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Introduction

The Poetry Pharmacy is more than a shop – it was conceived explicitly, in the words of sociologist Ray Oldenburg, as a ‘third place’; a space outside of home, or work, where we choose to go. A place to connect with your own ideas, or community, or nurture relationships; spaces like libraries, cafes, the pub, or clubs, and independent bookshops too. We are a place for poetry, but also a place for people to come to seek conversation, attention and community, as well as good coffee.

Our bookshops are laid out according to emotional states so that customers can find titles intuitively, with broad sections containing poetry, philosophy, psychology and non-fiction, chosen in order to promote good mental health.

Words for Love is a celebration of the enduring relationship between poetry and the human heart. In these pages, you will find love in all its complexity – tender, passionate, unrequited, joyful and even painful.

Whether it’s the love between partners, the love of family, or the quiet love we nurture for ourselves, these poems offer a glimpse into the universal longing for belonging, understanding and intimacy.




and you are
welcome, welcome

Ah the joy of the open heart, ready and eager to love and be loved! These poems reflect some of the thrill and passion and some of the agony of new love!




Invitation to Love

Come when the nights are bright with stars

Or when the moon is mellow;

Come when the sun his golden bars

Drops on the hay-field yellow.

Come in the twilight soft and gray,

Come in the night or come in the day,

Come, O love, whene’er you may,

And you are welcome, welcome.

You are sweet, O Love, dear Love,

You are soft as the nesting dove.

Come to my heart and bring it to rest

As the bird flies home to its welcome nest.

Come when my heart is full of grief

Or when my heart is merry;

Come with the falling of the leaf

Or with the redd’ning cherry.

Come when the year’s first blossom blows,

Come when the summer gleams and glows,

Come with the winter’s drifting snows,

And you are welcome, welcome.

Paul Laurence Dunbar




my heart

is a wasp’s nest

built slowly in secret

before you realized

i have chewed up all the love

letters I have never written

to you   here  my heart is this

small grey hollowed lightness

that no one wants near

but now it’s too late to hide

from its papery shape

listen to it –

humming with devotion

Olga Dermott-Bond




You Who Never Arrived

You who never arrived

in my arms, Beloved, who were lost

from the start,

I don’t even know what songs

would please you. I have given up trying

to recognize you in the surging wave of

the next moment. All the immense

images in me – the far-off, deeply felt

landscape, cities, towers, and bridges, and

unsuspected turns in the path,

and those powerful lands that were once

pulsing with the life of the gods –

all rise within me to mean

you, who forever elude me.

You, Beloved, who are all

the gardens I have ever gazed at,

longing. An open window

in a country house – and you almost

stepped out, pensive, to meet me.

Streets that I chanced upon –

you had just walked down them and vanished.

And sometimes, in a shop, the mirrors

were still dizzy with your presence and,

startled, gave back my too-sudden image.

Who knows? Perhaps the same

bird echoed through both of us

yesterday, separate, in the evening . . .

Rainer Maria Rilke

Translated by James Sheard




The Sovereignty of Love

If love is not worth loving, then life is not worth living,

Nor aught is worth remembering but well forgot;

For store is not worth storing and gifts are not worth giving,

If love is not;

And idly cold is death-cold, and life-heart idly hot,

And vain is any offering and vainer our receiving,

And vanity of vanities is all our lot.

Better than life’s heaving is death’s heart unheaving,

Better than the opening leaves are the leaves that rot,

For there is nothing left worth achieving or retrieving,

If love is not.

Christina Rossetti




He is more than a hero

He is a god in my eyes –

the man who is allowed

to sit beside you – he

who listens intimately

to the sweet murmur of

your voice, the enticing

laughter that makes my own

heart beat fast. If I meet

you suddenly, I can’t

speak – my tongue is broken;

a thin flame runs under

my skin; seeing nothing,

hearing only my own ears

drumming, I drip with sweat;

trembling shakes my body

and I turn paler than

dry grass. At such times

death isn’t far from me.

Sappho

translated by Mary Barnard




Text

I tend the mobile now

like an injured bird

We text, text, text

our significant words.

I re-read your first,

your second, your third,

look for your small xx,

feeling absurd.

The codes we send

arrive with a broken chord.

I try to picture your hands,

their image is blurred.

Nothing my thumbs press

will ever be heard.

Carol Ann Duffy




He Wishes for the Cloths of Heaven

Had I the heavens’ embroidered cloths,

Enwrought with golden and silver light,

The blue and the dim and the dark cloths

Of night and light and the half-light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:

But I, being poor, have only my dreams;

I have spread my dreams under your feet;

Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.

William Butler Yeats




Bright Star

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.

John Keats
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