
    [image: ]

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Jubilee Lines 
            
 
            60 POETS FOR 60 YEARS
            
 
            
               [image: ]
               

            
 
            edited by
            
 
            CAROL ANN DUFFY
            

         
  
         
            
               [image: ]
               

               
                  
               

            

         
 
      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Contents
 
            
               [image: ]
               

            

         
 
         
            Title Page
            
 
            CAROL ANN DUFFY Preface 
            
 
            
                

            
 
            1953 DANNIE ABSE Winged Back 
            
 
            1954 FLEUR ADCOCK The Royal Visit 
            
 
            1955 GILLIAN CLARKE Running Away to the Sea 
            
 
            1956 DOUGLAS DUNN Class Photograph 
            
 
            1957 ELAINE FEINSTEIN On not dying young 
            
 
            1958 MICHAEL LONGLEY 1958 
            
 
            1959 GEORGE SZIRTES Meeting Walt 
            
 
            1960 ROY FISHER The Air 
            
 
            1961 GEOFFREY HILL Between the Cherubim 
            
 
            1962 BRIAN PATTEN Sixteen 
            
 
            1963 RUTH FAINLIGHT World Events 
            
 
            1964 ROGER MCGOUGH Events & Happenings 
            
 
            1965 GRACE NICHOLS Sweet Fifteen 
            
 
            1966 LIZ LOCHHEAD PHOTOGRAPH, Art Student, Female, Working Class 
            
 
            1967 MIMI KHALVATI Glose: The Summer of Love 
            
 
            1968 HUGO WILLIAMS 1968 
            
 
            1969 CHRISTOPHER REID The Clearing 
            
 
            1970 KIT WRIGHT The Year Nijinsky Won the Triple Crown 
            
 
             
            1971 DAVID HARSENT M.A.D. 
            
 
            1972 WENDY COPE 1972 
            
 
            1973 JOHN AGARD The Centenarian 
            
 
            1974 VICKI FEAVER 1974 
            
 
            1975 ANDREW MOTION The Convoy of Tears 
            
 
            1976 SARAH MAGUIRE To a Ladybird 
            
 
            1977 IMTIAZ DHARKER 1977 (I am quite sure of this) 
            
 
            1978 ALAN JENKINS Between 
            
 
            1979 MAURA DOOLEY Life and Land, Thursday May 3rd, 1979 
            
 
            1980 SUJATA BHATT 1980 
            
 
            1981 JOHN BURNSIDE Tommy McGhee, Corby Works 
            
 
            1982 SIMON ARMITAGE Task Force 
            
 
            1983 FRED D’AGUIAR The Year as a Muscle 
            
 
            1984 ROBERT CRAWFORD 1984 
            
 
            1985 SEAN O’BRIEN Another Country 
            
 
            1986 ROBIN ROBERTSON The Halving 
            
 
            1987 JO SHAPCOTT The Great Storm 
            
 
            1988 LACHLAN MACKINNON 1988 
            
 
            1989 ROBERT MINHINNICK At a Dictator’s Grave 
            
 
            1990 PHILIP GROSS Home 
            
 
            1991 ANTONY DUNN Eighteen 
            
 
            1992 MONIZA ALVI Marlene Dietrich 
            
 
            1993 IAN DUHIG Fermat’s Lost Theorem 
            
 
            1994 PATIENCE AGBABI Chunnel/Le Tunnel sous la Manche 
            
 
             
            1995 GLYN MAXWELL 1995 
            
 
            1996 MICHAEL SYMMONS ROBERTS The Party Wall Act 1996 
            
 
            1997 DON PATERSON The Big Listener 
            
 
            1998 JEAN SPRACKLAND International Year of the Oceans 
            
 
            1999 JACKIE KAY Margaret Kirk née Baxter 
            
 
            2000 RACHAEL BOAST Greenwich 
            
 
            2001 LAVINIA GREENLAW Monolith 
            
 
            2002 IAN MCMILLAN Saturday the Eleventh of August 2002 
            
 
            2003 COLETTE BRYCE The Search 
            
 
            2004 OWEN SHEERS 2004 
            
 
            2005 JACOB POLLEY The Box 
            
 
            2006 TISHANI DOSHI Love Poem Disguised as an Elegy 
            
 
            2007 HEATHER PHILLIPSON Within the Cooling-off Period 
            
 
            2008 CLARE SHAW In the space of that year 
            
 
            2009 SINEAD MORRISSEY Home Birth 
            
 
            2010 LORRAINE MARINER Eyjafjallajökull 
            
 
            2011 HELEN MORT The Anthropocene 
            
 
            2012 CAROL ANN DUFFY The Thames, London 2012 
            
 
            
