
 

   
  
  
 

You loved your last book...but what 
are you going to read next? 
 
Using our unique guidance tools, Lovereading will help you find new 
books to keep you inspired and entertained. 
 

 

 

Opening Extract from… 
 

Poetry Please 
The Nation’s Best Loved Poems 
 
Foreword by Roger McGough 
 
Published by Faber and Faber 
 

 

All text is copyright © of the author 

 

 

 

 
 

This Opening Extract is exclusive to Lovereading.        
Please print off and read at your leisure. 



poetry please

foreword by

Roger McGough



First published in 2013
by Faber and Faber Limited

Bloomsbury House
74–77 Great Russell Street

London wc1b 3da

Typeset by Refi neCatch Ltd, Bungay, Suffolk
Printed in England by Mackays of Chatham plc, Chatham, Kent

All rights reserved
Poems © the individual authors

Foreword © Roger McGough, 2013

The rights of the individual authors to be identifi ed as authors of 
this work have been asserted in accordance with Section 77 

of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988

A CIP record for this book
is available from the British Library

isbn 978–0–571–30328–1

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1



[ v ]

contents

Foreword by roger mcgough xix

childhood 1

elizabeth barrett browning from Aurora Leigh 3
robert frost Birches 4
james hogg A Boy’s Song 6
henry wadsworth longfellow The Children’s Hour 7
roger mcgough Cinders 8
robert graves The Cool Web 10
seamus heaney Digging 11
dylan thomas Fern Hill 12
samuel taylor coleridge Frost at Midnight 14
ted hughes Full Moon and Little Frieda 17
thomas hood I Remember, I Remember 18
william wordsworth Intimations of Immortality from 

Recollections of Early Childhood 19
eleanor farjeon It Was Long Ago 26
robert louis stevenson The Lamplighter 28
laurence binyon The Little Dancers 29
sylvia plath Morning Song 29
d. h. lawrence Piano 30
w. b. yeats A Prayer for My Daughter 31
henry wadsworth longfellow from The Song of 

Hiawatha 34
coventry patmore The Toys 37
c. day-lewis Walking Away 38



[ vi ]

robert graves Warning to Children 39
william wordsworth We Are Seven 40

living 45

charlotte mew Afternoon Tea 47
roger mcgough At Lunchtime 48
r. s. thomas The Bright Field 50
john keats Bright Star 50
alfred, lord tennyson Crossing the Bar 51
philip larkin Days 52
edna st vincent millay Dirge Without Music 52
matthew arnold Dover Beach 53
wendy cope Engineers’ Corner 55
g. k. chesterton The Fat White Woman Speaks 56
w. b. yeats The Fiddler of Dooney 56
edna st vincent millay First Fig 57
sylvia townsend warner Go the Long Way, the Long 

Way Home 58
gerard manley hopkins God’s Grandeur 59
john clare I Am 60
rudyard kipling If – 61
dylan thomas In My Craft or Sullen Art 62
c. p. cavafy Ithaka 63
charlotte mitchell Just in Case 65
w. b. yeats The Lake Isle of Innisfree 67
william henry davies Leisure 67
william wordsworth Lucy Gray 68
elizabeth bishop One Art 71
dylan thomas Poem in October 72
w. b. yeats Sailing to Byzantium 74
louis macneice Snow 76



[ vii ]

brian patten So Many Different Lengths of Time 77
john keats Sonnet to Sleep 78
maya angelou Still I Rise 79
eiléan ní chuilleanáin Swineherd 81
adrian henri Tea with the Poet 81
a. e. housman Tell Me Not Here 82
william carlos williams This is Just to Say 84
les murray Vindaloo in Merthyr Tydfi l 84
jenny joseph Warning 86

fi ndings 87

leigh hunt Abou Ben Adhem 89
robert frost Acquainted with the Night 89
edward thomas Adlestrop 90
robert frost After Apple-Picking 91
emily dickinson ‘After great pain, a formal feeling 

comes’ 93
walter de la mare All That’s Past 94
sylvia plath The Arrival of the Bee Box 95
philip larkin Church Going 96
derek mahon A Disused Shed in Co. Wexford 99
christina rossetti from Goblin Market 101
robert browning How they brought the Good News 

from Ghent to Aix 108
emily dickinson ‘I like to see it lap the Miles’ 111
robert southey The Inchcape Rock 112
lewis carroll Jabberwocky 114
samuel taylor coleridge Kubla Khan 116
emily brontë A Little While, a Little While 118
alfred, lord tennyson The Lotos-Eaters 120
robert frost Mending Wall 126



