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SONNET 29

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf  heaven with my bootless cries,
And look upon myself  and curse my fate,
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed,
Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least:
Yet in these thoughts myself  almost despising,
Haply I think on thee, and then my state,
Like to the lark at break of  day arising
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;

For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings
That then I scorn to change my state with kings.

William Shakespeare
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DOVER BEACH

The sea is calm to-night,
The tide is full, the moon lies fair
Upon the Straits;―on the French coast, the light
Gleams, and is gone; the cliffs of  England stand,
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.
Come to the window, sweet is the night air!
Only, from the long line of  spray
Where the ebb meets the moon-blanch’d sand,
Listen! you hear the grating roar
Of  pebbles which the waves suck back, and fling,
At their return, up the high strand,
Begin, and cease, and then again begin,
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring
The eternal note of  sadness in.

Sophocles long ago
Heard it on the Aegean, and it brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of  human misery; we
Find also in the sound a thought,
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.

The sea of  faith
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore
Lay like the folds of  a bright girdle furl’d;
But now I only hear
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,
Retreating to the breath
Of  the night-wind down the vast edges drear
And naked shingles of  the world.

Ah, love, let us be true
To one another! for the world, which seems
To lie before us like a land of  dreams,
So various, so beautiful, so new,
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;
And we are here as on a darkling plain
Swept with confused alarms of  struggle and flight,
Where ignorant armies clash by night.

Matthew Arnold
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INVICTUS

Out of  the night that covers me,
Black as the Pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of  circumstance
I have not winced nor cried aloud.
Under the bludgeonings of  chance
My head is bloody, but unbowed.

Beyond this place of  wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of  the shade,
And yet the menace of  the years
Finds, and shall find, me unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate,
How charged with punishments the scroll,
I am the master of  my fate:
I am the captain of  my soul.

William Ernest Henley
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THE ROAD NOT TAKEN by Robert Frost

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if  I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I―
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.

Robert Frost

Due to copyright restrictions this poem cannot be shown in this publication.
To view the poem online please click on the link below:

THE ROAD NOT TAKEN 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44272/the-road-not-taken
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PIANO

Softly, in the dusk, a woman is singing to me;
Taking me back down the vista of  years, till I see
A child sitting under the piano, in the boom of  the tingling 

strings
And pressing the small, poised feet of  a mother who smiles

as she sings.

In spite of  myself, the insidious mastery of  song
Betrays me back, till the heart of  me weeps to belong
To the old Sunday evenings at home, with winter outside
And hymns in the cosy parlour, the tinkling piano our 

guide.

So now it is vain for the singer to burst into clamour
With the great black piano appassionato.  The glamour
Of  childish days is upon me, my manhood is cast
Down in the flood of  remembrance, I weep like a child for

the past.

D. H. Lawrence
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PRAYER BEFORE BIRTH

I am not yet born; O hear me.
Let not the bloodsucking bat or the rat or the stoat or the
   club-footed ghoul come near me.

I am not yet born, console me.
I fear that the human race may with tall walls wall me,
   with strong drugs dope me, with wise lies lure me,
      on black racks rack me, in blood-baths roll me.

I am not yet born; provide me
With water to dandle me, grass to grow for me, trees to talk
   to me, sky to sing to me, birds and a white light
      in the back of  my mind to guide me.

I am not yet born; forgive me
For the sins that in me the world shall commit, my words
   when they speak me, my thoughts when they think me,
      my treason engendered by traitors beyond me,
         my life when they murder by means of  my
            hands, my death when they live me.

I am not yet born; rehearse me
In the parts I must play and the cues I must take when
   old men lecture me, bureaucrats hector me, mountains
      frown at me, lovers laugh at me, the white
         wave call me to folly and the desert calls
            me to doom and the beggar refuses
               my gift and my children curse me.

I am not yet born; O hear me,
Let not the man who is beast or who thinks he is God
   come near me.

I am not yet born; O fill me
With strength against those who would freeze my 
   humanity, would dragoon me into a lethal automaton, 
      would make me a cog in a machine, a thing with
         one face, a thing, and against all those
            who would dissipate my entirety, would
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               blow me like thistledown hither and
                  thither or hither and thither
                      like water held in the
                         hands would spill me.

Let them not make me a stone and let them not spill me.
Otherwise kill me.

Louis MacNeice
 

© ‘Louis MacNeice Poems 
Selected by Michael Longley’. 
Reprinted by permission of  David Higham Associates
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I REMEMBER, I REMEMBER by Philip Larkin

Coming up England by a different line
For once, early in the cold new year,
We stopped, and, watching men with number plates
Sprint down the platform to familiar gates,
“Why, Coventry!” I exclaimed.  “I was born here.”

