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1. Toads (1954)

By Philip Larkin (1922-1985)

Why should | let the toad work
Squat on my life?

Can’t | use my wit as a pitchfork
And drive the brute off?

Six days of the week it soils
With its sickening poison -
Just for paying a few bills!
That’s out of proportion.

Lots of folk live on their wits:
Lecturers, lispers,

Losers, loblolly-men, louts -
They don’t end as paupers;

Lots of folk live up lanes
With fires in a bucket,
Eat windfalls and tinned sardines -

They seem to like it.

Their nippers have got bare feet,
Their unspeakable wives
Are skinny as whippets — and yet

No one actually _starves_.

Ah, were | courageous enough
To shout, Stuff your pension!
But | know, all too well, that’s the stuff

That dreams are made on:

For something sufficiently toad-like

Squats in me, too;



Its hunkers are heavy as hard luck,

And cold as snow,

And will never allow me to blarney
My way of getting

The fame and the girl and the money
All at one sitting.

| don’t say, one bodies the other
One’s spiritual truth;
But | do say it’s hard to lose either,

When you have both.

https://www.thepoetryhour.com/poems/toads
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2. Something Nasty In The Bookshop

By Kingsley Amis

Between the Gardening and the Cookery
Comes the brief Poetry shelf;

By the Nonesuch Donne, a thin anthology
Offers itself.

Critical, and with nothing else to do,
| scan the Contents page,
Relieved to find the names are mostly new;

No one my age.

Like all strangers, they divide by sex:
Landscape Near Parma

Interests a man, so does The Double Vortex,
So does Rilke and Buddha.

“I travel, you see”, “I think” and “I can read"
These titles seem to say;
But | Remember You, Love is my Creed,

Poem for J.,

The ladies’ choice, discountenance my patter
For several seconds;
From somewhere in this (as in any) matter

A moral beckons.

Should poets bicycle-pump the human heart
Or squash it flat?
Man'’s love is of man’s life a thing apart;

Girls aren’t like that.

We men have got love well weighed up; our stuff
Can get by without it.
Women don’t seem to think that’s good enough;

They write about it.



And the awful way their poems lay them open
Just doesn’t strike them.
Women are really much nicer than men:

No wonder we like them.

Deciding this, we can forget those times

We stayed up half the night

Chock-full of love, crammed with bright thoughts, names, rhymes,
And couldn’t write.

https://allpoetry.com/Kingsley-Amis
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3. Hawk Roosting

By Ted Hughes

I sit in the top of the wood, my eyes closed.
Inaction, no falsifying dream
Between my hooked head and hooked feet:

Or in sleep rehearse perfect kills and eat.

The convenience of the high trees!
The air's buoyancy and the sun's ray
Are of advantage to me;

And the earth's face upward for my inspection.

My feet are locked upon the rough bark.
It took the whole of Creation
To produce my foot, my each feather:

Now | hold Creation in my foot

Or fly up, and revolve it all slowly -
| kill where | please because it is all mine.
There is no sophistry in my body:

My manners are tearing off heads -

The allotment of death.
For the one path of my flight is direct
Through the bones of the living.

No arguments assert my right:

The sun is behind me.
Nothing has changed since | began.
My eye has permitted no change.

| am going to keep things like this.

https://allpoetry.com/hawk-roosting
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4, Trees

BY MARK HADDON

They stand in parks and graveyards and gardens.
Some of them are taller than department stores,

yet they do not draw attention to themselves.

You will be fitting a heated towel rail one day
and see, through the louvre window,
a shoal of olive-green fish changing direction

in the air that swims above the little gardens.

Or you will wake at your aunt’s cottage,
your sleep broken by a coal train on the empty hill

as the oaks roar in the wind off the channel.

Your kindness to animals, your skill at the clarinet,
these are accidental things.

We lost this game a long way back.

Look at you. You’re reading poetry.

Outside the spring air is thick

with the seeds of their children.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/160746/trees-64baafe6b9ccd
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5. The Air Smelled Dirty

BY MARGE PIERCY

Everyone burned coal in our neighborhood,
soft coal they called it from the mountains
of western Pennsylvania where my father
grew up and fled as soon as he could, where

my Welsh cousins dug it down in the dark.

The furnace it fed stood in the dank
basement, its many arms upraised
like Godzilla or some other monster.
It was my job to pull out clinkers

and carry them to the alley bin.

Mornings were chilly, frost on windows
etching magic landscapes. | liked

to stand over the hot air registers

the warmth blowing up my skirts.

But the basement scared me at night.

The fire glowed like a red eye through
the furnace door and the clinkers fell
loud and the shadows came at me as
mice scampered. The washing machine

was tame but the furnace was always hungry.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/144512/the-air-smelled-dirty
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6. The Show-Storm

BY RALPH WALDO EMERSON

Announced by all the trumpets of the sky,
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the fields,
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air

Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven,
And veils the farm-house at the garden's end.
The sled and traveller stopped, the courier's feet
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed

In a tumultuous privacy of storm.

Come see the north wind's masonry.

Out of an unseen quarry evermore

Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer

Curves his white bastions with projected roof
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door.
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work
So fanciful, so savage, nought cares he

For number or proportion. Mockingly,

On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths;
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn;
Fills up the farmer's lane from wall to wall,
Maugre the farmer's sighs; and, at the gate,

A tapering turret overtops the work.

And when his hours are numbered, and the world
Is all his own, retiring, as he were not,

Leaves, when the sun appears, astonished Art
To mimic in slow structures, stone by stone,
Built in an age, the mad wind's night-work,

The frolic architecture of the snow.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/45872/the-snow-storm-56d22594aa595
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