[ viii ]

john drinkwater Moonlit Apples 128
w. h. auden Musée Des Beaux Arts 129
elizabeth barrett browning A Musical Instrument 130
caroline norton My Arab Steed 131
dannie abse Not Adlestrop 134
john keats Ode on a Grecian Urn 135
thomas hardy Old Furniture 137
edward thomas Old Man 138
john keats On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer 140
harold monro Overheard on a Saltmarsh 140
edward thomas The Owl 141
edward lear The Owl and the Pussy-Cat 142
percy bysshe shelley Ozymandias 144
edward thomas Rain 144
robert frost The Road Not Taken 145
g. k. chesterton The Rolling English Road 146
w. j. turner Romance 147
edward fi tzgerald from The Rubáiyát of Omar 

Khayyám 149
thomas hardy The Ruined Maid 152
john masefi eld Sea-Fever 153
walter de la mare Silver 154
henry wadsworth longfellow The Slave’s Dream 155
robert frost Stopping by Woods on a Snowy 

Evening 157
hilaire belloc Tarantella 158
john masefi eld Tewkesbury Road 159
william wordsworth Tintern Abbey 160
adrian henri Tonight at Noon 166
c. p. cavafy Waiting for the Barbarians 167
rudyard kipling The Way through the Woods 169
robert graves Welsh Incident 170
thomas hardy ‘When I set out for Lyonnesse’ 172



[ ix ]

paul muldoon Why Brownlee Left 173
edward thomas Words 173

love 177

john donne The Anniversary 179
philip larkin An Arundel Tomb 180
w. h. auden As I Walked Out One Evening 182
christina rossetti A Birthday 184
a. s. j. tessimond Black Monday Lovesong 185
alfred, lord tennyson ‘Come into the Garden, Maud’ 186
edwin muir The Confi rmation 188
anon Donal Og 189
w. b. yeats Down by the Salley Gardens 191
william barnes The Geäte a-Vallèn To 191
john donne The Good-Morrow 193
rupert brooke The Great Lover 194
james fenton Hinterhof 196
elizabeth barrett browning ‘How do I love thee? Let 

me count the ways’ 197
caroline norton I do not love thee! Addressed to – 198
w. h. auden If I Could Tell You 199
john betjeman In a Bath Teashop 200
james fenton In Paris with You 200
muriel stuart In the Orchard 201
john keats La Belle Dame Sans Merci 203
alfred, lord tennyson The Lady of Shalott 205
william shakespeare ‘Let me not to the marriage of 

 true minds’ 211
george herbert Love 212
t. s. eliot The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock 213
philip larkin Love Songs in Age 218



[ x ]

w. h. auden Lullaby 219
r. s. thomas A Marriage 221
robert browning Meeting at Night 222
louis macneice Meeting Point 222
robert browning My Last Duchess 224
robert burns My Luve Is like a Red, Red Rose 226
william shakespeare ‘My mistress’ eyes are nothing 

like the sun’ 227 
ernest dowson Non Sum Qualis Eram Bonae Sub Regno 

Cynarae 227
a. s. j. tessimond Not Love Perhaps 228
alfred, lord tennyson ‘Now sleeps the crimson petal, 

now the white’ 229
christopher marlowe The Passionate Shepherd to 

His Love 230
robert browning Porphyria’s Lover 231
kathleen raine The Ring 233
william shakespeare ‘Shall I compare thee to a 