I leant far out, and squinnied for a sign
That this was still the town that had been ‘mine’
So long, but found I wasn’t even clear
Which side was which.  From where those cycle-crates
Were standing, had we annually departed

For all those family hols?. . . A whistle went:
Things moved.  I sat back, staring at my boots.
‘Was that,’ my friend smiled, ‘where you “have your roots”?’
No, only where my childhood was unspent,
I wanted to retort, just where I started:

By now I’ve got the whole place clearly charted.
Our garden, first: where I did not invent
Blinding theologies of  flowers and fruits,
And wasn’t spoken to by an old hat.
And here we have that splendid family

I never ran to when I got depressed,
The boys all biceps and the girls all chest,
Their comic Ford, their farm where I could be
‘Really myself ’.  I’ll  show you, come to that,
The bracken where I never trembling sat,

Determined to go through with it; where she
Lay back, and ‘all became a burning mist’.
And, in those offices, my doggerel
Was not set up in blunt ten-point, nor read
By a distinguished cousin of  the mayor,

Who didn’t call and tell my father There
Before us, had we the gift to see ahead –
‘You look as if  you wished the place in Hell,’
My friend said, ‘judging from your face.’ ‘Oh well,
I suppose it’s not the place’s fault,’ I said.

‘Nothing, like something, happens anywhere.’

Philip Larkin

Due to copyright restrictions this poem cannot be shown in this publication.
To view the poem online please click on the link below:

I REMEMBER, I REMEMBER

http://www.rswheeldon.com/wierd/nothing.html


CCEA GCSE English Literature - Poetry Anthology

14

 
CATRIN

I can remember you, child
As I stood in a hot, white
Room at the window watching
The people and cars taking
Turn at the traffic lights.
I can remember you, our first
Fierce confrontation, the tight
Red rope of  love which we both
Fought over.  It was a square
Environmental blank, disinfected
Of  paintings or toys.  I wrote
All over the walls with my
Words, coloured the clean squares
With the wild, tender circles
Of  our struggle to become
Separate.  We want, we shouted,
To be two, to be ourselves.

Neither won nor lost the struggle
In the glass tank clouded with feelings
Which changed us both.  Still I am fighting
You off, as you stand there
With your straight, strong, long
Brown hair and your rosy,
Defiant glare, bringing up
From the heart’s pool that old rope,
Tightening about my life,
Trailing love and conflict,
As you ask may you skate
In the dark, for one more hour.

Gillian Clarke

© Gillian Clarke, Selected Poems (1996). 
Reprinted with permission of  Carcanet Press Limited
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BELFAST CONFETTI

Suddenly as the riot squad moved in, it was raining exclamation 
 marks,
Nuts, bolts, nails, car-keys.  A fount of  broken type.  And the explosion
Itself  – an asterisk on the map.  This hyphenated line, a burst of  
 rapid fire…
I was trying to complete a sentence in my head, but it kept stuttering,
All the alleyways and side-streets blocked with stops and colons.

I know this labyrinth so well – Balaclava, Raglan, Inkerman, Odessa
 Street – 
Why can’t I escape?  Every move is punctuated.  Crimea Street.
 Dead end again.
A Saracen, Kremlin-2 mesh.  Makrolon face-shields.  Walkie-talkies.
 What is
My name? Where am I coming from?  Where am I going?  A
 fusillade of  question-marks.

Ciaran Carson

By kind permission of  the author 
and The Gallery Press, 
Loughcrew, Oldcastle, 
County Meath, 
Ireland 
from Collected Poems (2008).
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IN MRS TILSCHER’S CLASS

You could travel up the Blue Nile
with your finger, tracing the route
while Mrs Tilscher chanted the scenery.
Tana.  Ethiopia.  Khartoum.  Aswân.
That for a hour, then a skittle of  milk
and the chalky Pyramids rubbed into dust.
A window opened with a long pole.
The laugh of  a bell swung by a running child.

This was better than home.  Enthralling books.
The classroom glowed like a sweetshop. 
Sugar paper.  Coloured shapes.  Brady and Hindley
faded, like the faint, uneasy smudge of  a mistake.
Mrs Tilscher loved you.  Some mornings, you found
she’d left a good gold star by your name.
The scent of  a pencil slowly, carefully, shaved.
A xylophone’s nonsense heard from another form.

Over the Easter term, the inky tadpoles changed
from commas into exclamation marks.  Three frogs
hopped in the playground, freed by a dunce,
followed by a line of  kids, jumping and croaking
away from the lunch queue.  A rough boy
told you how you were born. You kicked him, but stared
at your parents, appalled, when you got back home.

That feverish July, the air tasted of  electricity.
A tangible alarm made you always untidy, hot,
fractious under the heavy, sexy sky.  You asked her
how you were born and Mrs Tilscher smiled,
then turned away.  Reports were handed out.
You ran through the gates, impatient to be grown,
as the sky split open into a thunderstorm.

