Gavin Ewart

The Irritation Of Life

The deepest irritation is the irritation of Life —
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what is it? why is it? we all of us ask u% 5”

and a million men shout
‘It's the wife!’, "‘?‘7{’&

but that's the music hall folklore, the cry of a working class Livwree amd

stuck with a marriage that was sometimes for good Yorth orbiol Kol

and quite often for bad; & crme @r«
‘Oh, alas,
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and alack!' was the cry of the poets, the sensitive ones — Py

t! suffer!’, "You suffer! 1;1|'|ﬂ.=.",»r told us ten times — e Frathol Gonrtd
ill the War Poets spoke: Y Gt
'Hear the guns! W : }4"
They can boom a confounding futility into your ear!’ ol fou 7
But it's not so dramatic — it's death by a thousand cuts — C?M
as the golfers all wail Wu fave a
"The missed putts!’ comaladive W

and the cricketers pronounced Caught, when they haven't hit the ball,

combine with the lovers in touch only by phone Hik M?’ ained
to complain day and night W(}?/
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have the devilish luck!” and the ilinesses gather round, amdd A enen the el

colds, cramps, cancers, indigestions that creep amel L
to the low and the top anvoid he Lastinclen
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