 summer’s day?’ 234
lord byron She Walks in Beauty, like the Night 235
robert frost The Silken Tent 236
michael drayton ‘Since there’s no help, come, let us kiss 

and part’ 236
lord byron So we’ll go no more a-roving 237
e. e. cummings ‘somewhere i have never travelled,gladly 

beyond’ 238
john betjeman A Subaltern’s Love-Song 239
dante gabriel rossetti Sudden Light 241
john donne The Sun Rising 241
thomas wyatt ‘They fl ee from me that sometime did me 

seek’ 243
andrew marvell To His Coy Mistress 244
simon armitage To His Lost Lover 245



[ xi ]

john donne A Valediction Forbidding Mourning 249
john fuller Valentine 250
carol ann duffy Warming Her Pearls 254
philip larkin Wedding-Wind 255
anon Western Wind 256
william shakespeare ‘When in disgrace with Fortune 

and men’s eyes’ 256
william shakespeare ‘When to the Sessions of sweet silent 

thought’ 257
lord byron When We Two Parted 258
emily dickinson Wild Nights! Wild Nights! 259

wild world 261

billy collins Another Reason Why I Don’t Keep a Gun 
in the House 263

laurie lee April Rise 264
gerard manley hopkins As Kingfi shers Catch Fire 265
roy campbell Autumn 265
d. h. lawrence Bavarian Gentians 266
gerard manley hopkins Binsey Poplars 268
seamus heaney Blackberry-Picking 269
r. s. thomas A Blackbird Singing 270
w. b. yeats The Cat and the Moon 271
a. s. j. tessimond Cats 272
roger mcgough The Cats’ Protection League 273
john clare Clock a Clay 274
thomas hardy The Darkling Thrush 275
seamus heaney Death of a Naturalist 276
a. d. hope The Death of the Bird 277
g. k. chesterton The Donkey 279
f. w. harvey Ducks 280



[ xii ]

ted hughes Esther’s Tomcat 283
elizabeth bishop The Fish 284
dylan thomas ‘The force that through the green fuse 

drives the fl ower’ 286
stevie smith The Galloping Cat 287
seamus heaney from Glanmore Sonnets 290
edwin muir The Horses 290
ted hughes The Horses 292
roy campbell Horses on the Camargue 294 
gerard manley hopkins Hurrahing in Harvest 296
emily dickinson ‘I started Early – Took my Dog –’ 297
charlotte mew In the Fields 298
gerard manley hopkins Inversnaid 299
a. e. housman ‘Is my team ploughing’ 300
william wordsworth Lines Composed Upon Westminster 

Bridge 301
robert bridges London Snow 302
a. e. housman ‘Loveliest of trees, the cherry now’ 303
t. s. eliot Macavity: The Mystery Cat 304
john keats Meg Merrilies 306
harold monro Milk for the Cat 307
gillian clarke Miracle on St David’s Day 309
john clare The Missel-Thrush’s Nest 310
andrew marvell The Mower against Gardens 311 
ted hughes New Year Song 312
thomas hood November 314
laurence binyon Now is the Time for the Burning of the 

Leaves 315
john keats Ode to a Nightingale 316
percy bysshe shelley Ode to the West Wind 319
rupert brooke The Old Vicarage, Grantchester 322
james thomas fi elds The Owl-Critic: A Lesson to Fault-

Finders 326



[ xiii ]

thomas hardy The Oxen 329
samuel taylor coleridge from The Rime of the Ancient 

Mariner 330
rudyard kipling The River’s Tale 336
w. h. auden Roman Wall Blues 337
john davidson A Runnable Stag 338
w. b. yeats The Second Coming 341
t. s. eliot Skimbleshanks: The Railway Cat 342
d. h. lawrence Snake 345
thomas hardy Snow in the Suburbs 348
w. b. yeats The Song of Wandering Aengus 349
william morris Summer Dawn 350
ogden nash The Tale of Custard the Dragon 351
benjamin zephaniah Talking Turkeys!! 353
ted hughes The Thought-Fox 355
robert burns To a Mouse: On Turning Her Up in Her 