Carol Ann Duffy

In Mrs Tilscher’s Class’ from The Other Country by Carol Ann Duffy.  
Published by Anvil Press Poetry, 1990. Copyright © Carol Ann Duffy.  
Reproduced by permission of  author c/o Rogers, Coleridge & White Ltd.,  
20 Powis News, London W11 1JN
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KID by Simon Armitage

Batman, big shot, when you gave the order
to grow up, then let me loose to wander
leeward, freely through the wild blue yonder
as you liked to say, or ditched me, rather,
in the gutter . . . well, I turned the corner.
Now I’ve scotched that ‘he was like a father
to me’ rumour, sacked it, blown the cover
on that ‘he was like an elder brother’
story, let the cat out on that caper
with the married woman, how you took her
downtown on expenses in the motor.
Holy robin-redbreast-nest-egg-shocker!
Holy roll-me-over-in-the-clover,
I’m not playing ball boy any longer
Batman, now I’ve doffed that off-the-shoulder
Sherwood-Forest-green and scarlet number
for a pair of  jeans and crew-neck jumper;
now I’m taller, harder, stronger, older.
Batman, it makes a marvellous picture:
you without a shadow, stewing over
chicken giblets in the pressure cooker,
next to nothing in the walk-in larder,
punching the palm of  your hand all winter,
you baby, now I’m the real boy wonder.

Simon Armitage
 

Due to copyright restrictions this poem cannot be shown in this publication.
To view the poem online please click on the link below:

KID

http://www.bbc.co.uk/schools/gcsebitesize/english_literature/poetarmitage/kidrev1.shtml
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HERE by R S Thomas

I am a man now.
Pass your hand over my brow.
You can feel the place where the brains grow.

I am like a tree,
From my top boughs I can see
The footprints that led up to me.

There is blood in my veins
That has run clear of  the stain
Contracted in so many loins.

Why, then, are my hands red
With the blood of  so many dead?
Is this where I was misled?

Why are my hands this way
That they will not do as I say?
Does no God hear when I pray?

I have no where to go
The swift satellites show
The clock of  my whole being is slow,

It is too late to start
For destinations not of  the heart.
I must stay here with my hurt.

R S Thomas
 

Due to copyright restrictions this poem cannot be shown in this publication.
To view the poem online please click on the link below:

HERE

https://allpoetry.com/poem/8519915-Here-by-R-S--Thomas
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DOCKER by Seamus Heaney

There, in the corner, staring at his drink.
The cap juts like a gantry’s crossbeam,
Cowling plated forehead and sledgehead jaw.
Speech is clamped in the lips’ vice.

That fist would drop a hammer on a Catholic―
Oh yes, that kind of  thing could start again;
The only Roman collar he tolerates
Smiles all round his sleek pint of  porter.

Mosaic imperatives bang home like rivets;
God is a foreman with certain definite views
Who orders life in shifts of  work and leisure.
A factory horn will blare the Resurrection.

He sits, strong and blunt as a Celtic cross,
Clearly used to silence and an armchair:
Tonight the wife and children will be quiet
At slammed door and smoker’s cough in the hall.

Seamus Heaney
 

Due to copyright restrictions this poem cannot be shown in this publication.
To view the poem online please click on the link below:

DOCKER

http://famouspoetsandpoems.com/poets/seamus_heaney/poems/12723
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GENETICS by Sinéad Morrissey

My father’s in my fingers, but my mother’s in my palms.
I lift them up and look at them with pleasure –
I know my parents made me by my hands.

They may have been repelled to separate lands, 
to separate hemispheres, may sleep with other lovers,
but in me they touch where fingers link to palms.

With nothing left to their togetherness but friends
who quarry for their image by a river,
at least I know their marriage by my hands.

I shape a chapel where a steeple stands.
And when I turn it over,
my father’s by my fingers, my mother’s by my palms

demure before a priest reciting psalms.
My body is their marriage register.
I re-enact their wedding with my hands.

So take me with you, take up the skin’s demands
for mirroring in bodies of  the future.
I’ll bequeath my fingers, if  you bequeath your palms.
We know our parents make us by our hands.

Sinéad Morrissey

Print use : © Sinéad Morrissey, 
The State of  the Prisons (2005). 
Reprinted with permission of  Carcanet Press Limited

Due to copyright restrictions this poem cannot be shown in this publication.
To view the poem online please click on the link below:

GENETICS

http://www.poetryinternationalweb.net/pi/site/poem/item/7676
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EFFACE

Yours was the face I almost lived a lie for,
that might have brought about the 2.4,
not this sterile A4 annual report
about the daughter’s aptitude for sport,
Ted’s reunion and the dress you wore.

I want to know: did the dress allow
seductive développés and port de bras,
did sling-backs reveal triumphant arches, 
were accountants left unconscious
and the husband damning Terpsichore?

But should I be content if  my Odette
is happy to distract suburban courts?
Nibble canapés my swan, forget
this mincing prince who hoped we might be more.

Paul Maddern

© Paul Maddern, ‘The Beaccomber’s Report’ (2010). Reprinted by permission of  Templar Poetry
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ON MY FIRST SON

Farewell, thou child of  my right hand, and joy! 
My sin was too much hope of  thee, loved boy; 
Seven years thou wert lent to me, and I thee pay, 
Exacted by thy fate, on the just day. 
Oh, could I lose all father now! For why 
Will man lament the state he should envy – 
To have so soon ’scaped world’s and flesh’s rage, 
And, if  no other misery, yet age? 
Rest in soft peace, and, asked, say here doth lie 
Ben Jonson his best piece of  poetry: 
For whose sake, henceforth, all his vows be such 
As what he loves may never like too much.

