the poetry platform
Friends of Glossop Station

A SELECTION OF THEMED,
THOUGHT-PROVOKING POEMS
CHOSEN FOR THE TRAVELLER BY
THE FRIENDS OF GLOSSOP STATION

Places
inPoetry

The Rolling English Road
by G. K. Chesterton (1874 - 1936)
GILBERT KEITH
CHESTERTON, one of
the dominating figures
of literature in the early
twentieth century,
wrote about seemingly
every topic, in every
genre, from journalism
to plays, poetry to
I knew no harm of Bonaparte and plenty of the Squire,
crime novels. He
And for to fight the Frenchman I did not much desire;
would debate long
But I did bash their baggonets because they came arrayed
and hard on any topic
with his friend and
To straighten out the crooked road an English drunkard made,
Where you and I went down the lane with ale-mugs in our hands, frequent verbal
sparring partner, the
The night we went to Glastonbury by way of Goodwin Sands.
noted Irish playwright
George Bernard Shaw.
His sins they were forgiven him; or why do flowers run
Chesterton began his
literary career as a
Behind him; and the hedges all strengthening in the sun?
The wild thing went from left to right and knew not which was which, manuscript reader for
a London publishing
But the wild rose was above him when they found him in the ditch. house, but he soon
God pardon us, nor harden us; we did not see so clear
moved into writing art
The night we went to Bannockburn by way of Brighton Pier.
criticism. When his
friends formed a
journal, the Speaker,
My friends, we will not go again or ape an ancient rage,
he contributed a series
Or stretch the folly of our youth to be the shame of age,
of articles, and soon
But walk with clearer eyes and ears this path that wandereth,
began writing for the
And see undrugged in evening light the decent inn of death;
London Daily News. As
more people began
For there is good news yet to hear and fine things to be seen,
taking notice of his
Before we go to Paradise by way of Kensal Green.
work he published
his first book of poetry,
far removed from his column-writing. But
there was close connection between his
poetry and his everyday journalism, T. S.
Eliot described Chesterton’s poetry as
being 'first-rate journalistic balladry' a
characteristic of all Chesterton's work.
In his verse, as in all his writings, his first
aim was to comment on the political and
social questions of the day."
Most of Chesterton's literary output was
non-fiction, in his thousands of columns
for various periodicals, but he is probably
best remembered today for his fictional
mystery series about Catholic priest and
amateur detective, Father Brown.

Before the Roman came to Rye or out to Severn strode,
The rolling English drunkard made the rolling English road.
A reeling road, a rolling road, that rambles round the shire,
And after him the parson ran, the sexton and the squire;
A merry road, a mazy road, and such as we did tread
The night we went to Birmingham by way of Beachy Head.

LONDON
by John Davidson (1857–1909)
Athwart the sky a lowly sigh
From west to east the sweet wind carried;
The sun stood still on Primrose Hill;
His light in all the city tarried;
The clouds on viewless columns bloomed
Like smouldering lilies unconsumed.
“Oh sweetheart, see! How shadowy,
Of some occult magician’s rearing,
Or swung in space of heaven’s grace
Dissolving, dimly reappearing,
Afloat upon ethereal tides
St. Paul’s above the city rides!”
A rumour broke through the thin smoke,
Enwreathing abbey, tower, and palace,
The parks, the squares, the thoroughfares,
The million-peopled lanes and alleys,
An ever-muttering prisoned storm,
The heart of London beating warm.

JOHN DAVIDSON was born in
Barrhead in Renfrewshire in 1857, a
son of the manse. He spent his
childhood years in Greenock, and
after working as a pupil-teacher
and briefly attending Edinburgh
University, taught in schools in
Glasgow and Perth. In 1889 he
removed to London where he
made his living as a journalist and
critic. His poems chronicled urban
working class life, and his sense of
outrage at the poverty of the
ordinary man, is expressed by the
much-anthologised ‘Thirty Bob a
Week’. Despite his early popularity
financial difficulties constantly
plagued Davidson and he had no
choice but to continue in the
journalism he disliked to support
his family. Sadly the money worries,
combined with ill-health and
depression, drove him to commit
suicide in 1909.
The Scottish Poetry Library

Extract from…

The Old Vicarage, Grantchester
by Rupert Brooke
(at Café des Westens, Berlin, May 1912)

Oh, is the water sweet and cool,
Gentle and brown, above the pool?
And laughs the immortal river still
Under the mill, under the mill?
Say, is there Beauty yet to find?
And Certainty? and Quiet kind?
Deep meadows yet, for to forget
The lies, and truths, and pain? . . . oh! yet
Stands the Church clock at ten to three?
And is there honey still for tea?
Few writers have provoked as much divisive opinion as English poet RUPERT
CHAWNER BROOKE (1887–1915). A national hero even before his death at the age
of 27. With its unabashed patriotism and graceful lyricism, his work was revered
and his early death only solidified his image. Handsome, charming and talented,
the Irish poet W. B. Yeats described him as "the handsomest young man in England".
Between his graduation from Cambridge in 1909 and the start of World War I in
1914, Brooke spent most of his time writing and travelling. His poetry during this
period, which emphasised themes of love and nature, resembled that of other
poets of his generation, including D.H. Lawrence, John Drinkwater and Walter de
la Mare a group which came to be known as the Georgian poets (named after
England's king at the time). The group’s works reflected idealistic preoccupations
with rural, youthful motifs with Brooke, along with many of his friends enjoying time
in the countryside, bathing naked in local streams and sleeping in the open air,
activities which earned them the sobriquet of "neo-pagans."
"The Old Vicarage, Grantchester", Brooke's contribution to Georgian Poetry, was
written in mid-1912 during one of the most turbulent periods in his life after
experiencing a crisis—confusion over his sexuality and a frustration caused by the
rejections of the woman he loved. Penned later in a café in Germany it remains
one of his most popular poems remembering the small village near Cambridge
where Brooke lived for a time after 1909.