                

            
 
            About the Editor
            
 
            Also by Carol Ann Duffy
            
 
            Copyright
            
 
            
            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            Preface
 
            
               [image: ]
               

            

         
 
         Queen Elizabeth II was ten when her father became King  George VI upon the abdication of his elder brother, the  uncrowned Edward VIII; her father’s early death, aged  fifty-six, sixty years ago this year  of 2012, resulted in her coronation in Westminster Abbey,  aged twenty-six, on 2 June 1953. The Queen has received twelve prime ministers,  from Sir Winston Churchill to David Cameron, and she is  the second longest serving British monarch after Queen  Victoria. Jubilee Lines explores these sixty extraordinary  years with a newly commissioned poem for each year, and  in doing so brings together sixty UK and Commonwealth  poets. In ‘Winged Back’, his poem for 1953, the Welsh  poet Dannie Abse recalls the ‘linseed willow-sound | of  Compton and Edrich winning the Ashes’, but a shadow  falls in the next line of the poem where he reminds us that  ‘Elsewhere, Troy always burning’. Sure enough, Gillian  Clarke and Douglas Dunn are alert not only to the embryonic  rock’n’roll of Bill Haley (soon to be blown away like  a dandelion clock by the arrival of Elvis Presley) but to the  crises in Suez and Hungary, the ‘tanks in Budapest’. (This  sense of vigilance is common throughout the anthology in poems by, among others, Sean O’Brien and Robert  Minhinnick.) Meanwhile, a newly-pregnant Fleur Adcock  (‘Pregnancy was a little bit rude’) stands in the crowd during  a Royal visit to her native New Zealand and Michael  Longley (like Adcock, a future recipient of the Queen’s  Gold Medal for Poetry) reads Classics at Trinity College,  Dublin where, in 1958, he first meets his wife-to-be of fifty  years.
         
 
         The poems offer a fascinating mix of the personal and  the public, the political and the poetic. We read here of  the revolution in Cuba, the Cold War, The Beatles, the  assassination of President Kennedy; of Ruth Fainlight’s  doomed literary friendship with Sylvia Plath; of CND,  feminism and The Female Eunuch. Wendy Cope writes  humorously about hippies and Simon Armitage alliteratively  about the Falklands War. Imtiaz Dharker, dancing  in Glasgow to the Bee Gees, reminds us that Steve  Biko, Groucho Marx, Robert Lowell and Elvis all died  in 1977, by which time the Queen had been on the throne  for a quarter of a century. Elsewhere, we find  Ronald Reagan, John Lennon, Lester Piggott, Edward  Heath, Marlene Dietrich, Saddam Hussein, Indira  Ghandi, Valentina Tereshkova and (courtesy of Ian  McMillan – who else? – ) Barnsley Football Club. There  are poems which recall the Miners’ Strike, Greenham  Common, the Great Storm of 1987, the Berlin Wall and  the Millennium.
         
 
         Amid this, the individual voices of the poets are always  personal and particular and variously accessible or complex,  free or formal – a truly democratic mix. Some of our  best-known and senior poets are represented here alongside  new or young poets at the start of their careers.  Putting the poems together, 1953–2012, I was struck by  how swiftly the sixty years seem to pass, compressed into  the individual moments of the poems, fossils of what they  were, and was reminded again that all poetry is concerned  with time. The subjects of these poems range from birth  to bereavement, their soundtracks include The Doors,  Otis Redding and Pink Floyd; assembled, they are time-travel  in words. ‘We will not be this way again,’ writes  Antony Dunn in ‘Eighteen’, his poem for 1991. Jacob  Polley, for 2005, writes ‘suddenly you have your own |  empty head in your hands’. And from Helen Mort, in her  ‘Anthropocene’ for 2011, we read ‘We’ve changed the  world as much as asteroids | or earthquakes off-the-scale  once did’.
         