Ben Jonson

SONNET 130

My mistress’ eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips’ red:
If  snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If  hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damasked, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak; yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound:
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.

William Shakespeare 
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‘HOW DO I LOVE THEE?’
(Sonnets from the Portuguese, XLIII)

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of  sight
For the ends of  Being and ideal Grace.
I love thee to the level of  everyday’s 
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right:
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.
I love thee with the passion put to use
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With my lost saints! – I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of  all my life! – and, if  God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.

Elizabeth Barrett Browning
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TO HIS COY MISTRESS

Had we but world enough, and time,
This coyness, Lady, were no crime.
We would sit down, and think which way
To walk, and pass our long love’s day.
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side
Shouldst rubies find: I by the tide
Of  Humber would complain. I would
Love you ten years before the flood:
And you should, if  you please, refuse
Till the conversion of  the Jews.
My vegetable love should grow
Vaster than empires, and more slow.
An hundreds years should go to praise
Thine eyes, and on thy forehead gaze.
Two hundred to adore each breast:
But thirty thousand to the rest.
An age at least to every part,
And the last age should show your heart:
For, Lady, you deserve this state;
Nor would I love at lower rate.

But at my back I always hear
Time’s wingèd chariot hurrying near:
And yonder all before us lie
Deserts of  vast eternity.
Thy beauty shall no more be found;
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound
My echoing song: then worms shall try
That long-preserved virginity:
And your quaint honour turn to dust;
And into ashes all my lust.
The grave’s a fine and private place,
But none, I think, do there embrace.

Now, therefore, while the youthful glue
Sits on thy skin like morning dew,
And while thy willing soul transpires
At every pore with instant fires,
Now let us sport us while we may;
And now, like amorous birds of  prey,
Rather at once our time devour,
Than languish in his slow-chapped power.

Let us roll all our strength, and all
Our sweetness, up into one ball:
And tear our pleasures with rough strife,
Through the iron grates of  life.
Thus, though we cannot make our sun
Stand still, yet we will make him run.

Andrew Marvell
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THE LABORATORY

I.
Now that I, tying thy glass mask tightly,
May gaze thro’ these faint smokes curling whitely,
As thou pliest thy trade in this devil’s-smithy―
Which is the poison to poison her, prithee?

II.
He is with her, and they know that I know
Where they are, what they do: they believe my tears flow
While they laugh, laugh at me, at me fled to the drear
Empty church, to pray God in, for them! ― I am here.

III.
Grind away, moisten and mask up they paste,
Pound at thy powder, ― I am not in haste!
Better sit thus, and observe thy strange things,
Than go where men wait me and dance at the King’s.

IV.
That in the mortar ― you call it a gum?
Ah, the brave tree whence such gold oozings come!
And yonder soft phial, the exquisite blue,
Sure to taste sweetly, ― is that poison too?

V.
Had I but all of  them, thee and thy treasures,
What a wild crowd of  invisible pleasures!
To carry pure death in an earring, a casket,
A signet, a fan-mount, a filigree basket!

VI.
Soon, at the King’s, a mere lozenge to give,
And Pauline should have just thirty minutes to live!
But to light a pastile, and Elise, with her head
And her breast and her arms and her hands, should drop dead!

VII.
Quick ― is it finished?  The colour’s too grim!
Why not soft like the phial’s, enticing and dim?
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Let it brighten her drink, let her turn it and stir,
And try it and taste, ere she fix and prefer!

VIII.
What a drop!  She’s not little, no minion like me!
That’s why she ensnared him: this never will free
The soul from those masculine eyes, ― say, “no!”
To that pulse’s magnificent come-and-go.

IX.
For only last night, as they whispered, I brought
My own eyes to bear on her so, that I thought
Could I keep them one half  minute fixed, she would fall
Shrivelled; she fell not; yet this does it all!

X.
Not that I bid you spare her the pain;
Let death be felt and the proof  remain:
Brand, burn up, bite into its grace ―
He is sure to remember her dying face!

XI.
Is it done? Take my mask off!  Nay, be not morose;
It kills her, and this prevents seeing it close:
The delicate droplet, my whole fortune’s fee!
If  it hurts her, beside, can it ever hurt me?

XII.
Now, take all my jewels, gorge gold to your fill,
You may kiss me, old man, on my mouth if  you will!
But brush this dust off  me, lest horror it brings
Ere I know it ― next moment I dance at the King’s!

Robert Browning
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REMEMBER

Remember me when I am gone away,
Gone far away into the silent land;
When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor I half  turn to go, yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of  our future that you planned:
Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.
Yet if  you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if  the darkness and corruption leave
A vestige of  the thoughts that once I had,
Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than that you should remember and be sad.

