
He Liked London a Lot 

Natalia Garber 
www.goodplanetpoem.org  

He liked London because rich people were dressed simply here. He was dressed simply as 

well when he arrived at Harrods: a jacket, a shirt, nice trousers, a cylinder, a cane. He couldn’t 

have dressed much more simply – the final image lacked even a tie. 

What then? Everyone on the street turned around to look at him: “Hey, he looks like a 

peacock!” But as he was not fluent in English he could not understand what they were saying. 

What’s more, the adults in the crowd whispered quietly, and their eyes kept a distance worthy of 

the British. The youth loudly taunted him and pointed their fingers at him, but their bolt was soon 

shot: they were naughty children. Additionally, half of them were mulattoes, like he was. Hot 

blood! 

Hence, our hero just smiled around and lifted the cylinder in response to the laughter and 

hooting, and he decided for himself that the London public liked him well enough. 

Being in a good mood, he slowly dragged himself to Buckingham Palace muttering, “Dressed 

as a London dandy, he finally saw the high society…” Without bothering to think whether the 

public was allowed to come in the Palace that day or not, the traveler entered the gates, walked 

along the path of the garden between tall, perfectly cut bushes, and found himself at a wide lake. 

He turned around and saw…the Queen. 

She was sitting, lost in a reverie, and a small, white British dog was playing at her feet. Our 

hero was very glad to see Her Majesty because she was dressed almost as simply as he was: a 

hat, a suit, gloves, and shoes. Everything was very stylish and modest and, most importantly, 

exactly in the latest fashion he was familiar with. 

Now he had to decide how to approach the Queen. He thought as follows: “The times are quite 

democratic today, and I’m not an unknown person. So I’ll take a walk and have a pleasant 

conversation with a noble person. And then I will write a poem or, perhaps, a story. And if the 

Muse is being capricious, then I’ll return home and just think up a story for my friends – and let 

them guess, whether it happened or not.” 

With those thoughts, he puffed out his chest and slowly approached Her Majesty, respectfully 

playing with his cane. He bowed and was about to say something, but she looked at him and 

said: “Ah, yes, Pushkin, ah, yes, a whoreson!”* And the British dog barked, echoing her: “Ah, 

yes!” 

Russian best poet thought a bit, then took a worn notebook out of his pocket and wrote down 

in pencil: 

In the highest London society 
My picky Muse with variety 
Doesn’t want some proper relations, 
And I cannot argue with patience. 
He put the notebook back in his pocket, bowed, and went on. The park was magnificent, and 

the light poetic lines began to spin in his head. 

  
Comment: 

Antiphrasis is the rhetorical device of saying the opposite of what is actually meant. That the 

opposite is meant is intended to be obvious. For example: 

“My tragedy is over; I read it aloud, alone, and clapped my hands, and shouted, “Ah, yes, 

Pushkin! Ah, yes, a whoreson!” 

From the letter “The Sun of Russian Poetry” from Aleksandr Pushkin to his friend, the poet and 

chairman of the Russian Historical Society, Petr Vyazemsky, devoted to the completion of 

Pushkin’s tragedy “Boris Godunov” (http://samlib.ru/a/alec_v/pushkin-boris-godunov-

bilingual.shtml), 1825. 
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