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			GEORGIE JONES

			AND

			THE

			WORLD

			SPINS

			ANYWAY

			Burning Eye 

			Dedication

			For Smavvy, Mooms and the Farter Starter,

			because I’d get in trouble if I didn’t. 

			No, only (half) joking.  

			Does Anyone Know What We’re Meant to Be Doing? 

			I have not yet lived enough lifetimes

			to know what I am supposed to be doing in this one.

			Some days, I wake up 

			and make myself a lemon water. 

			Some days, I wake up 

			and eat a Cornetto 

			and half a packet of spicy peanuts,

			because I’m a grown-up and I can do what I want. 

			Some days, I am a productivity machine, 

			a capitalist’s wet dream; 

			I schedule things into Google calendars,

			use phrases like circling back and end of play.

			Some days, I lie on the floor 

			and whisper oh my god into the rug for forty-five minutes. 

			I think this is what they mean when 

			they talk about balance. 

			More often than not, I feel directionless,

			a compass needle in search of true north,

			in need of remagnetisation. 

			I don’t know who decided 

			adults weren’t allowed the bumpers up, 

			but I would love a little nudge in the right direction.

			My body is tired from all the treading water,

			my voice is hoarse from all the

			Is this right?

			Is this right?

			Is this right?

			

			I’m asking for validation 

			with the frequency and persistence 

			of a Norton AntiVirus alert. 

			There never comes a reply, 

			which means I don’t know how to tell 

			if we’re doing it right,

			but I do know that sometimes

			I rollerskate for three minutes without falling over,

			and it is wonderful. 

			I reread ‘The Orange’ by Wendy Cope 

			and it is wonderful. 

			I feed a goat a handful of Jacob’s crackers 

			and, granted, that one’s quite specific,

			but, you guessed it, it is wonderful. 

			At half past one, on a school night, 

			we find ourselves on stage at the Two Brewers 

			and it is wonderful. 

			I kiss my friends on the forehead 

			and it is wonderful. 

			I wait for the kettle to boil and decide 

			not to check my phone 

			and it is wonderful. 

			We wake up in the wilderness 

			with cold noses and fresh coffee 

			and it is wonderful. 

			The sun sets and my hair smells like saltwater and 

			say it with me now 

			it is wonderful. 

			And it is, isn’t it? But, more than that, 

			it feels like something close 

			to confirmation. 

			There are a hundred ways to live a life; 

			

			more, probably. 

			So, as long as you’re living, 

			I figure 

			you’re doing it right. 

			Right?

			When I first started doing poetry
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			When I first started doing poetry (and admitting it out loud), I adopted an intonation you might reserve for confessing you have a rash: sheepish, apologetic, followed by caveats. Yeah, I do poetry, but not in a wanky way. By which I suppose I meant ‘without tweed elbow patches or excessive use of pathetic fallacy’. 

			Poetry has a PR problem. Let’s just call a spade a spade. 

			It’s like cottage cheese or musical improv, in that most people have already decided how they feel about it and, regrettably, it’s not looking amazing. 

			I know, historically, I haven’t helped the cause, what with my tendency to side-eye the ancestors. But even when it’s going great, even when you’ve had a video go mildly viral or packed out a venue to its dusty little rafters, people will still tell you they don’t really like poetry. More often than not, they will later slide into your DMs to confess they actually didn’t mind this one. I’m like, babes, y’love it! You’re a heartbreak and a Moleskine notebook away from writing your own. 

			If you already write your own, you’ve likely been told poetry is a hard sell. I’ve been told this by agents, well-meaning distant relatives and a man I once dated (who, by the way, dived for golf balls as a profession and still considered me the one with frivolous career goals).

			But here we are. Persisting. Finding something worth scribbling about in the banal and the beautiful, the ordinary and the overlooked.

			I have found poems in parking tickets and badly microwaved meals and the strange, beautiful ache of remembering someone’s laugh. 

