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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.

Poets have long understood our connection to the natural world, and their poems have often reflected this relationship; whether offering a promise of renewal and recovery, or as a metaphor and reflection for our moods and stage of life, or as an antidote to those days when the world is too much with us. These are poems that will take us, at least for a moment, outside.





let space open

Each poem here is a call to take a moment to escape the noise and stresses of daily life and just step outside – the poem itself can act as a breath of fresh air as well as a reminder to take time out. For the space of the poem we are refreshed. What better drug than to be transported to a lane in spring? Enjoy this small moment of meditation and reflection.






On First Spotting a Snake’s Head Fritillary

You might have thought me crazed, crying out

and running, falling to my knees in the wet grass,

wildflower-honouring, amazed to see the purple

cross-hatched lanterns bobbing in the rain,

as if the watercoloured page by Rennie Mackintosh

had swelled with sap, unfolding from pale green

to mauve, and rising, real and multiple

among grape hyacinths and pheasant’s eye.

My first fritillaries: as wonderful to me as midnight

fox or unicorn. So, after all – there is wonder still!

This Spring has me astir, brimming with gratitude

at life and being led to unexpected wonderment,

and fearful too for us and these rare shades,

too little marsh left at the margins of clipped lives.

In my own, I’ve found the miraculous is small,

sometimes only barely tangible, no less a miracle.

Isobel Dixon




from The Spring of Joy

On some day of late January, when the honey-coloured west is full of soft grey cloud,

when one lone minstrel thrush is chanting to the dying light, what is the thrill that shakes us?

It is not only that the delicate traceries of silver birches are tenderly dark on the illumined sky, that a star springs out of it like darting quicksilver, that music of tone and tint has echoed last April’s song.

It is something deeper than these. It is the sudden sense – keen and startling –

of oneness with all beauty, seen and unseen.

Mary Webb




Pied Beauty

Glory be to God for dappled things—

For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;

For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;

Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;

Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow, and plough;

And áll trádes, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;

Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?)

With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;

He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:

            Praise him.

Gerard Manley Hopkins




The Escape

I believe in the increasing of life: whatever

Leads to the seeing of small trifles,

Real, beautiful, is good; and an act never

Is worthier than in freeing spirit that stifles

Under ingratitude’s weight, nor is anything done

Wiselier than the moving or breaking to sight

Of a thing hidden under by custom – revealed,

Fulfilled, used (sound-fashioned) any way out to delight:

Trefoil – hedge sparrow – the stars on the edge at night.

Ivor Gurney




The Cliff

Let’s take our chances here with the mortal,

          the common and the mortal,

and stroll among the clifftop

                drifts of pink thrift,

the throat-catching fulmar-shit updraft

and let space open

      between the world and world

                              wind-strummed, trembling

Kathleen Jamie




Carne

The sand is strewn with sea-weed shapes

that gently move with tide’s continual sway —

inscrutable, like Japanese calligraphy.

Rock-pools fill and swirl, then drain,

then fill again each day.

Baby crabs lie upside down in sand,

salt-spattered by the spray.

No sound, no sound at all, but solitary high gull-cry,

the rush and wash of waves on shingle, stone and scree.

Ocean is too big a word to use, too large a thing to see.

My eye moves out from this secluded bay

to a horizon that is much too far away.

No sight, no sight at all this way

but blue on blue on blue and a vague distant thread of grey.

My thoughts will not stay still –

how restlessly they divagate and splay.

I am dwarfed, humbled, chastened, scattered –

even by this little slip of sea.

Lucy Newlyn




Watching the woodpecker at 5.30 a.m.

He appears like a paper bag blown onto the feeder,

punching his beak time and again into the peanuts.

The minute he sees me he’s off in bouncing flight.

Today, it’s early, and I’m sipping tea in the kitchen.

He arrives, the boldest flash of red, black and white.

I’m still so he stays and hammers away, takes his fill.

The mist is heavy, paints the sky and trees in greys.

The woodpecker shakes the charcoal into colour,

a prayer for the day ahead, black, white and red.

Pat Edwards




Elderflower

Spilling your bridal whites over the churchyard wall,

slipping them off into my hand,

dusting my wrist with powder –

elixir of musk and honey, blanc de blancs –

I take you for a sign, just when I need one

along the lane, in the maze of lanes

with their dense hedges, ditches hidden under leaves,

the blind bend, the owl and the speeding van.

The rachis flushed with pink where it divides,

the panicle a host of new stars,

a few still closed in their silken nibs,

white glowing with green in the long June dusk.

Token of freshness, growing out of silence –

grant me remission, a truce with the past.

Make everything possible, here, now

in this clean state of erasure. I ask

not to start again, but to lose my way

down the steep track in the deepening dark

and to find instead this common-or-garden grace.

To break you and carry you with me as a torch.

Jean Sprackland
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