
The Triple Fool by John Donne
I am two fools, I know,

For loving, and for saying so

In whining poetry;

But where's that wiseman, that would not be I,

If she would not deny?

Then as th' earth's inward narrow crooked lanes

Do purge sea water's fretful salt away,

I thought, if I could draw my pains

Through rhyme's vexation, I should them allay.

Grief brought to numbers cannot be so fierce,

For he tames it, that fetters it in verse.

But when I have done so,

Some man, his art and voice to show,

Doth set and sing my pain;

And, by delighting many, frees again

Grief, which verse did restrain.

To love and grief tribute of verse belongs,

But not of such as pleases when 'tis read.

Both are increased by such songs,

For both their triumphs so are published,

And I, which was two fools, do so grow three;

Who are a little wise, the best fools be.

Mid-Term Break by Seamus Heaney
I sat all morning in the college sick bay

Counting bells knelling classes to a close.

At two o'clock our neighbours drove me home.

In the porch I met my father crying—



He had always taken funerals in his stride—

And Big Jim Evans saying it was a hard blow.

The baby cooed and laughed and rocked the pram

When I came in, and I was embarrassed

By old men standing up to shake my hand

And tell me they were 'sorry for my trouble’.

Whispers informed strangers I was the eldest,

Away at school, as my mother held my hand

In hers and coughed out angry tearless sighs.

At ten o'clock the ambulance arrived

With the corpse, stanched and bandaged by the nurses.

Next morning I went up into the room. Snowdrops

And candles soothed the bedside; I saw him

For the first time in six weeks. Paler now,

Wearing a poppy bruise on his left temple,

He lay in the four-foot box as in his cot.

No gaudy scars, the bumper knocked him clear.

A four-foot box, a foot for every year.

 
The Road not Taken  by  Robert Frost
Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, 
And sorry I could not travel both  
And be one traveler, long I stood  
And looked down one as far as I could  
To where it bent in the undergrowth;



Then took the other, as just as fair, 
And having perhaps the better claim, 
Because it was grassy and wanted wear; 
Though as for that the passing there  
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay 
In leaves no step had trodden black. 
Oh, I kept the first for another day! 
Yet knowing how way leads on to way, 
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh  
Somewhere ages and ages hence: 
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—

I took the one less traveled by, 
And that has made all the difference.

Conservatory by Andrew John
Such dusty mats of coconut, and hats,

and wicker chairs that creak; and chats, and cats

on sills that suck the early sun that spills

through glass to pass into the frills and twills

that talk and twitter, pass the time till tiffin,

pass the time of day this way until

the chills of morning pass, and cups and saucers

clink and find the sink.

The daily round’s

begun and yarns are spun in sun and shade

until the fading light brings night; and glass

that’s black as peat reflects the hats and cats

upon themselves while vats of black-tar dark

and bats are kept outside.



And clinks announce

the hour for drinks.

Let me go - by Andrew John

I feel I'm half a different person now,

and cringe at what I said a year ago.

So did I really say all that, and row?

But surely not, not that, oh no, oh no.

Yet how can I not know that such a feeling

had caused a type of strangeness with another?

Or was it such a deal and have me reeling

with friend or mum or dad or sister, brother?

Now surely no, not that, but boundless leisure.

I stroke a cat, I cock my hat, I chat.

I know this life can bring delightful pleasure:

a joyous mood that is an acrobat.

I'm feeling somewhat different, that is so -

different, yes, far  more, so let me go.

Let There Be Peace By Lemn Sissay
Let there be peace  
So frowns fly away like albatross 
And skeletons foxtrot from cupboards, 
So war correspondents become travel show presenters 
And magpies bring back lost property, 
Children, engagement rings, broken things.



Let there be peace  
So storms can go out to sea to be  
Angry and return to me calm, 
So the broken can rise up and dance in the hospitals. 
Let the aged Ethiopian man in the grey block of flats 
Peer through his window and see Addis before him, 
So his thrilled outstretched arms become frames 
For his dreams.

