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Silke, Denis, Georgia, Kasper,


thanks for your help and talent.


For your inspiration,


Sarah, Mike and the Bar Tenders


at Tomsky.


...with Ruby




"I've been totally convinced for twenty, odd years, that I'm


just suffering from a comprehensively nervous, breakdown.


Standing within my own morality,


questioning if I really have the time"


(In conversation with Kasper...Berlin, 2018)





Wipe, Fresh


You can tell so much about a writer


by what they clean off their computer


screen and what with.


I just cleaned red wine, tobacco and


other nefarious stains off mine. Using


spit on an old used sock.


It has...and always will be the words


that matter. Not what you're writing on


or with, that validates relevance.





Bums like me


Sometimes I think on my life


as fairly pointless. A day consisting of


walking around the park, sitting in


coffee shops, watching people contend


with more needed aspects of life.


A Police officer on her morning break,


rifling a bagel down neck, whilst


agreeing through a shoulder mounted


radio..slurp, chew, tear.


The suntanned construction worker,


hiding his 11am ice cold beer, smashing


something with something else.


A pressured doctor, screaming at his


telephone, pops pills as breath mints.


Trash men sweating in mid morning sun.


Mother tending annoying child.


Future leaders on school trips, arguing


over plastic toys and salty sticks.


Homeless men selling CD's and tapes


of the Rock Band he used to be, from


a threadbare tartan shopping cart.


Fat shop assistants blowing smoke


through sunlight, whilst expertly


bitching out co-workers and fashion


trends and anything...for all time.


Then me, this observant misanthrope,


nosing my way in, for the splittest


of seconds. Making up words,


on a relentless journey,


towards lies and dirty feet.


So every time I see my life pointless.


I retreat to a bustled train station


report on a world you just don't see.


Rushing through busily ignoring,


the difference in me.


Five minute lives happening


at this solitary someplace.


As I drink a frozen latte,


watching multiple stories...


...Clung to this shinny dampened


pebble, hurtling through infinity,


misunderstanding control for empathy.


Convinced nowhere is coming,


and nowhere is good.


So dance more confidently,


for you're right


not misunderstood.





New Excuse


Head turned,


sucker punched into


thinking I had control.


Amounting to an identical


experience, dismantling promise.


Same excuses


executed by a boastful amateur.


One more chance,


to throw it all away.


Same embarrassments


to float the informer


raising his chin,


awaiting the blow down, this


once rested contender waits.


Left only to recant


arrogant statements


amid computerised apologies,


to people he doesn't actually know.





Waiting for morning


...of these clean mornings


before the chaos starts.


This town air rests neatly


on rendered skies.


Last night's mistakes hidden


under a facade of


white washed trees


awaiting exhaust fumes.


Hung over patrons,


uninterested in the hustle.


Actors waiting to transform, hastily


coughing out last night cigarettes,


dressing up to become


someone less important


and never understanding


that statement.


Road workers sharpening their tools,


trash men collect.


Money drones sharpening their minds


for blunting.


Nurses and bus boys


stand in bussed lines,


as bar tenders come off


last night's exhausting shift.


All things happening


as a poet sits in his


comfortably fumed office.


Gazing through unwashed windows,


on undeveloped land


upon which


idiots can shop


and chat and dream.


All of them expecting


that great thing to happen.


The spectacular now,


waiting to be bought,


wrangled from the closed hand


of a baby


ingesting culture through gurgles.


They wait to be brought into existence


by people like me.


The actor wanting to be made iconic,


nurses waiting to be made heroes,


bartenders waiting for the next big tip.


As the world is waiting to wake up, I


sit amongst the chaos,

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
beat the grass

A COLLECTION OF
POEMS BY ROBERT GRANT