Christina Rossetti
 

WHEN YOU ARE OLD

When you are old and grey and full of  sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of  the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of  their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of  glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,
And loved the sorrows of  your changing face;

And bending down beside the glowing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled
And paced upon the mountains overhead
And hid his face amid a crowd of  stars.

W B Yeats
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I CARRY YOUR HEART

i carry your heart with me (i carry it in
my heart) i am never without it (anywhere
i go you go, my dear; and whatever is done
by only me is your doing, my darling)
     i fear
no fate (for you are my fate, my sweet) i want
no world (for beautiful you are my world, my true)
and it’s you are whatever a moon has always meant
and whatever a sun will always sing is you

here is the deepest secret nobody knows
(here is the root of  the root and the bud of  the bud
and the sky of  the sky of  a tree called life; which grows
higher than soul can hope or mind can hide)
and this is the wonder that’s keeping the stars apart

i carry your heart (i carry it in my heart)

E E Cummings

“I carry your heart with me (I carry it in my heart)”. 
Copyright 1952, © 1980, 1991 
by the Trustees for the E.E Cummings Trust, 
from COMPLETE POEMS: 1904-1962 
by E.E Cummings, edited by George J. Firmage. 
Used by permission of  Liveright Publishing Corporation.
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FUNERAL BLUES by W H Auden

Stop all the clocks, cut off  the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone.
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead
Scribbling on the sky the message He is Dead,
Put crêpe bows round the white necks of  the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,
My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song,
I thought that love would last for ever: I was wrong

The stars are not wanted now, put out every one;
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood.
For nothing now can ever come to any good.

W H Auden 

 

Due to copyright restrictions this poem cannot be shown in this publication.
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LONG DISTANCE II by Tony Harrison

Though my mother was already two years dead
Dad kept her slippers warming by the gas,
put hot water bottles her side of  the bed
and still went to renew her transport pass.

You couldn’t just drop in.  You had to phone.
He’d put you off  an hour to give him time
to clear away her things and look alone
as though his still raw love were such a crime.

He couldn’t risk my blight of  disbelief
though sure that very soon he’d hear her key
scrape in the rusted lock and end his grief.
He knew she’d just popped out to get the tea.

I believe life ends with death, and that is all.
You haven’t both gone shopping;  just the same,
in my new black leather phone book there’s your name
and the disconnected number I still call.

Tony Harrison
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WILD OATS by Philip Larkin

About twenty years ago
Two girls came in where I worked –
A bosomy English rose
And her friend in specs I could talk to.
Faces in those days sparked
The whole shooting-match off, and I doubt
If  ever one had like hers:
But it was the friend I took out,

And in seven years after that
Wrote over four hundred letters,
Gave a ten-guinea ring
I got back in the end, and met
At numerous cathedral cities
Unknown to the clergy. I believe
I met beautiful twice. She was trying
Both times (so I thought) not to laugh.

Parting, after about five
Rehearsals, was an agreement
That I was too selfish, withdrawn,
And easily bored to love.
Well, useful to get that learnt.
In my wallet are still two snaps
Of  bosomy rose with fur gloves on.
Unlucky charms, perhaps. 

Philip Larkin
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SYMPTOMS OF LOVE

Love is a universal migraine,
A bright stain on the vision
Blotting out reason.

Symptoms of  true love
Are leanness, jealousy,
Laggard dawns;

Are omens and nightmares – 
Listening for a knock,
Waiting for a sign:

For a touch of  her fingers
In a darkened room,
For a searching look.

Take courage, lover!
Can you endure such grief
At any hand but hers?

Robert Graves

© Robert Graves. 
From ‘The New Penguin Book of  Love Poerty’ 
Edited by Jon Stallworthy, 
Published by Carcanet Press Limited 2003
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BEFORE YOU WERE MINE

I’m ten years away from the corner you laugh on 
with your pals, Maggie McGeeney and Jean Duff. 
The three of  you bend from the waist, holding 
each other, or your knees, and shriek at the pavement. 
Your polka-dot dress blows round your legs. Marilyn.

I’m not here yet. The thought of  me doesn’t occur 
in the ballroom with the thousand eyes, the fizzy, movie tomorrows 
the right walk home could bring. I knew you would dance 
like that. Before you were mine, your Ma stands at the close 
with a hiding for the late one. You reckon it’s worth it.

The decade ahead of  my loud, possessive yell was the best one, eh? 
I remember my hands in those high-heeled red shoes, relics, 
and now your ghost clatters toward me over George Square 
till I see you, clear as scent, under the tree, 
with its lights, and whose small bites on your neck, sweetheart?

Cha cha cha! You’d teach me the steps on the way home from Mass, 
stamping stars from the wrong pavement. Even then 
I wanted the bold girl winking in Portobello, somewhere 
in Scotland, before I was born. That glamorous love lasts 
where you sparkle and waltz and laugh before you were mine.