Let there be peace  
Let tears evaporate to form clouds, cleanse themselves 
And fall into reservoirs of drinking water. 
Let harsh memories burst into fireworks that melt 
In the dark pupils of a child’s eyes 
And disappear like shoals of silver darting fish, 
And let the waves reach the shore with a  
Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Shhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh 

Dust If You Must by Rose Milligan

Dust if you must, but wouldn't it be better 
To paint a picture, or write a letter, 
Bake a cake, or plant a seed; 
Ponder the difference between want and need?  
 
Dust if you must, but there's not much time, 
With rivers to swim, and mountains to climb; 
Music to hear, and books to read; 
Friends to cherish, and life to lead. 
 
Dust if you must, but the world's out there  
With the sun in your eyes, and the wind in your hair; 
A flutter of snow, a shower of rain, 
This day will not come around again. 
 
Dust if you must, but bear in mind, 
Old age will come and it's not kind. 
And when you go (and go you must) 
You, yourself, will make more dust.



"Crabbit Old Woman" by Phyllis McCormack

What do you see, nurse, what do you see?

What are you thinking, when you look at me-

A crabbit old woman, not very wise,

Uncertain of habit, with far-away eyes,

Who dribbles her food and makes no reply

When you say in a loud voice, I do wish you'd try. Who seems not to notice the things that 
you do

And forever is losing a stocking or shoe.

Who, unresisting or not; lets you do as you will

With bathing and feeding the long day is fill.

Is that what you're thinking, Is that what you see? Then open your eyes, nurse, you're 
looking at me.

I'll tell you who I am as I sit here so still!

As I rise at your bidding, as I eat at your will.

I'm a small child of 10 with a father and mother, Brothers and sisters, who loved one 
another-

A young girl of 16 with wings on her feet,

Dreaming that soon now a lover she'll meet,

A bride soon at 20 - my heart gives a leap,

Recalling the vows that I promised to keep.

At 25 now I have young of my own

Who need me to build a secure happy home;

A woman of 30, my young now grow fast,

Bound to each other with ties that should last;

At 40, my young sons have grown and are gone,

But my man is beside me to see I don't mourn;

At 50 once more babies play around my knee,

Again we know children, my loved one and me.

Dark days are upon me, my husband is dead,



I look at the future, I shudder with dread,

For my young are all rearing young ones of their own. And I think of the years and the love 
that I've known; I'm an old woman now and nature is cruel-

Tis her jest to make old age look like a fool.

The body is crumbled, grace and vigor depart,

There is now a stone where I once had a heart,

But inside this old carcass, a young girl still dwells, And now and again my battered heart 
swells,

I remember the joy, I remember the pain,

And I'm loving and living life over again.

I think of the years all too few- gone too fast.

And accept the stark fact that nothing can last-

So open your eyes, nurse, open and see,

Not a crabbit old woman, look closer-

See Me.

Myself - Edgar Guest

I have to live with myself and so

I want to be fit for myself to know.
I want to be able as days go by,

always to look myself straight in the eye;

I don’t want to stand with the setting sun

and hate myself for the things I have done.

I don’t want to keep on a closet shelf

a lot of secrets about myself

and fool myself as I come and go

into thinking no one else will ever know

the kind of person I really am,

I don’t want to dress up myself in sham.

I want to go out with my head erect

I want to deserve all men’s respect;

but here in the struggle for fame and wealth



I want to be able to like myself.

I don’t want to look at myself and know 

I am bluster and bluff and empty show.

I never can hide myself from me;

I see what others may never see;

I know what others may never know,

I never can fool myself and so,

whatever happens I want to be

self respecting and conscience free.

In the gardens in the Rhondda by Idris Davies
In the gardens in the Rhondda

The daffodils dance and shine

When tired men trudge homeward

From factory and mine.

 

The daffodils dance in the gardens

Behind the grim brown row

Built amongst the slag-heaps

In a hurry long ago.