  
         I thank all the poets here for their generosity in participating  in this project and for adding Poetry’s voice to the  Diamond Jubilee, 2012, in sixty poems which reflect on  who we were, where we have been, and what we have  done.
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               1953
 
               DANNIE ABSE
               
 
               Winged Back

            
 
            
               Strange the potency of a cheap dance tune.
               
 
               – NOEL COWARD
               

            
 
            
               
                  One such winged me back to a different post-code,
 
                  to an England that like a translation
 
                  almost was, to my muscular days
 
                  that were marvellous being ordinary.
 
                  365 days, marvellous;

               
 
               
                  to an England where sweet-rationing ended,
 
                  where nature tamely resumed its capture
 
                  behind park railings. Few thorns. Fewer thistles;
 
                  to Vivat Regina and the linseed willow-sound
 
                  of Compton and Edrich winning the Ashes.

               
 
               
                  Elsewhere, Troy always burning. Newspaper stuff.
 
                  The recurring decimal of calamity.
 
                  Famine. Murder. Pollinating fires.
 
                  When they stubbed one out another one flared.
 
                  Statesmen lit their cigars from the embers.

               
 
               
               
 
               
                  They still do. With every enrichment
 
                  an injury. They bicker and banquet,
 
                  confer and dally, pull on cigars that glow
 
                  with blood-light. And the year 1953,
 
                  like the arson of Troy, is elsewhere. Ashes.

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               1954
 
               FLEUR ADCOCK
               
 
               The Royal Visit

            
 
            
               
                  I took my baby to see the Queen.
 
                  He was not yet born, but she wouldn’t wait.
 
                  She was wearing an evening gown
 
                  of silver brocade, although it was lunchtime;
 
                  but then she was opening Parliament.

               
 
               
                  I had on a maternity smock –
 
                  it wasn’t the thing to parade your bulge,
 
                  even for a respectable woman
 
                  like me, married more than a year.
 
                  Pregnancy was a little bit rude.

               
 
               
                  It took five minutes from my house,
 
                  facing the bulk of Tinakori Hill,
 
                  to Parliament and the sunshiny crowds.
 
                  I didn’t wave, but the baby inside me
 
                  waggled his limbs in a loyal kick.

               
 
               
               
 
               
                  SS Gothic was chugging south
                  
 
                  around the coastline to scoop up the Queen
 
                  from Bluff on a date long preordained.
 
                  Meanwhile biology and hormones
 
                  were organising my own rendezvous.

               
 
               
                  Two months later, when I’d turned twenty
 
                  and given birth, I’d find myself chanting
 
                  ‘I’ve got a B.A. and a B.A.B.Y.’
 
                  I could almost believe my life would glide on
 
                  with the smoothly oiled timing of a royal tour. 

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               1955
 
               GILLIAN CLARKE
               
 
               Running Away to the Sea

            
 
            
               
                  It might have been heatstroke, the unfocussed flame of desire
  
                  for a name in a book, a face on the screen, the anonymous
                  
  
                  object of love. Two schoolgirls running like wildfire,
 
                  bunking off through dunes to the sea, breathless.

               
 
               
                  We were lost and free, East of Eden.
 
                  It was James Dean, Elvis, Bill Haley and the Comets.
 
                  It was Heartbreak Hotel on the gramophone.
 
                  It was Heathcliff by torchlight in bed after lights-out.

               
 
               
                  The dunes were molten glass. We slowed to a dawdle,
 
                  rippling sand with our toes, grains of gold
 
                  through our fingers, on our skin, in our hair,
 
                  without words to say why, or who, or where.

               
 
               
                  This I remember. The hour was still, bees
 
                  browsing sea-lavender, and beyond the dunes
                  
  
                  the channel as blue as the Gulf of Araby,
 
                  a name from the drowse of a day-dreaming lesson,

               
 
               
                  sun on the board, the chalk, Sister’s hand, a far-away
 
                  voice, as if heard through water, murmuring rosaries:
 
                  Egypt, the Red Sea, the Bitter Lakes, Suez.
 
                  A psalm of biblical names called Geography.