Carol Ann Duffy

‘Before You Were Mine’ 
from Mean Time by Carol Ann Duffy. 
Published by Anvil Press Poetry, 1993. 
Copyright © Carol Ann Duffy. 
Reproduced by permission of  author c/o Rogers, Coleridge & White Ltd., 
20 Powis News, London W11 1JN  

 



CCEA GCSE English Literature - Poetry Anthology

36

CLEARANCES 7:  IN THE LAST MINUTES by Seamus Heaney

In the last minutes he said more to her
Almost than in all their life together.
‘You’ll be in New Row on Monday night
And I’ll come up for you and you’ll be glad
When I walk in the door … Isn’t that right?’
His head was bent down to her propped-up head.
She could not hear but we were overjoyed.
He called her good and girl. Then she was dead,
The searching for a pulsebeat was abandoned
And we all knew one thing by being there. 
The space we stood around had been emptied
Into us to keep, it penetrated
Clearances that suddenly stood open.
High cries were felled and a pure change happened.

Seamus Heaney
 

I AM VERY BOTHERED by Simon Armitage

I am very bothered when I think
of  the bad things I have done in my life.
Not least that time in the chemistry lab
when I held a pair of  scissors by the blades
and played the handles
in the naked lilac flame of  the Bunsen burner;
then called your name, and handed them over.

O the unrivalled stench of  branded skin
as you slipped your thumb and middle finger in,
then couldn’t shake off  the two burning rings.  Marked,
the doctor said, for eternity.

Don’t believe me, please, if  I say
that was just my butterfingered way, at thirteen,
of  asking you if  you would marry me.

Simon Armitage
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Anthology Three: 
CONFLICT
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THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BRIGADE

  IV
Flash’d all their sabres bare,
Flash’d as they turn’d in air,
Sabring the gunners there,
Charging an army, while
 All the world wonder’d:
Plunged in the battery-smoke
Right thro’ the line they broke;
Cossack and Russian
Reel’d from the sabre-stroke
 Shatter’d and sunder’d.
Then they rode back, but not,
 Not the six hundred.

  V 
Cannon to right of  them, 
Cannon to left of  them, 
Cannon behind them 
 Volley’d and thunder’d; 
Storm’d at with shot and shell, 
While horse and hero fell. 
They that had fought so well 
Came thro’ the jaws of  Death 
Back from the mouth of  Hell, 
All that was left of  them, 
 Left of  six hundred.

  VI
When can their glory fade?
O the wild charge they made!
 All the world wonder’d.
Honour the charge they made!
Honour the Light Brigade,
 Noble six hundred!

                  Alfred, Lord Tennyson

  I
Half  a league, half  a league,
 Half  a league onward,
All in the valley of  Death
 Rode the six hundred.
‘Forward, the Light Brigade!
Charge for the guns!’ he said;
Into the valley of  Death
 Rode the six hundred.

  II
‘Forward, the Light Brigade!’
Was there a man dismay’d?
Not tho’ the soldier knew
 Some one had blunder’d:
Their’s not to make reply,
Their’s not to reason why,
Their’s but to do and die:
Into the valley of  Death 
 Rode the six hundred.

  III
Cannon to right of  them,
Cannon to left of  them,
Cannon in front of  them
 Volley’d and thunder’d;
Storm’d at with shot and shell,
Boldly they rode and well,
Into the jaws of  Death,
Into the mouth of  Hell
 Rode the six hundred.
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VITAÏ LAMPADA

There’s a breathless hush in the Close to-night―
Ten to make and the match to win―
A bumping pitch and a blinding light,
An hour to play and the last man in.
And it’s not for the sake of  a ribboned coat,
Or the selfish hope of  a season’s fame,
But his captain’s hand on his shoulder smote
‘Play up! play up! and play the game!’

The sand of  the desert is sodden red,―
Red with the wreck of  a square that broke; ―
The Gatling’s jammed and the Colonel dead,
And the regiment blind with dust and smoke.
The river of  death has brimmed his banks,
And England’s far, and Honour a name,
But the voice of  a schoolboy rallies the ranks:
‘Play up! play up! and play the game!’

This is the word that year by year,
While in her place the school is set,
Every one of  her sons must hear,
And none that hears it dare forget.
This they all with a joyful mind
Bear through life like a torch in flame,
And falling fling to the host behind―
‘Play up! play up! and play the game!’

Henry Newbolt
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THE MAN HE KILLED

‘Had he and I but met
By some old ancient inn,
We should have sat us down to wet
Right many a nipperkin!

‘But ranged as infantry,
And staring face to face,
I shot at him as he at me,
And killed him in his place.

‘I shot him dead because –
Because he was my foe,
Just so: my foe of  course he was;
That’s clear enough; although

‘He thought he’d ’list, perhaps,
Off-hand like – just as I –
Was out of  work – had sold his traps –
No other reason why.

‘Yes; quaint and curious war is!
You shoot a fellow down
You’d treat if  met where any bar is,
Or help to half-a-crown.’

Thomas Hardy
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WHO’S FOR THE GAME?

Who’s for the game, the biggest that’s played,
   The red crashing game of  a fight?
Who’ll grip and tackle the job unafraid?
   And who thinks he’d rather sit tight?

