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For Grant, Jude and Evie –

I hear it in the deep heart’s core

xx
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A Summer Morning

I saw dawn creep across the sky,

And all the gulls go flying by.

I saw the sea put on its dress

Of blue mid-summer loveliness,

And heard the trees begin to stir

Green arms of pine and juniper.

I heard the wind call out and say:

‘Get up, my dear, it is today.’

Rachel Field




Three Good Things

At day’s end I remember

three good things.

Apples maybe – their skinshine smell

and soft froth of juice.

Water maybe – the pond in the park

dark and full of secret fish.

A mountain maybe – that I saw in a film,

or climbed last holiday,

and suddenly today it thundered up

into a playground game.

Or else an owl – I heard an owl today,

and I made bread.

My head is full of all these things,

it’s hard to choose just three.

I let remembering fill me up

with all good things

so that good things will overflow

into my sleeping self,

and in the morning

good things will be waiting

when I wake.

Jan Dean




Leisure

What is this life if, full of care,

We have no time to stand and stare?

No time to stand beneath the boughs

And stare as long as sheep or cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,

Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.

No time to see, in broad daylight,

Streams full of stars, like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty’s glance,

And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can

Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life this is if, full of care,

We have no time to stand and stare.

W. H. Davies




12 good things to do where I live

You can watch red kites fly over Minchinhampton common,

catch a glimpse of golden-crested wrens and pigeons roost at dusk.

You can skim stones on the Stroud canal,

swing over on the rope-swing at Chalford but don’t fall in, it’s deep.

You can buy Winstone’s ice cream in a cone

from the van parked near Amberley and eat frozen stars.

You can visit the farmers’ market on Saturday

and buy doughnuts, frosted with icing.

You can swim on a hot day at Stratford Park and splash sunlight.

You can cross the River Severn

and look for wild boar in the Forest of Dean.

You can stand in Selsey church and watch the sunlight glow

through the stained-glass windows,

casting rainbow shadows and feel the cool of stone.

You can buy fresh, warm bread from Hobbs House Bakery

and eat it warm with a hot sausage roll.

You can hit the cycle track and speed along the canal.

You can go to the cinema, eat popcorn,

slurp lemonade and then go upstairs to the bowling alley.

You can watch the sun slip over the distant hills like a great red coin.

You can stand in Farm Lane where there are no lights at night

and wait for the badgers that rootle for worms

and crunch snails like boiled sweets

beneath an orange harvest moon.

Pie Corbett




Wild Garlic

We were walking in the woods

after the rain

you and I two notes in search

of a new tune

when the river’s strings

sang its green song out of the ground

like onions growing out of cellos

at 4a.m.

Wild garlic sang the chorus

as we breathed the melody

only the recently bereaved can hear

and I told you we’d make pesto and pasta

and your mouth began to dance

back into a smile and suddenly

I knew the words which could

break a silence at 4a.m.

turn our tears into semi-quavers

a solo into a duet.

Hurry, gather as much as you can.

Tomorrow it will flower.

Dom Conlon




First Run of Spring

In the lanes there is still a negotiation with ice

and snow drifts hang through the hedges

like Winter’s big, white bum.

But the Sky is bird coloured:

bruised mauve of wood pigeon,

peach of chaffinch with wild streaks of bullfinch,

and the air sings dawn, dawn, dawn

down to every capillary and cell,

until my body rings.

Nicola Davies




Gazelle

Staring out of the window again

the green of the pitches is calling again

feel that itch in my muscles, the sigh in my bones

as the teacher’s voice muffles, I drift on my own

breathe in, close my eyes

breathe out and I’m there

outside on the grass, surrounded by air

No talking, no questions, no turn of the screw

just the drum in my heart telling me what to do

so I

run

and I run

and I run and I run

and the faster I go

the more I become

I am bullet and arrow

and cheetah

gazelle

I am peregrine falcon and phoenix from hell

I am synapse and fibre and neuron

and flame

I am Thor’s hammer lightning, too cosmic to tame

I am me

when I run

I can see

when I run

there is nothing that I cannot be when I run

I am anything

everything

cutting through time

And yet somehow

I’m completely

still in my mind

when I

run

can I

run

let me

run

long to

run

have to

run

and just

run

and just

run

and just

Steven Camden




Free

and we will open all the doors

and we will jump on all the beds

and we will leap from mountain top to mountain top

and we will laugh until we think we might explode

and we will laugh especially in those moments when we aren’t really supposed to

and we will of course find this only makes the laughing a million times more extreme