A Little While,
A Little While

A LITTLE while, a little while,
The weary task is put away,
And I can sing and I can smile,
Alike, while I have holiday.

Haworth, in verse, by Emily Bronte …

Where wilt thou go, my harassed heart-What thought, what scene invites thee now
What spot, or near or far apart,
Has rest for thee, my weary brow?
There is a spot, 'mid barren hills,
Where winter howls, and driving rain;
But, if the dreary tempest chills,
There is a light that warms again.
The house is old, the trees are bare,
Moonless above bends twilight's dome;
But what on earth is half so dear So longed for - as the hearth of home?

EMILY JANE BRONTË died from tuberculosis on
19 December 1848 leaving just one novel,
Wuthering Heights, and a collection of poetry
to posterity. That was more than enough to
establish her as one of the world’s most
celebrated writers and the most mysterious
member of the literary family from Yorkshire that
we all know and love.
Born on 30 July 1818 at 74 Market Street in
Thornton, Bradford, Emily was the fourth
daughter of Maria Branwell and Irish clergyman
Patrick Brontë (1777-1861). In 1820, just after
her youngest sister Anne was born, the
Brontë’s, along with her four older siblings,
Maria, Elizabeth, Charlotte and Patrick Branwell
“Branwell”, moved to the village of Haworth
where Patrick had been appointed rector.
The 1830s and ‘40s were dangerous times in
Haworth, with civil unrest and Chartists on the
march. Patrick Brontë kept a gun: not trusting
his wayward son Branwell, he chose to teach
Emily how to shoot. She loved her shooting
practice becoming so proficient she rarely
missed the centre of a target. Family friend,
John Greenwood, told how a proud Patrick
would say: ‘how cleverly you have done, my
dear girl. Oh, she is a brave and noble girl! She
is my right-hand, nay the very apple of my eye!’
The bold text in the poem highlights the extract
used on the Poetry Platform display

The mute bird sitting on the stone,
The dank moss dripping from the wall,
The thorn-trees gaunt, the walks o'ergrown,
I love them - how I love them all!
Still, as I mused, the naked room,
The alien firelight died away;
And from the midst of cheerless gloom,
I passed to bright, unclouded day.
A little and a lone green lane
That opened on a common wide;
A distant, dreamy, dim blue chain
Of mountains circling every side.
A heaven so clear, an earth so calm,
So sweet, so soft, so hushed an air;
And, deepening still the dream-like charm,
Wild moor-sheep feeding everywhere.
That was the scene, I knew it well;
I knew the turfy pathway's sweep,
That, winding o'er each billowy swell,
Marked out the tracks of wandering sheep.
Could I have lingered but an hour,
It well had paid a week of toil;
But Truth has banished Fancy's power:
Restraint and heavy task recoil.
Even as I stood with raptured eye,
Absorbed in bliss so deep and dear,
My hour of rest had fleeted by,
And back came labour, bondage, care.

Extracted from

OXFORD
by Lionel Johnson
City of weathered cloister and worn court;
Gray city of strong towers and clustering spires:
Where art's fresh loveliness would first resort;
Where lingering art kindled her latest fires.
Where on all hands, wondrous with ancient grace,
Grace touched with age, rise works of goodliest men:
Next Wykeham's art obtain their spendid place
The zeal of Inigo, the strength of Wren.
Where at each coign of every antique street,
A memory hath taken root in stone:
There, Raleigh shone; there, toil'd Franciscan feet;
There, Johnson flinch'd not, but endured alone.
There, Shelley dream'd his white Platonic dreams;
There, classic Landor throve on Roman thought;
There, Addison pursued his quiet themes;
There, smiled Erasmus, and there, Colet taught.
And there, O memory more sweet than all!
Lived he, whose eyes keep yet our passing light;
Whose crystal lips Athenian speech recall;
Who wears Rome's purple with least pride, most right.

After studying at
Winchester College and
New College, Oxford
LIONEL PIGOT JOHNSON
(1867 - 1902) went to
London to pursue a
literary career as a writer.
An English poet and
critic, notable for his
fastidious and wistful
lyrical poems, is mainly
remembered as a typical
representative of the
“tragic generation” of the
1890s, which suffered
from the world-weariness
of decadence and
melancholy.

That is the Oxford, strong to charm us yet:
Eternal in her beauty and her past.
What, though her soul be vexed? She can forget
Cares of an hour: only the great things last.
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