DRINK THE MUSIC! EAT THE POEMS!
(UK POETRY AND SONG LIVE EVENT)

MGU SHIROKANE ART HALL 18 MAY 2023
‘REFLECTIONS’

PAUL HULLAH

If language is our greatest creation, then literature, of which poetry is the purest form,
is our reward. Writers, though they deny it, persevere because readers and listeners
praise and relish what they make. If a poem falls in a forest, and no one hears it...
Well, something’s missing. Without its audience, the written word is impotent. The
concept, appeal, nature, culture, meaning of a spectacle such as our May 2023 Drink
the Music! Eat the Poems! event affirm this synergy. Bigger than its component parts,
it’s empowering, inspiring gestalt. We are all word ‘users’ here, constantly composing
our story. The more language we can immerse ourselves in, the surer we can shape the

story we create.

Over a hundred pilgrims assembled in MGU Art Hall to enjoy our art and craft
tonight. The Romantics believed poetry is good for us: medicine for the soul, gateway
to goodness. We share that belief in poetry’s power to see the world in a grain of sand,
imagining and imaging the unknown from good bits of the knowable, gleaning the
unsaid from the palpable as Heaney wrote. Teaching us how to praise, evaluate, freely,

Auden proposed.

For me, poetry, written or sung, is an emotional diary: a way to make some sense of
things I'm not confident or sure about. Social media’s where we shout about politics
and try to reshape society now; poetry becomes our catharsis and comfort at home.
Our human(e) ‘emotional media’. Therapeutically sifting and sculpting language into
memorable bits of would-be life guidance: something beautiful and useful, as Wil-

liam Morris prescribed it. It is a symbolic embodiment of our human quest to make

213 _1-



DRINK THE MUSIC! EAT THE POEMS!

order out of chaos. I think therefore I am, but I leave these unique utterances therefore
I might, in some good way, remain. Our secret oozes out, Freud said. He also said that

wherever we go, a poet’s been there first.

Writing is ‘spelling’: casting spells. Maybe if we say it enough times, we will come to
understand it, and know ourselves a bit better. A defining characteristic of ‘poetic’
language is that it deliberately draws attention to itself. And people who do that most
skillfully, we can call ‘poet’. Such people epitomise the high regard with which elegant
eloquent expression is held in British culture, and the centrality that wit and rhetoric
and the written word and the sung song still hold in the hearts and minds of British

people like Hollie and Michael and me, and adopted Brits such as Nobu.

And often poetry’s a witty and wonderful way to say what we wouldn’t normally say.
Words we wish to say, want to say. ("Words I want to remember’, John Carey memorably
called literature.) So here’s Hollie, celebrating ‘things they told me not to like’, a critical,
thinking reaction to inherited ‘truths’ (sic). And Michael, extolling male friendship,
and the awful mental mess left by the sudden loss of a beautiful pal: things that men
are not supposed to speak about. And Nobu, using his ‘second language’ rather than
being used by it, songsmith with a singular vision, pristine blend of substance and
style, out-English-ing most English lyricists. And it’s not for me to say, but I think my
own poems are about love of language and love of being alive and trying to be good
at both those pursuits. A human perspective on what Victorians called ‘Betterment’,
perhaps? I don’t know. As Larkin says at the end of his Mr Bleaney poem: I don’t
know. All T can say is that an event such as this brings out the imposter syndrome in

me. I feel humbled in this company.

But here we are. Thanks to the Meiji Gakuin University Institute of Language and
Culture, and the English Department, for so generously supporting and sponsoring
this event, and all the staff members and students who've generously helped us get this
show the road. Poets, songsters, questers, pilgrims, crusaders, ordinary confused vul-
nerable sensitive souls. We’re all in it together, and we hope you enjoyed the evening.

We hope you took home something soothing and nice.

Poems have to be about something, just as life has to be about something. So best make it
something good. And art can truly offer us hitherto unnoticed options in this regard. At the
end of the day, that’s why it was so special and wonderful to host this event, see it through,

from conception to fruition, and give something (hopefully!) beautiful and useful to all my
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students and colleagues at MGU and everyone else who made the effort and came along and
supported this event. So lovely to have you all with us. So lovely to have dear Michael and
Hollie come all the way from Britain to perform for us and lift our spirits with their generous
eloquent gifts. And to welcome to the stage my former student and amazing talented friend
Nobu too: MGU should be proud of him and everything he does.

I felt such joy tonight. I could almost write some happy poetry now. I will try.

Paul x

(Photo: Kana Takahashi)
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MICHAEL PEDERSEN

What a total thrill it was to perform in The Art Hall of MGU on such a tantalising

and stellar line-up of word churners and sound makers.