 

They dance as though in passion

To shame and to indict

The brutes who built so basely

In the long Victorian night.

The Tortoise and the Hare - the longer classical version (see end of the doc) 



‘Look at me!’ said the Hare to the other animals. ‘Just look how fast I can run.’

The Hare ran across a field as fast as he could. All the animals agreed that yes the Hare 
was very fast.

The Hare ran back. ‘See,’ he shouted. ‘I’m not even out of breath.’

‘Yeah, that was fast,’ said the Fox.

‘So who wants a race?’ said the Hare. ‘Anybody think they could beat me?’

None of the animals spoke.

‘See,’ said the Hare. ‘You’re all too scared to even try.’

‘I’ll have a go,’ said the Tortoise.

The Hare laughed. ‘You? The slowest creature in the whole world? I’m not wasting my time 
racing a Tortoise.’

‘What’s the matter?’ said the Tortoise. ‘Scared I might beat you?’

Some of the animals laughed at that so the Hare said, ‘Alright then, Tortoise. Let’s have a 
race...right now...then we’ll see who’s laughing.’

‘Not today,’ said the Tortoise. ‘We’ll race next week. Got to do a bit of training first.’

Next morning the animals watched the Tortoise do his ‘training’. First he did some gentle 
stretching exercises to warm himself up...and then he started to run.

‘Has he started running yet?’ asked the Fox.

‘Hard to tell with Tortoises,’ said the Badger. ‘He’s definitely moving.’

‘Is he?’ said the Fox.

‘Tortoise, are you sure about this?’ said the Crow. ‘I mean the Hare IS very fast and 
you...well...’

‘Don’t worry,’ said the Tortoise. ‘This is just day one. I’ll speed up. You’ll see.’

On the day of the race crowds of animals came to watch. The Tortoise slowly made his 
way to the starting line and then suddenly...the Hare arrived at top speed wearing a brand 
new track suit and four expensive-looking trainers.

‘The race starts here.’ said the Fox, pointing to a line on the ground. ‘And ends at that tree 
on the other side of the field. First one to touch the tree is the winner.’

‘Right, let’s get on with it,’ said the Hare. ‘Ready Tortoise? Ready to see some real speed?’

‘I’m ready,’ said the Tortoise.



‘Ready, steady...go!’ said the Fox and the race began.

The Hare roared off then stopped and looked back. The Tortoise was still crossing the 
starting line. The Hare ran back to the Tortoise.

‘Didn’t you hear him say go? You can start, you know.’

‘I have started,’ said the Tortoise.

‘Look,’ said the Hare. ‘You’re going so slowly I’m going to have a rest. Might even have a 
little sleep. I’ll finish the race when I wake up and still beat you by miles.’

The Hare lay down in the sun and fell asleep. The Tortoise kept going. Slowly, steadily he 
moved across the field and by evening time he was getting close to the finishing tree. Still 
the Hare slept on and now the animals started to get excited.

‘You know what? I think he might win,’ said a Rabbit.

‘I can’t believe it,’ said the Badger. ‘The Tortoise might actually win.’

The animals started to get excited and as the Tortoise got close to the finishing tree they 
started to cheer.

‘Come on, Tortoise!’ they shouted. ‘Nearly there. Keep going old friend. Keep going.’

But the noise of the cheering crowd woke up the Hare. He looked across the field, saw the 
Tortoise about to reach the tree and in a flash he was running.

The Tortoise heard the Hare thundering up behind him but he kept going...and going...and 
suddenly he was there. Just in time the Tortoise touched the tree with his nose. He’d done 
it. The Tortoise had beaten the Hare fair and square.

‘There you go,’ said the Badger. ‘Slow and steady’s sometimes better than fast and flashy.’

‘Not fair,’ said the Hare. ‘I was asleep. We have to run the race again. It’s not fair.’

But no-one was listening to the Hare.