			I think poetry is magic (a shocking revelation from the poet, there). It’s a kind of magic I genuinely believe in. Not just as an art form, but as a way of looking at the world. 

			If you’re holding this book, maybe we’re related and you felt obliged. Maybe you like poetry. Maybe you’re trying to sleep with someone who likes poetry. 

			Whatever the reason, I’m glad you’re here. And, who knows, we might make a poetry fan of you yet.

			Everything Is Poetry If You’re in the Mood for It

			I’m on a second date with this guy;

			we’d been on a first date and had quite a nice time, 

			so we organised a second date

			(you know how dating works).

			Anyway, 

			this guy is going to town 

			on a little ramekin of aioli. 

			It’s a communal ramekin, by the way. 

			I just want you to bear that in mind 

			while you imagine him 

			scraping the sides with his index finger, 

			almost knuckle-deep, 

			twisting it round and then just

			(for want of a better word)

			rawdogging aioli 

			into his mouth. 

			He looks at me and says, 

			through mouthfuls of garlicky mayonnaise,

			Y’know, 

			not everything is poetry,

			and I’m like, uh 

			(clutching my pearls),

			I don’t know how to tell you this…

			Y’see that moth,

			frenzied and full of longing,

			the one that’s been throwing its little moth body

			at the street lamp for the past ten minutes 

			because it literally can’t imagine a world without brightness?

			Poetry.

			

			Or d’you remember when the waitress said ice cold,

			dropped casual similes into conversation

			through loose fingers

			like dice across a Monopoly board?

			Poetry. 

			The way neither of us have eaten The Last Chip, 

			but we both keep eyeing it, 

			watching it get slowly colder,

			and doesn’t love sometimes exist like that,

			occupying the space between what we really want 

			and what we’re willing to take? 

			That’s poetry. 

			And then he pulls a face 

			and I’m like oh, calm down,

			I’m not saying I’m in love with you, 

			it’s literally a second date, 

			God forbid a woman talk about metaphor. 

			Okay, moving swiftly on. 

			What about the way 

			people profess they are nursing a tea,

			like Earl Grey might need winding or burping 

			or, at the very least, to be cradled 

			between compassionate palms? 

			I mean, that’s basically Shakespearean. 

			What about the way 

			beetroot stains your fingertips pink, 

			or almond milk curdles in coffee,

			or the sound of floorboards creaking

			when nobody’s even walking on them, 

			as if the house just needs to clear its throat? 

			What about the bus stop 

			

			with its wet, warped bench, damp graffiti, 

			someone’s blunt-carved declaration,

			I woz ere, 

			as if being was ever something we had to prove?

			And you, 

			with your aioli devotion, 

			elbow on the table like you’ve had a long week, 

			but there is life in you yet. 

			It’s almost reverent, 

			how you push, then scrape 

			and swirl from the curve of the ramekin. 

			I mean, it’s one of the worst things 

			I’ve ever sat opposite, 

			but if I was in the mood, 

			you might just be poetry too. 

			As for the rest of it,

			the reflection of the moon on the water, 

			the knowledge that in Sweden they have a specific word for it 

			and the word is mångata

			which literally translates to mean moon street. 

			I mean, come on! 

			The way the fridge knocks its little light on

			every time you open the door, 

			or the half-second before a kiss,

			or IKEA’s Billy bookcase assembly instructions, 

			which might as well exist 

			as hieroglyphics for perseverance. 

			The voice notes you listen to on repeat 

			or the photos you don’t look at 

			but can’t bring yourself to delete 

			or the way this warm light 

			is falling on your face 

			or the fact that light is even something

			that can fall, and

			

			the sun is something we can catch,

			what is that 

			if not poetry? 

			He looks at me. For a long while. Pondering. 

			Then he goes, 

			Fair. 

			Like, sorry, that’s his entire response to everything I’ve just said. 

