Five-sided Poem

I was planned but my twin wasn't.
My father got home from work
and said ‘Honey,

let’s try for a poet.

My twin's much better at this than me,
that's why he retrained as a chef.
No, I haven't heard from him in years.

Whatever the opposite of
music is playing.

Morning. On the posh side of town

a man in leather trousers

lies across the pavement

surrounded by single-portioned pizza boxes,
and everyone steps past him.

World, I lie here to keep time with you.



Birds Are the Things with Feathers

I've always loved an orthodoxy, but the older I got the more

I needed the world to be complicated needlessly

by symbolism. At eight I wrote a song about an oil rig

which began: ‘Oh, the oil rig has lots of things,

things for finding oil. Such promise.

Turns out I wasn't special, but. Like many of us

I fell into the habit of making grand comparisons

between utterly distinct phenomena. Well,

couldn’t a hawk be like a protractor?

Back then the only kind of revelation that mattered to me

was the jump scare. All I wanted was for each word in my poems
to be worth more than a feather’s weight in time.

Somewhere in the back of my head the voice of a moron spoke.
This is your one shot at immortality, Bramwell. Don't choke.

But then there were some memorable incidents with birds.

Once my father threw a stone at a seagull on the roof

and cracked the living room window: an eye-opener

to witness him making such a cloaca of himself. And others

birdless. The friend who lobbed a compacted snowball at his own

living room window, so to give his stoned flatmate a fright.

Top floor tenement — smashed it outright. Genius.

I can't even begin to describe the meaning of these events.

It's like trying to delineate grief from hope.

One is a hawk never managing to stay dry and the other is
remembering
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the thing’s basically waterproof as it angles its head up into

the rain —
oh aye it's raining in this poem too by the way sorry to mention
that good old autumn rain falling as ever for no real reason
today, falling on prehistory and kitchen window alike.
Its target doesn’t matter much. Its aim is true.

Birds have two wings — grand. But here’s Zuangzi:
‘Don't let what is human dominate what is heavenly.
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[ Have No Idea How They Make
Fairy Liquid

someone once told me this was

their favourite line of mine

ever since I've been trying to find
space

for it in poems where it doesn't belong

thought it would work in the one about the shampoo
but no
shite

where did it come from,

this heavenly formulation?

a zoom call where thirty-

three poets all had to improvise one line
and if yours was the best

you got to win the forward prize

maybe this one’ll win the backward

when I said it

I 'was just looking over at the sink
practising my poor man’s mindfulness
observing the world around me

and my ignorance of it

not trying to change anything
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this might be my main ‘theme’

but that doesn’t mean the line is mine
none of them are

I'm an instrument for something else
a digital piano that if you opened it up
you wouldn’t understand the wiring
unless you were some kind of
handyman for the soul

after all my hours of writing poems
(let’s say ten thousand and one)

I've never been able to understand Why
anyone would ask anyone

what do you write about?

what don't you write about
that is the question

13



