They fuck you up, your mum and dad.
They may not mean to, but they do.
They fill you with the faults they had
And add some extra, just for you.

But they were fucked up in their turn
By fools in old-style hats and coats,
Who half the time were soppy-stern
And half at one another's throats.

Man hands on misery to man.
It deepens like a coastal shelf.
Get out as early as you can,
And don't have any kids yourself.



I wander'd lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host of golden daffodils,
Beside the lake, beneath the trees
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretch'd in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw I at a glance
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: -
A poet could not but be gay
In such a jocund company!
I gazed - and gazed - but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought.

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills
And dances with the daffodils.

I'm ten years away from the corner you laugh on with your pals, Maggie McGeeney and Jean Duff. The three of you bend from the waist, holding each other, or your knees, and shriek at the pavement. Your polka-dot dress blows round your legs. Marilyn.


I'm not here yet. The thought of me doesn't occur in the ballroom with the thousand eyes, the fizzy, movie tomorrows the right walk home could bring. I knew you would dance like that. Before you were mine, your Ma stands at the close with a hiding for the late one. You reckon it's worth it.


The decade ahead of my loud, possessive yell was the best one, eh? I remember my hands in those high-heeled red shoes, relics, and now your ghost clatters toward me over George Square till I see you, clear as scent, under the tree, with its lights, and whose small bites on your neck, sweetheart?


Cha cha cha! You'd teach me the steps on the way home from Mass, stamping stars from the wrong pavement. Even then I wanted the bold girl winking in Portobello, somewhere in Scotland, before I was born. That glamorous love lasts where you sparkle and waltz and laugh before you were mine. 








And if it snowed and snow covered the drive�he took a spade and tossed it to one side.�And always tucked his daughter up at night�And slippered her the one time that she lied. �And every week he tipped up half his wage.�And what he didn't spend each week he saved.�And praised his wife for every meal she made.�And once, for laughing, punched her in the face.


And for his mum he hired a private nurse.�And every Sunday taxied her to church.�And he blubbed when she went from bad to worse.�And twice he lifted ten quid from her purse. 


Here's how they rated him when they looked back:�sometimes he did this, sometimes he did that.
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Bottomless pits. There's on in Castleton,�and stout upholders of our law and order�one day thought its depth worth wagering on�and borrowed a convict hush-hush from his warder�and winched him down; and back, flayed, grey, mad, dumb.��Not even a good flogging made him holler!��O gentlemen, a better way to plumb�the depths of Britain's dangling a scholar,�say, here at the booming shaft at Towanroath,�now National Trust, a place where they got tin,�those gentlemen who silenced the men's oath�and killed the language that they swore it in.��The dumb go down in history and disappear�and not one gentleman's been brough to book:��Mes den hep tavas a-gollas y dyr��(Cornish-)�'the tongueless man gets his land took.' 








No, no, go not to Lethe, neither twist�Wolf's-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine;�Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss'd�By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine;�Make not your rosary of yew-berries,�Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be�Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl�A partner in your sorrow's mysteries;�For shade to shade will come too drowsily,�And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul. 


But when the melancholy fit shall fall�Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,�That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,�And hides the green hill in an April shroud;�Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,�Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave,�Or on the wealth of globed peonies;�Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,�Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,�And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.


She dwells with Beauty--Beauty that must die;�And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips�Bidding adieu; and aching Pleasure nigh,�Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips:�Ay, in the very temple of Delight�Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran shrine,�Though seen of none save him whose strenuous tongue�Can burst Joy's grape against his palate fine;�His soul shalt taste the sadness of her might,�And be among her cloudy trophies hung.