Nest with the Plough 356
percy bysshe shelley To a Skylark 358
john keats To Autumn 362
william blake The Tyger 364
john masefi eld The West Wind 365
william howitt The Wind in a Frolic 366
gerard manley hopkins The Windhover 368
william wordsworth ‘The world is too much with 

us’ 369

nation & folk 371

edgar allan poe Annabel Lee 373
robert burns Auld Lang Syne 374
louis macneice Bagpipe Music 376
oscar wilde from The Ballad of Reading Gaol 378



[ xiv ]

anon The Ballad of Sir Patrick Spens 381
charles causley Ballad of the Bread Man 384
john greenleaf whittier Barbara Frietchie 387
rudyard kipling Big Steamers 390
jackie kay Brendon Gallacher 391
john masefi eld Cargoes 392
john ormond Cathedral Builders 393
oliver goldsmith from The Deserted Village 394
john betjeman Diary of a Church Mouse 399
henry newbolt Drake’s Drum 401
charlotte mew The Farmer’s Bride 402
rudyard kipling The Glory of the Garden 404
jean ingelow from The High Tide on the Coast of 

 Lincolnshire 406
alfred noyes The Highwayman 409
john heath-stubbs The History of the Flood 414
robert browning Home-Thoughts, from Abroad 418
charles causley I Saw a Jolly Hunter 419
stephen spender ‘I think continually of those who were 

truly great’ 420
w. w. gibson The Ice-Cart 421
noël coward Lie in the Dark and Listen 423
walter de la mare The Listeners 424
sir walter scott Lochinvar 425
thomas campbell Lord Ullin’s Daughter 427
philip larkin Mr Bleaney 430
eleanor farjeon Mrs Malone 431
w. h. auden Night Mail 436
kathleen jamie The Queen of Sheba 438
edgar allan poe from The Raven 442
paul durcan Raymond of the Rooftops 444
rudyard kipling The Roman Centurion’s Song 446



[ xv ]

patrick r. chalmers Roundabouts and Swings 448
jackie kay Sassenachs 449
john betjeman Seaside Golf 450
muriel stuart The Seed-Shop 451
rudyard kipling A Smuggler’s Song 452
thomas hood The Song of the Shirt 454
william mcgonagall The Tay Bridge Disaster 457
charles causley Timothy Winters 460
james elroy fl ecker To a Poet a Thousand Years 

Hence 461
henry newbolt Vitaï Lampada 462
basil bunting What the Chairman Told Tom 463
philip larkin The Whitsun Weddings 465

war 469

alun lewis All day it has rained . . . 471
wilfred owen Anthem for Doomed Youth 472
edward thomas As the team’s head-brass 473
louis macneice  from Autumn Journal 474
alfred, lord tennyson The Charge of the Light 

Brigade 477
lord byron The Destruction of Sennacherib 479
wilfred owen Dulce et Decorum Est 480
w. b. yeats Easter, 1916 481
lord byron The Eve of Waterloo 484
siegfried sassoon Everyone Sang 486
john pudney For Johnny 486
alun lewis Goodbye 487
john gillespie magee High Flight (An Airman’s 

Ecstasy) 488
leo marks The Life That I Have 489



[ xvi ]

henry reed Naming of Parts 490
w. h. auden O What Is That Sound 491
rupert brooke The Soldier 493
wilfred owen Strange Meeting 493
adrian mitchell To Whom It May Concern (Tell Me Lies 

