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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 to 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.

This anthology recommends joy in carefully measured doses – uplifting words for helping us to notice those moments when the world shifts slightly, and reveals something unexpected and wonderful. These poems act as a tonic for the everyday, a restorative draught distilled from quiet observation, human connection and the natural world. They are not exhilaration in excess, but the subtle, sustaining pleasures of presence, belonging and wonder. Best absorbed slowly, they offer a reminder that joy often arrives gently, in the ordinary and the overlooked, and can be found wherever we learn to look with fresh eyes.





the commonplace miracle

These poems celebrate the sacrament of the mundane: joy is not always showy and exuberant. It can be quiet, almost imperceptible – found in the details of an ordinary day, in gestures easily overlooked. These poems invite a particular kind of attention, and this is what poets can do best, guiding us in a way of seeing and noticing that values the beauty inherent in the commonplace; in the grain of things – in weather, in light, in fleeting kindnesses.






Introductions

Some of what we love

we stumble upon –

a purse of gold thrown on the road,

a poem, a friend, a great song.

And more

discloses itself to us –

a well among green hazels,

a nut thicket –

when we are worn out searching

for something quite different.

And more

comes to us, carried

as carefully

as a bright cup of water,

as new bread.

Moya Cannon




Poem in which a small dog looks into the sun

and half closes her amber eyes as if everything’s replete

on this back doorstep, small garden, nondescript town,

where the washing waves our shadows from the line.

The year is faltering on the slack rope of seasons;

clematis and jasmine twine the breeze flowerless,

sound carrying the rumble roar of mainline and freight

high above us, September’s last blue vaulted ceiling

and we together worship outdoors beneath it,

this small domestic god and I, for the warmth on our bones

for needing nothing more than this sun, this garden.

There is so much that could be said about

the commonplace miracle of being here in this moment.

Jane Commane




The Laugh

It took me by surprise, shook me,

bursting up from such a depth,

so resonant and robust

that I almost didn’t at once

know it was mine.

As if it had come loose at last

like bubbles from the drowned farm

in the reservoir or finally done

its time, a prisoner free again

to stroll down this or that street.

Michael Laskey




June

When any summer ends

– and you know it will –

remember days like this

where the parking space appears

as the bakery opens,

you are at the front of the queue,

the table by the window

in the sun is miraculously yours,

the coffee is just right

and in the tiny shop next door

everyone is smiling.

It’s asparagus season,

pea season, raspberry season,

strawberry season

and you reel home

with the man you love

both drunk on wonder

bearing a glut of fresh joy

in brown paper bags,

and just as you are writing

these words,

your best friend, who you thought

was hundreds of miles away,

is at your window

calling your name.

Jacqueline Saphra




From Blossoms

From blossoms comes

this brown paper bag of peaches

we bought from the boy

at the bend in the road where we turned toward

signs painted Peaches.

From laden boughs, from hands,

from sweet fellowship in the bins,

comes nectar at the roadside, succulent

peaches we devour, dusty skin and all,

comes the familiar dust of summer, dust we eat.

O, to take what we love inside,

to carry within us an orchard, to eat

not only the skin, but the shade,

not only the sugar, but the days, to hold

the fruit in our hands, adore it, then bite into

the round jubilance of peach.

There are days we live

as if death were nowhere

in the background; from joy

to joy to joy, from wing to wing,

from blossom to blossom to

impossible blossom, to sweet impossible blossom.

Li-Young Lee




Autumn

A touch of cold in the Autumn night –

I walked abroad,

And saw the ruddy moon lean over a hedge

Like a red-faced farmer.

I did not stop to speak, but nodded,

And round about were the wistful stars

With white faces like town children.

T. E. Hulme




i thank You God

i thank You God for most this amazing

day:for the leaping greenly spirits of trees

and a blue true dream of sky;and for everything

which is natural which is infinite which is yes

(i who have died am alive again today,

and this is the sun’s birthday;this is the birth

day of life and of love and wings:and of the gay

great happening illimitably earth)

how should tasting touching hearing seeing

breathing any—lifted from the no

of all nothing—human merely being

doubt unimaginable You?

(now the ears of my ears awake and

now the eyes of my eyes are opened)

E. E. Cummings




How happy is the little Stone

How happy is the little Stone

That rambles in the Road alone,

And doesn’t care about Careers

And Exigencies never fears –

Whose Coat of elemental Brown

A passing Universe put on,

And independent as the Sun

Associates or glows alone,

Fulfilling absolute Decree

In casual simplicity –

Emily Dickinson
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