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         Praise for Wendy Cope and  Two Cures for Love:
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘An opportunity to read the best of her work in one volume. It reads as freshly as it did when she first found form twenty years ago as the most accomplished and discerning of parodists. Her justly celebrated (and extremely genial) jokes at the expense of T. S. Eliot, John Berryman and Geoffrey Hill among others are testimony to her command of form – seen also in sonnets, triplets, villanelles and ballades. But Cope also has a special second gift, for investing the most ordinary (but important) of emotions – sentimental memories of parents, unrequited love for impossible men – with comic dignity.’ 
 Alan Brownjohn, Sunday Times
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘Wendy Cope is that very rare thing in the poetry world: a good poet that people actually read.’ 
 Daisy Goodwin, Daily Telegraph
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘Cope has an extraordinarily canny sense – quite rare among poets – of what will engage the reader’s attention.’
 Dana Gioia, Poetry Review
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘It is worth pointing out that without the heart the jokes would not be so good.’ Robert Nye, The Times
         

         
             

         

         ‘She should be given a medal for the number of reluctant readers of poetry, of all ages, she’s laughingly and tunefully returned to the fold.’ Ambit
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘A jet-age Tennyson.’ London Review of Books 
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            Preface

         
 
         My first collection of poems, Making Cocoa for Kingsley Amis, has featured on a couple of A-level syllabuses in recent years. When I first learned about this I was pleased to have been chosen by the examination boards but I did have some doubts about the suitability of the book for school pupils. It includes a number of parodies and other literary jokes that can’t mean much to readers who haven’t encountered the works they refer to. Sixth-form students might have read Wordsworth and T. S. Eliot but I didn’t think many of them would be qualified to appreciate a parody of Craig Raine or Geoffrey Hill.
         
 
         Some of my visits to schools confirmed these misgivings. In one school the pupils had been encouraged to look in my poem ‘Budgie Finds His Voice’ for evidence of my attitude to environmental issues. They hadn’t understood that the poem is a parody of Ted Hughes. When I explained this they were disappointed and tried to argue that it might, none the less, say something about Wendy Cope’s views on pollution and global warming. I had to be very firm. And I was uncomfortable, because the last thing I want to do is undermine teachers in front of their students.
         
 
         The idea for this book grew out of that experience and others like it. It seemed to me that some notes would be helpful to teachers and students, and might be appreciated by other readers too. Some teachers and other readers suggested that a wider selection of my work in one volume would be useful, so I have chosen poems from all three of my collections, together with a few new ones. I’ve also included a small number of poems that, for one reason or another, were omitted from earlier books but now seem to me worth publishing here.
         
 
         The usual practice, when putting together a selection of one’s poems, is to group together poems that originally appeared in the same collection. I didn’t want to do that. My collections are miscellanies. Keeping poems together just because they originally appeared together would have made no sense and I am glad of the opportunity to rearrange them here. Anyone who wants to know which book a poem first appeared in can find that information in the notes.
         
 
         When my second and third books were published some reviewers, understandably assuming that all the poems were new, came to erroneous conclusions about my development. In fact, both those books included poems that could have been in an earlier volume. The notes to this book say when each poem was written. Now and again, going through an old notebook, I find a poem I never got around to typing out but which seems to me worth publishing. Then there are poems that got typed but subsequently forgotten because I decided they were no good. Occasionally, looking at such poems years later, I realise I was wrong. For example, ‘Names’, published in Serious Concerns (1992), was written in the early 1980s and spent a decade in a file labelled ‘Failures’ because the first person I showed it to didn’t like it. That person was not my editor at Faber – the poem didn’t get as far as being considered for inclusion in my first book. But at least I didn’t throw it away.
         
 
         Since I easily lose confidence in my work, I have been fortunate in having editors who were willing to spend time helping me decide what to publish. Craig Raine worked with me on the first book, Christopher Reid on the second, and Paul Keegan on the third (and on this selection). I thank them for their patience and their advice. And I’d like to take this opportunity to thank Blake Morrison, whose evening classes at Goldsmiths College I attended in the late 1970s and early 1980s. Blake’s excellent teaching and his encouragement were of great importance in helping me to become a publishable poet. Thanks, too, to Lachlan Mackinnon, for re-reading many of my poems and helping me put this book together.
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               By the Round Pond

            
 
            
               
                  You watch yourself. You watch the watcher too –
 
                  A ghostly figure on the garden wall.
 
                  And one of you is her, and one is you,
 
                  If either one of you exists at all.

               
 
               
                  How strange to be the one behind a face,
 
                  To have a name and know that it is yours,
 
                  To be in this particular green place,
 
                  To see a snail advance, to see it pause.

               
 
               
                  You sit quite still and wonder when you’ll go.
 
                  lt could be now. Or now. Or now. You stay.
 
                  Who’s making up the plot? You’ll never know.
 