about Vietnam) 495
rudyard kipling Tommy 497
keith douglas Vergissmeinnicht 499

death 501

dylan thomas ‘And death shall have no dominion’ 503
philip larkin Aubade 504
emily dickinson ‘Because I could not stop for Death’ 506
thomas hardy Beeny Cliff 507
alfred, lord tennyson Break, Break, Break 508
dylan thomas ‘Do not go gentle into that good night’ 509
mary e. frye ‘Do not Stand at My Grave and Weep’ 510
thomas gray Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 510
walter de la mare Fare Well 515
philip larkin Going, Going 516
raymond carver Gravy 519
a. e. housman ‘Into my heart an air that kills’ 520
w. b. yeats An Irish Airman Foresees His Death 520
roger mcgough Let me Die a Youngman’s Death 521
edward thomas Lights Out 522
sylvia plath The Moon and the Yew Tree 523
stevie smith Not Waving but Drowning 525
amy lowell Patterns 525
henry wadsworth longfellow A Psalm of Life. What 

the Heart of the Young Man said to the Psalmist 529
christina rossetti Remember 531



[ xvii ]

alfred, lord tennyson ‘Ring Out, Wild Bells’ 532
edna st vincent millay ‘Time does not bring relief’ 533
frances cornford To a Fat Lady Seen from a Train 534
george herbert Vertue 534
w. b. yeats The Wild Swans at Coole 535
gerard manley hopkins from The Wreck of the 

Deutschland 536

prayers 541

john betjeman Christmas 543
robert louis stevenson Christmas at Sea 545
christina rossetti A Christmas Carol 547
charles causley Eden Rock 549
john keats from The Eve of St Agnes 550
william shakespeare ‘Fear no more the heat o’ th’ 

sun’ 556
w. b. yeats He Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven 557
john donne A Hymn to God the Father 557
charles causley I Am the Great Sun 558
t. s. eliot Journey of the Magi 559
sylvia plath Mirror 561
emily brontë ‘No coward soul is mine’ 562
padraic colum An Old Woman of the Roads 563
john milton On His Blindness 564
gerard manley hopkins Pied Beauty 565
george herbert Prayer 565
carol ann duffy Prayer 566
louis macneice Prayer before Birth 567
khalil gibran from The Prophet 568
alice meynell Renouncement 572
w. h. auden ‘Stop all the clocks’ 573



louis macneice The Sunlight on the Garden 574
stevie smith Tenuous and Precarious 575
christina rossetti Up-Hill 576
w. h. auden ‘Well, so that is that’ 577
w. b. yeats When You Are Old 579

Acknowledgements 581 

Index of Poets 585

Index of Titles and First Lines 593

[ xviii ]



[ xix ]

foreword

Hello and welcome to BBC Radio 4’s Poetry Please and a very 
special edition of the world’s longest-running and most-
popular radio programme devoted to poetry: a programme 
that is made by you, its listeners, and which broadcasts your 
requests so that you can hear the poems you love, the poems 
you need, the poems you remember and the poems you’d like 
others to know.  
  Welcome, then, to a collection of Poetry Please favourites, 
selected by you. Or rather, welcome to the collection of Poetry 
Please favourites. I say ‘the’ collection because in this book are 
over 350 poems refl ecting the very best of the nation’s poetic 
tastes since October 1979 when the fi rst edition of the 
programme was broadcast.
  As we do every week when we are on the air, we have knelt 
down once again at the fabled fi ling cabinets that store your 
requested poems in the Poetry Please offi ce and from them 
have produced this collection of your favourites. The 350 
poems here have all been asked for more than once in the 
programme’s history. Many of them have been heard many 
times. We are forever stooping to those cabinets and drawing 
upon our listeners’ requests to make and shape the programmes. 
In the process we have given our knees for poetry. But it’s a 
small price to pay.
  Poetry Please has been successful because it is simple. The 
poems we broadcast are the poems people want to hear. A line 
half remembered from school, a poem for a funeral, verses for 
a new baby or an old love – poetry lodges with us and we 
share the shelter it offers. Moments of raw grief and sadness 



