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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.

Calm is a gentle prescription for the afflictions of nervous energy, anxiety and restless days. This carefully compounded selection of poems acts as a soothing tonic, a balm for frayed tempers and overburdened spirits. Think of them as poetic sedatives or slow-release soporifics – best taken unhurriedly and with a deep breath. Whether drawn from the hush of winter, the simplicity of everyday rituals, or lazy summer days, these verses offer a kind of literary rest cure. Let them soothe the pulse, loosen any sense of urgency, and remind you of the importance of rest and relaxation, if only for a moment.




our life, 
lit from inside

In a world that often overwhelms and overstimulates, calm is not merely the absence of noise – it is a practice, a place to return to, something that we might need to actually pay attention to in our everyday lives. This chapter gathers together poems that help to remind us to slow down, breathe, and notice the small restful spaces in our everyday. 

These poems are signposts pointing inwards – to rest, to refuge, to the subtle joys of simplicity. Gentle medicine for nervous minds and overfull days. 




You Reading This, Be Ready

Starting here, what do you want to remember?

How sunlight creeps along a shining floor?

What scent of old wood hovers, what softened

sound from outside fills the air?

Will you ever bring a better gift for the world

than the breathing respect that you carry

wherever you go right now? Are you waiting

for time to show you some better thoughts?

When you turn around, starting here, lift this

new glimpse that you found; carry into evening

all that you want from this day. This interval you spent

reading or hearing this, keep it for life –

What can anyone give you greater than now,

starting here, right in this room, when you turn around?

William Stafford




To See It

We need to separate

to see the life we’ve made,

to leave our house

where someone waits, patiently,

warm beneath the sheets;

to don layers of armor,

sweater, coat, mittens, scarf,

to stride down the frozen road,

putting distance between us,

this cold winter morning,

to look back and see,

on the hilltop, our life,

lit from inside.

Laura Foley




Thinking

Don’t you wish they would stop, all the thoughts

swirling around in your head, bees in a hive, dancers

tapping their way across the stage? I should rake the leaves

in the carport, buy Christmas lights. Was there really life on Mars?

What will I cook for dinner? I walk up the driveway,

put out the garbage bins. I should stop using plastic bags,

visit my friend whose husband just left her for the Swedish nanny.

I wish I hadn’t said Patrick’s painting looked ‘ominous’.

Maybe that’s why he hasn’t called. Does the car need oil again?

There’s a hole in the ozone the size of Texas and everything

seems to be speeding up. Come, let’s stand by the window

and look out at the light on the field. Let’s watch how the clouds

cover the sun and almost nothing stirs in the grass.

Danusha Laméris




The Work of Happiness

I thought of happiness, how it is woven

Out of the silence in the empty house each day

And how it is not sudden and it is not given

But is creation itself like the growth of a tree.

No one has seen it happen, but inside the bark

Another circle is growing in the expanding ring.

No one has heard the root go deeper in the dark,

But the tree is lifted by this inward work

And its plumes shine, and its leaves are glittering.

So happiness is woven out of the peace of hours

And strikes its roots deep in the house alone:

The old chest in the corner, cool waxed floors,

White curtains softly and continually blown

As the free air moves quietly about the room;

A shelf of books, a table, and the white-washed wall –

These are the dear familiar gods of home,

And here the work of faith can best be done,

The growing tree is green and musical.

For what is happiness but growth in peace,

The timeless sense of time when furniture

Has stood a life’s span in a single place,

And as the air moves, so the old dreams stir

The shining leaves of present happiness?

No one has heard thought or listened to a mind,

But where people have lived in inwardness

The air is charged with blessing and does bless;

Windows look out on mountains and the walls are kind.

May Sarton




The House Was Quiet and the World Was Calm

The house was quiet and the world was calm.

The reader became the book; and summer night

Was like the conscious being of the book.

The house was quiet and the world was calm.

The words were spoken as if there was no book,

Except that the reader leaned above the page,

Wanted to lean, wanted much most to be

The scholar to whom his book is true, to whom

The summer night is like a perfection of thought.

The house was quiet because it had to be.

The quiet was part of the meaning, part of the mind:

The access of perfection to the page.

And the world was calm. The truth in a calm world,

In which there is no other meaning, itself

Is calm, itself is summer and night, itself

Is the reader leaning late and reading there.

Wallace Stevens




Beddgelert

Cleanse these tricky instruments of mine,

my hands and tongue.

Use fresh water, then

let them settle, still and pale.

And let me play the sleepy priest

who speaks no word till listening’s done.

Yes, cleanse these instruments of mine,

my hands and tongue.

Let me sit as cool and dumb

as three stones on a dusty sill.

Or drift aloft like lazy smoke

seeping from an unwatched hill.

James Sheard




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. 

William H. Davies




The Small Window

In Wales there are jewels 

To gather, but with the eye 

Only. A hill lights up 

Suddenly; a field trembles 

With colour and goes out 

In its turn; in one day 

You can witness the extent 

Of the spectrum and grow rich 

With looking. Have a care; 

The wealth is for the few 

And chosen. Those who crowd 

A small window dirty it 

With their breathing, though sublime 

And inexhaustible the view.

R. S. Thomas
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