The students arrived en masse, galvanised by the good Professor Paul Hullah, who
had promised them literary glory...and so the night delivered. Alongside students, it
was sublime to see humans from across the globe flock into the stunning space —
familiar faces from our previous visit and new fans of all the various acts on the
line-up, each as resplendent as the next. The venue’s circular grooves held them in our

thrall like a warm glove.

From our Hullah’s tender and trenchant opening poems, off into the wonderful filmic
world of the animator David Shrigley we cantered. It was rousing, thought-provoking
and joyous from the outset until the end. I have shared many spaces with the poetic
wonder Hollie McNish but to do so upon this stage in Tokyo is one that will stick

with me for forever.

(Photo: Kana Takahashi)
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Having Nobu close the show was a truly relishable moment, one that carried some
serious emotional significance. Us having had Nobu in the audience of our Neu!
Reekie! MGU Tokyo show back in 2015, nearly 8 years back to the very day. As a
former graduate of MGU the warmth and admiration in the room for him was palpable.

He delivered his songs with glitter and gusto.

All our books sold out with unbelievable speed after the show and the number of

interesting, quirky, and charming connections we made are near unending.

The post show Italian Pizzeria gave us European-hearted humans a chance to say

cheers to all the love and lustre of the night with bellies as full as our hearts.

Of course, we headed off to the karaoke booths to sing our celebrations into the small

hours. A cultural rite of passage, I'm sure you’ll agree.

The next morning, we awoke to reflect on a magnificent show that buoyed us up the
rest of the trip. No, this was not merely a trip but a quest, one that buoys us up still to

this day.
My thanks and love you wonderful humans. Soar well.

Michael x
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HOLLIE MCNISH

It is hard to expand on what Michael has written about this night so I won’t try! I

agree with everything he has said! It was an absolute joy.

Unlike Michael, however, this was my first gig in Japan, my first time in Japan full
stop, and it was the most glorious of gargantuan welcomes from Paul Hullah and all
of the students, both those who were helping with the event and those who came to

watch the show.

I had no idea what to expect from the country, the city, the university, the audience,
and the attentiveness, kindness, enthusiasm, and incredible hospitality was just over-

whelming,.

Paul’s timeless tingling poems, sweet and soppy in places, were a beautiful beginning
and to hear Nobu close the show in both English and Japanese was a real treat for me

on this visit, especially in such an intimate concert space.

(Photo: Kana Takahashi)
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It was a gorgeous blend of folk who rallied around to listen to the evening of poetry
and music; from the students of MGU to the local poetry enthusiasts and journalists,
to those from further afield now settled in Japan keen to hear their native tongue live,
and then a handful of mothers with daughters and book club pals on a night out, and
professors. What a terrific gaggle. The books also sold in record time which was so

kind.

As with most of my gigs, the mingling afters was fantastic, to meet and chat with so
many people now residing in Tokyo, and to go on a scoff my face with pizza after-

wards was equally delicious!

So thank you so much for having us, for putting on the night, and to Paul for his
unbelievable hospitality. To be able to tour somewhere I had only ever read about in

books and feel immediately at ease was just such a lovely thing.

Hollie x
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NOBUKI AKIYAMA
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Nobu x
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DRINK THE MUSIC! EAT THE POEMS!
*poetry, music, art & film from the UK & Japan*
6-8 pm Thursday 18th May 2023
Meiji Gakuin University Art Hall Tokyo

HOLLIE MCNISH
MICHAEL PEDERSEN
NOBUKI AKIYAMA (DYGL solo set)
PAUL HULLAH
- films from David Shrigley -

Meiji Gakuin University Shirokane Campus Art Hall
1-2-37 Shirokanedai, Minato, Tokyo 108-8636

Sponsored by
Meiji Gakuin University
Institute for Language and Culture & Department of English
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THURSDAY 18TH MAY 2023
POETRY, MUSIC, ART & FILM MEUJI GAKUIN UNIVERSITY,

FROM THE UK & JAPAN TOKYO - 6-8PM, FREE

HOLLIE McNISH
PAUL HULLAH

MICHAEL PEDERSEN
NOBUKI AKIYAMA yen ,

FILMS BY DAVID SHRIGLEY

sponsorep Bv: MELJI GAKUIN UNIVER STITUTE
MEIJI GAKUIN UNIVERSITY, SHIROKANE CAMPUS ART HALL  FOR LANGUAGE AND CULTURE (TEL . 03-5421-5213)
1-2-37 SHIROKANEDAI, MINATO, T 6, & DEPARTMENT OF ENGLISH (TEL. 1-5460
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