[ xx ]

make up part of what we are, as well as joy and celebration. 
And laughter. Although the programme takes its commitment 
to spreading the good news of poetry very seriously, it is never 
afraid to laugh at itself.
  All the programme has to do is narrow as far as possible the 
gap between a poem’s source and its destination. I sit in a 
studio with a sheaf of poems, a tray of your letters, emails and 
phone messages, and a couple of actors (sometimes a poet or 
two) and we make magic happen. The same magic is just as 
readily found in the pages of this book. Open it on any poem 
and let it all sink in: evidence of a nation whose heartbeat is 
poetry itself. 
  All my favourite poets from the past are represented here, 
including Charles Causley, Edna St Vincent Millay, A. S. J. 
Tessimond, as well as living writers such as Paul Durcan and 
Billy Collins. The hope is that you too will fi nd among these 
pages your own favourites, as well as discovering new voices 
that will resonate and uplift.
  Another lyrical hero is Robert Frost whose ‘Stopping by 
Woods on a Snowy Evening’ is the most requested poem on 
Poetry Please, and it is interesting to me that I fi rst came to 
that poem not by reading it in a book, but through listening to 
the poet himself reading it on television. It has often been the 
case that the spoken rather than the written word provides the 
spark that ignites a poem. The chart for the Top 10 most 
broadcast poems appears at the end of this Foreword. 
  Although some poems may seem diffi cult, and occasionally 
impenetrable, poetry is not elitist, and I have witnessed in my 
own versifying lifetime, a surge in popularity of the spoken 
word, and of poems that appeal to the heart as well as 
the head. Hopefully we will never take for granted the soft 
voices that speak truths so eloquently on Poetry Please each 
week.
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  Making the programme is a continuing education in itself. 
First in poetry: it is wonderful that so many people carry so 
much poetry with them, stowed in their minds and in their 
hearts and ready to be put to use in all sorts of ways (not 
always happily, it must be said – we often hear from people 
trying to get lines of stray verse out of their heads). Second, 
making Poetry Please offers wider lessons in humankind: it 
corrects any easy notion of poetry as being exclusive, or old 
fashioned, or only for people whose teachers made them learn 
lines by rote in the old black and white days. People get on 
with their lives and poetry keeps pace with them – it is as 
simple as that. Nothing that has happened to our species is 
beyond poetry, and poetry earns its keep by being there at 
every corner in every life. On Poetry Please, on Radio 4, and 
here between these covers we are simply listening in on the 
conversation.
  In 2009, Poetry Please celebrated its thirtieth birthday, and 
to mark that occasion I wrote a cento, a Latin word meaning 
‘cloak’: in other words, a poem made up of lines from other 
poems. The poems I chose feature frequently on the programme 
and there are twelve poets in all, from Thomas Hardy to 
Adrian Mitchell by way of John Donne and John Cooper 
Clarke. The poem appears overleaf.
  If you would like to hear a favourite poem on the programme, 
you can e-mail me on poetry.please@bbc.co.uk, call 03700 
100 400 or write to Poetry Please, BBC Bristol bs8 2lr.
  Thank you for listening. Goodbye.

roger mcgough
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The Great Lover

I have been so great a lover: fi lled my days
So proudly with the splendour of Love’s praise,
The pain, the calm, and the astonishment,
Desire illimitable, and still content,
And all dear names men use, to cheat despair,
For the perplexed and viewless streams that bear
Our hearts at random down the dark of life.
Now, ere the unthinking silence on that strife
Steals down, I would cheat drowsy Death so far,
My night shall be remembered for a star
That outshone all the suns of all men’s days.
Shall I not crown them with immortal praise
Whom I have loved, who have given me, dared 

with me
High secrets, and in darkness knelt to see
The inenarrable godhead of delight?
Love is a fl ame: – we have beaconed the world’s night.
A city: – and we have built it, these and I.
An emperor: – we have taught the world to die.
So, for their sakes I loved, ere I go hence,
And the high cause of Love’s magnifi cence,
And to keep loyalties young, I’ll write those names
Golden for ever, eagles, crying fl ames,
And set them as a banner, that men may know,
To dare the generations, burn, and blow
Out on the wind of Time, shining and streaming. . . .
These I have loved:
          White plates and cups, clean- 