Who’ll toe the line for the signal to ‘Go!’?
   Who’ll give his country a hand?
Who wants a turn to himself  in the show?
   And who wants a seat in the stand?

Who knows it won’t be a picnic – not much –
   Yet eagerly shoulders a gun?
Who would much rather come back with a crutch
   Than lie low and be out of  the fun?

Come along, lads – but you’ll come on all right –
   For there’s only one course to pursue,
Your country is up to her neck in a fight,
   And she’s looking and calling for you.

Jessie Pope

Reprinted by permission of  HarperCollins Publishers Ltd 
© Christopher Martin, 2004.
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EASTER MONDAY (IN MEMORIAM E.T.) (1917)

In the last letter that I had from France
You thanked me for the silver Easter egg
Which I had hidden in the box of  apples
You like to munch beyond all other fruit.
You found the egg the Monday before Easter,
And said,  ‘I will praise Easter Monday now – 
It was such a lovely morning’.  Then you spoke
Of  the coming battle and said, ‘This is the eve.
Good-bye.  And may I have a letter soon’.

That Easter Monday was a day for praise,
It was such a lovely morning.  In our garden
We sowed our earliest seeds, and in the orchard
The apple-bud was ripe.  It was the eve.
There are three letters that you will not get.

Eleanor Farjeon

© ‘Book of  Days’ by Elizabeth Farjeon. 
Reprinted by permission of  David Higham Associates

 
ANTHEM FOR DOOMED YOUTH

What passing-bells for these who die as cattle?
― Only the monstrous anger of  the guns.
Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle
Can patter out their hasty orisons.
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;
Nor any voice of  mourning save the choirs, ―
The shrill, demented choirs of  wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

What candles may be held to speed them all?
Not in the hands of  boys, but in their eyes
Shall shine the holy glimmers of  goodbyes.
The pallor of  girls’ brows shall be their pall;
Their flowers the tenderness of  patient minds,
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of  blinds.

Wilfred Owen
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AN IRISH AIRMAN FORESEES HIS DEATH

I know that I shall meet my fate
Somewhere among the clouds above;
Those that I fight I do not hate,
Those that I guard I do not love;
My country is Kiltartan Cross,
My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor,
No likely end could bring them loss
Or leave them happier than before.
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,
Nor public men, nor cheering crowds,
A lonely impulse of  delight
Drove to this tumult in the clouds;
I balanced all, brought all to mind,
The years to come seemed waste of  breath,
A waste of  breath the years behind
In balance with this life, this death.

W B Yeats
 

WHAT LIPS MY LIPS HAVE KISSED, AND WHERE, AND WHY  
(SONNET XLIII)

What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why,
I have forgotten, and what arms have lain
Under my head till morning; but the rain
Is full of  ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh
Upon the glass and listen for reply,
And in my heart there stirs a quiet pain
For unremembered lads that not again
Will turn to me at midnight with a cry.
Thus in winter stands the lonely tree,
Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one,
Yet knows its boughs more silent than before:
I cannot say what loves have come and gone,
I only know that summer sang in me
A little while, that in me sings no more.

Edna St Vincent Millay
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VERGISSMEINNICHT

Three weeks gone and the combatants gone
returning over the nightmare ground
we found the place again, and found
the soldier sprawling in the sun.

The frowning barrel of  his gun
overshadowing.  As we came on
that day, he hit my tank with one
like the entry of  a demon.

Look.  Here in the gunpit spoil
the dishonoured picture of  his girl
who has put: Steffi. Vergissmeinnicht.
in a copybook gothic script.

We see him almost with content,
abased, and seeming to have paid
and mocked at by his own equipment
that’s hard and good when he’s decayed.

But she would weep to see today
how on his skin the swart flies move;
the dust upon the paper eye
and the burst stomach like a cave.

For here the lover and killer are mingled
who had one body and one heart.
And death who had the soldier singled
has done the lover mortal hurt.

Keith Douglas

© From ‘Poetry of  the World Wars’ 
Edited by Michael Foss, 
reprinted by permission of  Faber and Faber Ltd.
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BAYONET CHARGE by Ted Hughes

Suddenly he awoke and was running – raw
In raw-seamed hot khaki, his sweat heavy,
Stumbling across a field of  clods towards a green hedge
That dazzled with rifle fire, hearing
Bullets smacking the belly out of  the air – 
He lugged a rifle numb as a smashed arm;
The patriotic tear that had brimmed in his eye
Sweating like molten iron from the centre of  his chest, –

In bewilderment then he almost stopped –
In what cold clockwork of  the stars and the nations 
Was he the hand pointing that second?  He was running
Like a man who has jumped up in the dark and runs
Listening between his footfalls for the reason
Of  his still running, and his foot hung like
Statuary in mid-stride.  Then the shot-slashed furrows

Threw up a yellow hare that rolled like a flame
And crawled in a threshing circle, its mouth wide
Open silent, its eyes standing out.
He plunged past with his bayonet towards the green hedge,
King, honour, human dignity, etcetera
Dropped like luxuries in a yelling alarm
To get out of  that blue crackling air
His terror’s touchy dynamite.