What’s the Use of Myth?   by Craig Dobson
Where there should be a man

sown in seal’s skin, crowned

with bone from a sea king’s cave,

his features inked with nymph spell,

his fist round a silver cup of storm and thunder,



his feet on tricks to charm an otter to the grave,

his eyes bound with dew, his mouth stuffed

with mermaid song, his ears full of bird call

at the blooded edge of dawn, as men haul him

to the torn cliff and the patience of the waves …

where these should be, there’s me,

turning the litter of a tideline over:

a length of nylon rope, plastic bottles,

one broken toy, a lone shoe’s laceless eyes

bright among weed gobs and sea-worn bits,

the shards of crab and mussel shell,

the stinking ruin of a fish, this sea’s dull

recession where indifferent gulls wade

silent, beyond my halting progress

through the thin, grey fade of evening.

Litany for Dictatorships - by Stephen Vincent Benet 
For all those beaten, for the broken heads,

The fosterless, the simple, the oppressed,

The ghosts in the burning city of our time…

For those taken in rapid cars to the house and beaten

By the skillful boys with the rubber fists,

-Held down and beaten, the table cutting the loins

Or kicked in the groin and left, with the muscles jerking

Like a headless hen's on the floor of the slaughter-house

While they brought the next man in with his white eyes staring.

For those who still said "Red Front" or "God save the Crown!"

And for those who were not courageous

But were beaten nevertheless.

For those who spit out the bloody stumps of their teeth



      Quietly in the hall,

Sleep well on stone or iron, watch for the time

And kill the guard in the privy before they die,

Those with the deep-socketed eyes and the lamp burning.

For those who carry the scars, who walk lame - for those

Whose nameless graves are made in the prison-yard

And the earth smoothed back before the morning and the lime scattered.

For those slain at once.

For those living through the months and years

Enduring, watching, hoping, going each day

To the work or the queue for meat or the secret club,

Living meanwhile, begetting children, smuggling guns,

And found and killed at the end like rats in a drain.

For those escaping

Incredibly into exile and wandering there.

For those who live in the small rooms of foreign cities

And who yet think of the country, the long green grass,

The childhood voices, the language, the way wind smelt then

THE HARE AND THE TORTOISE 
Modern Version

A rabbit raced a turtle, 
You know the turtle won; 
And Mister Bunny came in late, 
A little hot cross bun!

Looking into your future by CJ Johnston

The soul that stands before me



Resolute proud and so astute

He knows where he is going

He follows his maps

But the light in his eyes

Like a beacon traps

All of the knowledge

All that is gained

From a life well lived

Despite the pain

For who can wonder

Who can tell

What was right and what was wrong

In spite of it all

Life is a journey

Which we all must tread

Through trouble and peace -  fear and dread

But to continue to strive

To continue to learn

Takes a soul that is willing

To continue to burn

Each step that he takes

On his own chosen path

Will lead him to face

Life's joy and wrath

So for you a fisher of men

Created like a Phoenix reborn

I hope you enjoy each step you take

And for all of the miles you have in your boots

I hope there are more to boot

C J 30th of June 1921 (revised by PL). Composed for a walker!



TOWER HAMLETS’ LIBERAL COUNCIL’

 
Trite little platitudes propounding tolerance,

Utilising Jargon that’s politically correct,

Hypocrisy hidden within each circumstance.

Complete insincerity the genuine affect.

 

Outright duplicity is the honest description

Public support concealing inner revulsions,

Working class blatancy’s the national front’s prescription,

sickening poisons causing future convulsions.

 
Nicholas Driver 1994
 
 
NIGHT -TIME BEACH

 
The crash of waves within my ears

Tries to wash away my tears,

For truth and beauty that didn’t last

And for those presents that have past.

 

The crunch of sand beneath my feet,

Marks out my path, its future street,

Compressed and crushed ‘til all seems strange.

But come the morn they’ll rearrange.

 

The specks of light within the sky,

contrast the dark that fills on high,

They offer hope within the gloom

That I’ll go home to my room.

 
Nicholas Driver 1992.