gleaming,
Ringed with blue lines; and feathery, faery dust;
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Wet roofs, beneath the lamp- light; the strong crust
Of friendly bread; and many- tasting food;
Rainbows; and the blue bitter smoke of wood;
And radiant raindrops couching in cool fl owers;
And fl owers themselves, that sway through sunny hours,
Dreaming of moths that drink them under the moon;
Then, the cool kindliness of sheets, that soon
Smooth away trouble; and the rough male kiss
Of blankets; grainy wood; live hair that is
Shining and free; blue- massing clouds; the keen
Unpassioned beauty of a great machine;
The benison of hot water; furs to touch;
The good smell of old clothes; and others such –
The comfortable smell of friendly fi ngers,
Hair’s fragrance, and the musty reek that lingers
About dead leaves and last year’s ferns. . . .
            Dear names,
And thousand other throng to me! Royal fl ames;
Sweet water’s dimpling laugh from tap or spring;
Holes in the ground; and voices that do sing;
Voices in laughter, too; and body’s pain,
Soon turned to peace; and the deep- panting train;
Firm sands; the little dulling edge of foam
That browns and dwindles as the wave goes home;
And washen stones, gay for an hour; the cold
Graveness of iron; moist black earthen mould;
Sleep; and high places; footprints in the dew;
And oaks; and brown horse- chestnuts, glossy- new;
And new- peeled sticks; and shining pools on grass; –
All these have been my loves. And these shall pass,
Whatever passes not, in the great hour,
Nor all my passion, all my prayers, have power
To hold them with me through the gate of Death.
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They’ll play deserter, turn with the traitor breath,
Break the high bond we made, and sell Love’s trust
And sacramented covenant to the dust.
– Oh, never a doubt but, somewhere, I shall wake,
And give what’s left of love again, and make
New friends, now strangers. . . .
       But the best I’ve known
Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows old, is blown
About the winds of the world, and fades from brains
Of living men, and dies.
       Nothing remains.

O dear my loves, O faithless, once again
This one last gift I give: that after men
Shall know, and later lovers, far- removed,
Praise you, ‘All these were lovely’; say, ‘He loved.’

rupert brooke
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As Kingfi shers Catch Fire

As kingfi shers catch fi re, dragonfl ies draw fl ame;
As tumbled over rim in roundy wells
Stones ring; like each tucked string tells, each hung 

bell’s
Bow swung fi nds tongue to fl ing out broad its name;
Each mortal thing does one thing and the same:
Deals out that being indoors each one dwells;
Selves – goes itself; myself it speaks and spells,
Crying What I do is me: for that I came.

I say more: the just man justices;
Keeps grace: that keeps all his goings graces;
Acts in God’s eye what in God’s eye he is –
Christ – for Christ plays in ten thousand places,
Lovely in limbs, and lovely in eyes not his
To the Father through the features of men’s faces.

gerard manley hopkins
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Blackberry- Picking
for Philip Hobsbaum

Late August, given heavy rain and sun
For a full week, the blackberries would ripen.
At fi rst, just one, a glossy purple clot
Among others, red, green, hard as a knot.
You ate that fi rst one and its fl esh was sweet
Like thickened wine: summer’s blood was in it
Leaving stains upon the tongue and lust for
Picking. Then red ones inked up and that hunger
Sent us out with milk cans, pea tins, jam pots
Where briars scratched and wet grass bleached our 

boots.
Round hayfi elds, cornfi elds and potato drills
We trekked and picked until the cans were full,
Until the tinkling bottom had been covered
With green ones, and on top big dark blobs burned
Like a plate of eyes. Our hands were peppered
With thorn pricks, our palms sticky as Bluebeard’s.

We hoarded the fresh berries in the byre
But when the bath was fi lled we found a fur,
A rat- grey fungus, glutting on our cache.
The juice was stinking too. Once off the bush
The fruit fermented, the sweet fl esh would turn sour.
I always felt like crying. It wasn’t fair
That all the lovely canfuls smelt of rot.
Each year I hoped they’d keep, knew they would not.

seamus heaney