               
 
               
                  That was the last day the world stood still. In a year
 
                  there’d be tanks in Budapest, over Sinai bombers on the move,
  
                  and I’d be in the streets on the march against war,
 
                  as Empires loosened their grip. It was almost like love.

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               1956
 
               DOUGLAS DUNN
               
 
               Class Photograph

            
 
            
               
                  We were Elizabethan girls and boys,
                  

                  Too young for politics, too old for toys.
                  

                  Then Hungary and Suez changed all that,
                  

                  Or so it feels in tired old retrospect.
                  

                  Nostalgia corrodes the intellect.
                  

                  It makes you want to eat your coat and hat.
                  

               
 
               
                  One foot in childhood, one in adolescence,
 
                  Rock Around the Clock made far more sense
                  
 
                  Even than The Battle of the River Plate –
                  
 
                  Stiff upper lips and Royal Navy dash,
 
                  Its Technicolored brio and panache
 
                  Heroic, gore-less, brilliant, out of date.

               
 
               
                  Like Ovaltineys in their Start-rite shoes –
 
                  It catches up on you, it really does,
 
                  This looking back, this old class photograph.
 
                  Be-blazered in our uniforms and ties
 
                  (Who he? Who she?) – pensioners in disguise
                  
 
                  As who they were, a pictured epitaph.

               
 
               
               
 
               
                  Pillar-boxes still red (though not much else is)
 
                  And the scarcely visible orthodoxies
 
                  All still in place, plus global urgency,
 
                  Destructive wars abroad … And yet, God bless
 
                  Democracy, dissent, and the NHS
 
                  Which underpins our civic decency.

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               1957
 
               ELAINE FEINSTEIN
               
 
               On not dying young

            
 
            
               
                  In blinding sunlight on streets wet with rain
 
                         I brought my first son home
 
                  into our shabby flat near Free School Lane.

               
 
               
                  It was Cambridge weather: late February,
 
                               a cold wind at the sill,
 
                  and shillings needed for the gas meter.

               
 
               
                  You were fixing the radio, preoccupied
 
                        with plugs and trailing wires.
 
                  I let my body feed our sturdy child.

               
 
               
                  When was it, maybe ten days later ?
 
                              that sudden flood of red –
 
                  a lake of blood on the bathroom floor,

               
 
               
                  then a stretcher under the stars, and voices:
 
                        ‘The idiots left a swab inside her.’
                  
 
                  ‘Will she live?’ I counted down to four:
                  

               
 
               
               
 
               
                  Death hath ten thousand several doors
                  
 
                              I would not enter,
 
                  waking, with my left arm strapped to a board.

               
 
               
                  They brought my baby to me when he cried,
 
                        I was too weak to hold him,
 
                  but my milk still flowed. And you were there,

               
 
               
                  whispering, while I drowsed, breathing
 
                              the newly unfamiliar scent
 
                  of that wild flower – life.
                  

               

            

         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            
               1958
 
               MICHAEL LONGLEY
               
 
               1958

            
 
            
               
                  I lodged above a poetry collection, all
 
                  The Irish poets accumulating on Victor
 
                  Leeson’s shelves in Dublin’s Wellington Road,
 
                  Reflections in his shiny baby grand.

               
 
               
                  Bach preludes, Pears toilet soap, bacon smells,
 
                  My melancholy first Michaelmas Term,
 
                  Cycling to rediscover Nausicaa
 
                  In Stanford’s class, Odysseus hiding his sex.

               
 
               
                  Over breakfast Victor said nothing at all
 
                  And I had little to say. ‘Two eggs please.’
 
                  No poetry yet, none of that craziness,
 
                  Calypso, Penelope, where were the girls?

               
 
               
                  Greek Verse Composition and Latin Prose,
 
                  Conundrums, three-dimensional crossword
 
                  Puzzles, I banged my head. ‘The beautiful
 
                  Things are difficult,’ Stanford quoted.

               
 
               
               
 
               
                  The Latin love-elegy came true for me
 
                  Eventually, when I held her hand
 
                  During Les Enfants du Paradis
                  
 
                  In the Astor cinema along the quays.

               
 
               
                  Fifty years later, in the catalogue
 
                  Of Victor Leeson’s poetry books, I find
 
                  Like a digamma my name, and we talk
 
                  In silence over the breakfast table.
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