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The Greenhouse Effect
Fleur Adcock

As if the week had begun anew - 
and certainly something has:
this fizzling light on the harbour, these
radiant bars and beams and planes
slashed through flaps and swags of sunny vapour.
Aerial water, submarine light:
Wellington's gone Wordsworthian again.
He'd have admired it -
admired but not approved, if he'd heard
about fossil fuels, and aerosols,
and what we've done to the ozone layer,
or read in last night's Evening Post
that 'November ended the warmest spring
since meteorological records began'.
Not that it wasn't wet:
moisture's a part of it.

As for this morning (Friday),
men in shorts raking the beach
have constructed little cairns of evidence:
driftwood, paper, plastic cups.
A Segull's gutting a bin.
The rain was more recent than I thought:
I'm sitting on a wet bench.
Just for now, I can live with it.

Hurry Up Please, It’s Time

John Powell Ward

They saved the rain in butts; took pulp and jars
To the new recycling plant; they halved
Their electricity and bore the single bulb
Of a furtive lamp; they adapted the car
To clean-fuel specification. They grew carrots
And turned the Sunday papers into compost.
They walked or bicycled instead of drove;
They put on heavy sweaters and thick
Socks, and thus cut down their central heating.
They considered the lilies, how they grow,
And read their secondhand books, still wondering 
If even Solomon’s wisdom could suffice
To save the human venture that began
In Eden; its art, its buildings and its law.
But I can’t tell you how this all worked out;
Its hour had not yet come; only
The unaborted children who survive
Will know of that, staring at their hands 
Like monkeys, asking what to do next.


One World Down the Drain 
Simon Rae

[26 May 1990]

It's goodbye half of Egypt
       The Maldives take a dive
And not much more of Bangladesh
     Looks likely to survive.

Europe too will alter,
    Book flights to Venice now.
It won't be there in fifty years -
      Great City Pity, Ciao.

        But we don't care
        We won't be there,
           Our acid greenhouse party
        Will carry on
        Until we're gone,
            So bad luck Kiribati

- And all the other atolls
     That sink beneath the seas,
The millions who will suffer from
     Drought, famine and disease.

The weather map is changing
     But what are we to do?
Let's have another conference on
      The ills of CO2

          Oh global warming
          's habit-forming,
                   But do not rock the boat;
          We're doing our best,
          Although we're pressed
              (The future has no vote