Ted Hughes
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REQUIEM FOR THE CROPPIES by Seamus Heaney

The pockets of  our greatcoats full of  barley...
No kitchens on the run, no striking camp...
We moved quick and sudden in our own country.
The priest lay behind ditches with the tramp.
A people hardly marching... on the hike...
We found new tactics happening each day:
We’d cut through reins and rider with the pike
And stampede cattle into infantry,
Then retreat through hedges where cavalry must be thrown.
Until... on Vinegar Hill... the final conclave.
Terraced thousands died, shaking scythes at cannon.
The hillside blushed, soaked in our broken wave.
They buried us without shroud or coffin
And in August... the barley grew up out of  our grave.

Seamus Heaney
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MAMETZ WOOD

For years afterwards the farmers found them –
the wasted young, turning up under their plough blades
as they tended the land back into itself.

A chit of  bone, the china plate of  a shoulder blade,
the relic of  a finger, the blown
and broken bird’s egg of  a skull,

all mimicked now in flint, breaking blue in white
across this field where they were told to walk, not run,
towards the wood and its nesting machine guns.

And even now the earth stands sentinel,
reaching back into itself  for reminders of  what happened
like a wound working a foreign body to the surface of  the skin.

This morning, twenty men buried in one long grave,
a broken mosaic of  bone linked arm in arm,
their skeletons paused mid dance-macabre

in boots that outlasted them,
their socketed heads tilted back at an angle
and their jaws, those that have them, dropped open.

As if  the notes they had sung
have only now, with this unearthing,
slipped from their absent tongues.

Owen Sheers
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LAST POST

In all my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If  poetry could tell it backwards, true, begin
that moment shrapnel scythed you to the stinking mud ...
but you get up, amazed, watch bled bad blood
run upwards from the slime into its wounds;
see lines and lines of  British boys rewind
back to their trenches, kiss the photographs from home -
mothers, sweethearts, sisters, younger brothers
not entering the story now
to die and die and die.
Dulce - No - Decorum - No - Pro patria mori.
You walk away.

You walk away; drop your gun (fixed bayonet)
like all your mates do too -
Harry, Tommy, Wilfred, Edward, Bert -
and light a cigarette.
There’s coffee in the square,
warm French bread
and all those thousands dead
are shaking dried mud from their hair
and queuing up for home. Freshly alive,
a lad plays Tipperary to the crowd, released
from History; the glistening, healthy horses fit for heroes, kings.

You lean against a wall,
your several million lives still possible
and crammed with love, work, children, talent, English beer, good food.
You see the poet tuck away his pocket-book and smile.
If  poetry could truly tell it backwards,
then it would.

Carol Ann Duffy
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POPPIES

Three days before Armistice Sunday
and poppies had already been placed
on individual war graves.  Before you left,
I pinned one onto your lapel, crimped petals,
spasms of  paper red, disrupting a blockade
of  yellow bias binding around your blazer.

Sellotape bandaged around my hand,
I rounded up as many white cat hairs
as I could, smoothed down your shirt’s
upturned collar, steeled the softening
of  my face.  I wanted to graze my nose
across the tip of  your nose, play at 
being Eskimos like we did when
you were little.  I resisted the impulse
to run my fingers through the gelled
blackthorns of  your hair.  All my words
flattened, rolled, turned into felt,

slowly melting.  I was brave, as I walked
with you, to the front door, threw
it open, the world overflowing
like a treasure chest.  A split second
and you were away, intoxicated.
After you’d gone I went into your bedroom,
released a song bird from its cage.
Later a single dove flew from the pear tree,
and this is where it has led me,
skirting the church yard walls, my stomach busy
making tucks, darts, pleats, hat-less, without
a winter coat or reinforcements of  scarf, gloves.

On reaching the top of  the hill I traced
the inscriptions on the war memorial,
leaned against it like a wishbone.
The dove pulled freely against the sky,
an ornamental stitch.  I listened, hoping to hear
your playground voice catching on the wind.

Jane Weir
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OUT OF THE BLUE – 12 by Simon Armitage

You have picked me out.
Through a distant shot of  a building burning
you have noticed now
that a white cotton shirt is twirling, turning.

In fact I am waving, waving.
Small in the clouds, but waving, waving.
Does anyone see
a soul worth saving?

So when will you come?
Do you think you are watching, watching
a man shaking crumbs
or pegging out washing?

I am trying and trying.
The heat behind me is bullying, driving,
but the white of  surrender is not yet flying.
I am not at the point of  leaving, diving.

A bird goes by.
The depth is appalling.  Appalling
that others like me
should be wind-milling, wheeling, spiralling, falling.

Are your eyes believing,
believing
that here in the gills
I am still breathing.

But tiring, tiring.
Sirens below are wailing, firing.
My arm is numb and my nerves are sagging.
Do you see me, my love.  I am failing, flagging.

Simon Armitage
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