and we will talk to animals

and we will stride across oceans

and we will dance like maniacs

and we will lie on the sofa watching TV with our shoes on because why not

and we will have long baths/short baths/no baths delete as applicable

and we will eat delicious foods

and we will not eat any of the bits we don’t really like

and we will talk while lying on our backs and looking at the sky

and we will say the first thing that pops into our heads

and we will be always with our friends even when we are not

and we will smile with smiles so deep they make our eyes disappear

and we will grow wings

and we will

and we will

and we will

Kate Wakeling




Let No One Steal Your Dreams

Let no one steal your dreams

Let no one tear apart

The burning of ambition

That fires the drive inside your heart

Let no one steal your dreams

Let no one tell you that you can’t

Let no one hold you back

Let no one tell you that you won’t

Set your sights and keep them fixed

Set your sights on high

Let no-one steal your dreams

Your only limit is the sky

Let no one steal your dreams

Follow your heart, follow your soul

For only when you follow them

Will you feel truly whole

Set your sights and keep them fixed

Set your sights on high

Let no one steal your dreams

Your only limit is the sky

Paul Cookson




Joy at the Sound

Joy at the silver birch fluffing its leaves

Joy at the bounce of the wagtail’s tail

Joy at the swirl of cold milk in the blue bowl

Joy at the blink of its bubbles

Joy at the cat revving up on the lawn

Joy at the frogs that leapfrog to freedom

Joy at the screen that fizzes to life

Joy at The Simpsons, Lisa and Bart

Joy at the dentist: ‘Fine, see you next year’

Joy at the school gates: ‘Closed’

Joy at the sound of children at play

Joy at the bell at the end of the day

Joy at the silver withholding the chocolate

Joy at the poem, two verses to go

Joy at the zing of the strings of the racquet

Joy at the ping of the bright yellow ball

Joy at the key unlocking the door

Joy at the sound of your voice in the hall.

Roger McGough




Things People Have Told Me in the Past Few Weeks

You need a strong core to excel at rock climbing.

If I go to Edinburgh, I’ll have a blast.

We can be short-sighted and long-sighted, both at the same time.

As an actor, Michael Cera has often been typecast.

Most of our communications have moved online.

There are so many things that need to be assessed

when you’re choosing a new wheelchair.

In English, there are more than forty ways to say ‘yes’.

I really ought to listen to Lily Allen’s Not Fair.

Young people suffer from higher rates of loneliness.

My new blue shirt looks really great.

In Yiddish, a grumbly person is called a kvetch.

The West has let down Afghanistan in so many ways.

Bolivia’s top two languages are Spanish and Quechua.

Most people don’t really know what to say.

When people feel seen and heard, given the time of day,

they’re far more likely to rise, to shine.

The first writing media were tablets made of clay.

Here’s a conversation starter: ‘I feel lonely sometimes.

Do you ever feel that way?’

Shauna Darling Robertson




Friendship

Oh, the comfort –

the inexpressible comfort of feeling safe with a person –

having neither to weigh thoughts nor measure words,

but pouring them all right out,

just as they are,

chaff and grain together;

certain that a faithful hand will take and sift them,

keep what is worth keeping,

and then with the breath of kindness blow the rest away.

Dinah Maria Craik




Friend

when I am

empty but full

of echoes, you find

me, uncrumple me

and cloak me in

kindness

thank

you

Laura Mucha




The Strawberry-Yogurt Smell of Words

Once we made a telephone

– string, stretched between two yogurt pots.

‘Hello? Hello?’

Communication!

You spoke. I heard.

It’s a solitary game now,

the thumb-dance of text, beep of fax,

but I still recall the buzz of string,

the strawberry-yogurt

smell of words.

Mandy Coe




New Friends and Old Friends

Make new friends, but keep the old;

Those are silver, these are gold.

New-made friendships, like new wine,

Age will mellow and refine.

Friendships that have stood the test –

Time and change – are surely best;

Brow may wrinkle, hair grow grey,

Friendship never knows decay.

For ’mid old friends, tried and true,

Once more we our youth renew.

But old friends, alas! may die,

New friends must their place supply.

Cherish friendship in your breast –

New is good, but old is best;

Make new friends, but keep the old;

Those are silver, these are gold.

Joseph Parry
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