Airedale Blues              d’après W.H. Auden
Stop all the clocks, cut off the bells,

Let dinner ladies not make cabbage smells.

Let chalk no more on blackboard squeal,

Throw out the Banda and the reel-to-reel.

Let scruffy urchins into toilets run

To scribble the sad message He Has Gone.

Put crepe bows round the white necks of probationers,

Requisition black ink from the county stationers.

He was our North, our South, our East and West,

Our bus duty and our spelling test.

Who’ll now provide those special needs? 

Who’ll now wind up those fans of Leeds?

The poetry primers are not wanted now: put out every one;

Shut up your Shakespeare, dismantle dusty Donne;

Pour away his tea-dregs and sweep up his crumbs.

Play one last thunderous roll upon the drums,

Then cónsign cupboards of old coursework to the dustbin,

Stack the chairs once more, burn down his ancient terrapin.

And just forget him, nor  seek out his sequel,

For where’er you look, you will not find his equal.

