		 19 The Darkling Thrush – Thomas Hardy


		 20 A Christmas Poem – Wendy Cope 


		 21 Before the ice is in the pools – Emily Dickinson


		 22 In the Bleak Midwinter – Christina Rossetti


		 23 I Saw a Stable – Mary Elizabeth Coleridge


		 24 A Visit from St. Nicholas – Clement Clarke Moore


		 25 The Oxen – Thomas Hardy


		 26 Burning the Old Year – Naomi Shihab Nye 


		 27 From The Tempest (Act 4, Scene 1) – William Shakespeare


		 28 The Old Year – John Clare


		 29 Auld Lang Syne – Robert Burns


		 30 New Year’s Eve – D.H. Lawrence


		 31 Ring out, wild bells (from In Memoriam) – Alfred, Lord Tennyson
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