                  Minute after minute swims away.

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               The Uncertainty of the Poet

            
 
            
               ‘The Tate Gallery yesterday announced that it had paid £1 million for a Giorgio de Chirico masterpiece, The Uncertainty of the Poet. It depicts a torso and a bunch of bananas.’ – Guardian, 2 April 1985
               

            
 
            
               
                  I am a poet.
 
                  I am very fond of bananas.

               
 
               
                  I am bananas.
 
                  I am very fond of a poet.

               
 
               
                  I am a poet of bananas.
 
                  I am very fond,

               
 
               
                  A fond poet of ‘I am, I am’ –
 
                  Very bananas,

               
 
               
                  Fond of ‘Am I bananas,
 
                  Am I?’ – a very poet.

               
 
               
                  Bananas of a poet!
 
                  Am I fond? Am I very?

               
 
               
                  Poet bananas! I am.
 
                  I am fond of a ‘very’.

               
 
               
                  I am of very fond bananas.
 
                  Am I a poet?

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               The Sitter

            
 
            
               Vanessa Bell, Nude, c.1922–3, Tate Britain
               

            
 
            
               
                  Depressed and disagreeable and fat –
 
                  That’s how she saw me. It was all she saw.
 
                  Around her, yes, I may have looked like that.
 
                  She hardly spoke. She thought I was a bore.
 
                  Beneath her gaze I couldn’t help but slouch.
 
                  She made me feel ashamed. My face went red.
 
                  I’d rather have been posing on a couch
 
                  For some old rake who wanted me in bed.
 
                  Some people made me smile, they made me shine,
 
                  They made me beautiful. But they’re all gone,
 
                  Those friends, the way they saw this face of mine,
 
                  And her contempt for me is what lives on.
 
                  Admired, well-bred, artistic Mrs Bell,
 
                  I hope you’re looking hideous in Hell.
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               Walter Richard Sickert, Bathers, Dieppe, 1902, Walker Art Gallery, Liverpool
               

            
 
            
               
                  Maman et Papa au bord de la mer.
 
                  Aujourd’hui il fait beau. I remember it well.
 
                  Voilà Armand, in the corner down there,
 
                  With Maman et Papa au bord de la mer!
 
                  Oh, bored, c’est le mot. I tear out the hair
 
                  As we limp through ce livre avec Mademoiselle.
 
                  Maman et Papa au bord de la mer.
 
                  Il fait beau. I remember it only too well.
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               Tich Miller

            
 
            
               
                  Tich Miller wore glasses
 
                  with elastoplast-pink frames
 
                  and had one foot three sizes larger than the other.

               
 
               
                  When they picked teams for outdoor games
 
                  she and I were always the last two
 
                  left standing by the wire-mesh fence.

               
 
               
                  We avoided one another’s eyes,
 
                  stooping, perhaps, to re-tie a shoelace,
 
                  or affecting interest in the flight

               
 
               
                  of some fortunate bird, and pretended
 
                  not to hear the urgent conference:
 
                  ‘Have Tubby!’ ‘No, no, have Tich!’

               
 
               
                  Usually they chose me, the lesser dud,
 
                  and she lolloped, unselected,
 
                  to the back of the other team.

               
 
               
                  At eleven we went to different schools.
 
                  In time I learned to get my own back,
 
                  sneering at hockey-players who couldn’t spell.

               
 
               
                  Tich died when she was twelve.

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            
               Names

            

            
               
                  She was Eliza for a few weeks

                  When she was a baby –

                  Eliza Lily. Soon it changed to Lil.

               

               
                  Later she was Miss Steward in the baker’s shop

                  And then ‘my love’, ‘my darling’, Mother.

               

               
                  Widowed at thirty, she went back to work

                  As Mrs Hand. Her daughter grew up,

                  Married and gave birth.

               

               
                  Now she was Nanna. ‘Everybody

                  Calls me Nanna,’ she would say to visitors.

                  And so they did – friends, tradesmen, the doctor.

               

               
                  In the geriatric ward

                  They used the patients’ Christian names.

                  ‘Lil,’ we said, ‘or Nanna,’

                  But it wasn’t in her file

                  And for those last bewildered weeks

                  She was Eliza once again.

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         

         
            
               Present

            

            
               
                  On the flyleaf

                  of my confirmation present:

                  ‘To Wendy with love

                  from Nanna. Psalm 98.’

               

               
                  I looked it up, eventually –

                  Cantate Domino.
                  

                  I knew the first two verses

                  and skimmed the rest.

               

               
                  Thirty-five years afterwards,

                  at evensong on Day 19

                  the choir sings Nanna’s psalm.

                  At last, I pay attention

               

               
                  to the words she chose.

                  O sing unto the Lord

                  

                  a new song. Nanna,
                  

                  it is just what I wanted.

               

            

         

      

      
    

  


End of sample
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