			And then, 

			D’you wanna go somewhere else for one more round? 

			I know a great wine bar by the Underground. 

			Wait a minute… 

			And, reader, I married that man. 

			Nah, just kidding, literally never saw him again.

			A Watched Phone Never Vibrates

			I am a calm, evolved person.

			I meditate (-ed, once, in June 2020, 

			but halfway through I got distracted 

			and started Googling is Timothée Chalamet short?).

			I am a capable woman, 

			a sophisticated woman.

			I drink cocktails with literal vegetables in them1. 

			I own a garlic press.

			Having said that, 

			I must confess, I do also look 

			at WhatsApp’s last online feature

			like a heartsick Victorian wife, 

			standing at the cliff edge, unblinking, 

			awaiting her husband’s return.

			The only slight difference being

			this man is not my husband,

			nor is he even on a boat;

			he’s just in Peckham, not texting me back. 

			The green dot is a beacon of hope,

			the last seen at 14.32 is a knife to the gut.

			He has seen my meme 

			and not replied, which is fine. 

			People get busy.

			I’m busy. 

			I need to check on my sourdough starter. 

			I need to swallow the pain 

			of knowing that at some point in recent history

			we existed in the same digital space,

			breathed the same 4G, or whatever,

			

			and he chose violence silence.

			I open WhatsApp, have a little check. 

			Quite quickly close it again. 

			Open it. 

			Close it. There are a million explanations, okay. 

			Reasonable ones. 

			He’s at work.

			He’s asleep.

			He’s been kidnapped.

			He’s being held hostage by a group of men who look identical to him, and it is incredibly confusing for the police.

			He didn’t find the meme funny. 

			No, that can’t be it. 

			He’s died.

			He’s fallen in love with someone else. 

			He’s just not that into me. 

			I open WhatsApp, have a little check. 

			Quite quickly close it again. 

			Open it. 

			Close it. 

			Open it, 

			scream into a cushion,

			close it. Google 

			what does it mean when someone is online 

			but not texting you?

			A watched phone never vibrates. 

			Until… it vibrates.

			I leap across the room. 

			Deliveroo can offer £7 off nachos. Google 

			best songs to cry to 2025.

			

			I open WhatsApp, have a little check, 

			quite quickly close it again. 

			I decide I don’t care.

			But, no, like, I actually don’t this time. 

			Throw my phone across the room,

			to prove it.

			It lands on my pillow like a baby bird,

			like a tiny sleeping fawn. 

			I miss it. 

			I crawl to it.

			Open it. Have a little check. 

			Close it again. 

			This is incessant. I’ve become obsessive. 

			Deep breath. I light a candle.

			Decide to become a woman who is above this.

			Just quickly, open it, have a little check, 

			close it again. 

			Yes. Good. Decide to become a woman who is above this. 

			I delete WhatsApp.

			I wonder if he’s aware of how online I’ve been, 

			how magnetic I am, with all that glimmering green. 

			I’ve just got so many people to message 

			if you disregard the seventeen unanswered texts, 

			friends long left on read, 

			left hanging like party balloons 

			the morning after, 

			ignoring people I love 

			in favour of obsessing 

			over one who is, at best, indifferent. 

			I reinstall WhatsApp.

			Have a little check. 

			

			Last online 14.47.

			Are. You. Kidding. Me?

			So now I’m eating nachos in bed, 

			because what else would I do with 

			a Thursday night and a quiet phone but 

			drip molten cheese on my pillowcases 

			as a substitute for closure? 

			Lick guacamole from my fingertips, 

			not even wondering 

			if he’s doing the same with somebody else,

			slurping pico de gallo from her belly button, 

			their bodies finding each other

			like two hard shell tacos in the packet, 

			like they invented intimacy. 

			Open WhatsApp, have a little check. 

			Quite quickly close it again. 

			He probably eats his nachos 

			with a knife and fork, anyway. 
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