
Flowers 
Some themes are popular throughout literary forms. 

Love, for example, is pressed into service across the 

board: novels, poetry, plays, song lyrics, film scripts.  

I would guess that when sermons were an important 

literary form that love was a popular subject there 

too. From the poems of Sappho, through Romeo and 

Juliet, right through to Ordinary People, love will find 

a way whatever type of literature we look at. 

 

Flowers aren’t like that. In fact, as themes go, they 

blossom at quite the other end of the spectrum. 

There are almost no novels, or plays about flowers. 

Oh, they might put in a fleeting appearance at the 

end of Chapter Seven. Kiera Knightly might cut some 

roses, briefly, in a Pride and Prejudice adaptation, 

but these scenes aren’t about flowers. There is a well 

received book called The Language of Flowers 

(Vanessa Diffenbaugh 2011) about a florist, but 

flower books, films, plays and (I am guessing again) 

sermons, are very thin on the ground. 

 

 

Poems about flowers, on the other hand, are abso-

lutely legion. Many of our old friends at writers have 

penned flower poems: Robert Frost, Blake, Dylan 

Thomas; Emily Dickinson predictably wrote lots. 

Wordsworth is famous for his daffodils and Coleridge 

penned a flower poem or two too. 

But I wanted to look at someone we have not featured 

before: Wendy Cope 

I seem to have missed out on Wendy Cope, somehow, 

though she is an extremely popular contemporary  

British poet. I thought her poem, Flowers was wonder-

ful. As you will see, it isn’t about actual flowers, you 

might almost say it is about the about the absence of 

them. About absence, anyway. 

 

Flowers 

 

Some men never think of it. 

You did. You’d come along 

And say you’d nearly brought me flowers 

But something had gone wrong. 

 

The shop was closed. Or you had doubts — 

The sort that minds like ours 

Dream up incessantly. You thought 

I might not want your flowers. 

 

It made me smile and hug you then. 

Now I can only smile. 

But, look, the flowers you nearly brought 

Have lasted all this while. 

by Wendy Cope  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vanessa_Diffenbaugh


 

He Tells Her  (from, If I Don’t Know) 
 
(for Ruth B.) 
 
He tells her that the Earth is flat – 
He knows the facts, and that is that. 
In altercations fierce and long 
She tries her best to prove him wrong. 
But he has learned to argue well. 
He calls her arguments unsound 
And often asks her not to yell. 
She cannot win. He stands his ground. 
 
The planet goes on being round. 
 
 
She is a dab hand at a flower themed haiku too! 
 
Haiku: Looking Out of the Back Bedroom Window 
Without My Glasses 
 
What's that amazing 
new lemon-yellow flower? 
Oh yes, a football. 

Wendy Cope is a famously witty poet and, though 

very popular, this seems to have led to her getting a 

reputation of a writer of less serious “light verse” in 

some quarters. But I think her poetry is subtle and 

moving. Not all her poetry is funny but sometimes it is 

the witty work that hides a poignant subtext. For ex-

ample, the line in Flowers, ‘Now I can only smile.’ 

Why? The implication is that the man who nearly 

brought her flowers is dead, certainly sundered from 

her in some way, as she can no longer hug him. 

 

Her first poetry collection, Making Cocoa for 

Kingsley Amis was published in 1986 and enjoyed 

great success 

 

There is a Radio Four Book Club interview with Wendy 

Cope here. Be warned that it touches on themes of 

depression and suicidal thoughts (albeit briefly). 

 

https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/play/p00fpwkr 

 

As well as an undeserved reputation as being a writer 

of mere ‘light verse,’ she has also been described as a 

‘man hater’ (discussed in the linked radio show) which 

seems to me even more absurd.  As she points out in 

the broadcast, her poem Bloody Men is not anti men 

at all (rather the reverse) but some, it seems, judge a 

poem by its title! 

Trent Park, North London was the home 

Of war poet Siegfried Sassoon’s cousin 

Prompts:  If ‘Flowers’ seems too big and general try 
narrowing it down to a particular flower, your  fa-
vourite, perhaps. Or think of an occasion in which 
flowers played a part. Your flowers can be literal 
flowers in a haiku, symbolic flowers in a sonnet, real 
flowers from a memoir or entirely imaginary 

Wendy Cope 

Wendy Cope 

https://www.bbc.co.uk/sounds/play/p00fpwkr

