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EDITORS’ FOREWORD



How do contemporary poets imagine the future? Your answer is between these covers. There are many kinds of future in here, and versions of our world that are recognisable in differing degrees. Poets look forward in different ways: some anxiously, some with hope, and some with resignation.


Some look into a distant, apocalyptic future; some take the moment we live in and nudge it very slightly beyond what we know; all explore their feelings about the present. This book is full of energy, prophecy, humour, despair, passion, anger, fear and love. It is sometimes indecent. It looks unflinchingly into the darkness, at the brutality of human nature and the fatbergs of our shadow selves.


This book is profoundly humanistic. It understands how high the stakes are, whether the future in question is that of a single person or the whole of humanity. It is deeply concerned with the question what is it to be human? It has some surprising answers.


What this book does not offer is carefree optimism. In these times where both the planet and Western politics appear to be at melting point, that is not a surprise. What is surprising is how little the book touches on current affairs. We mentioned the Trump Presidency in the blogs we wrote to accompany the call for submissions. Our poets did not. There is no Brexit in this book.


Instead, the prophecies in this book are varied; there are robots and floods. There is cryogenic thawing, strange music and occasionally a glint of hope for the future.


Perhaps what the book reflects is not so much our immediate fears as the fact that the foreseeable future is, almost by definition, a frightening place. For one thing, it is going to kill you. Even more annoyingly, it favours those already on the rise as we project current trends forward. It is the place where our most urgent fears are played out. When we anticipate the future, it is natural to take the aspects of our own time which are changing fastest – the ones we understand least and find most alienating – and amplify them.


This book looks forward with trepidation, not cynicism; with a profound sense of human fragility and an intense engagement with life. It is full of mischief and full of beauty. It contains a spirit which, fortified with a little optimism could transform the world.


But because the future is unknowable, let us stick with what we know. This is a collection of poems which had the power to take us somewhere unfamiliar and make us believe in it. We hope you enjoy them as much as we have.


SUZANNAH EVANS AND TOM SASTRY


NOVEMBER 2018
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THE FUTURE IS JUST A POINT IN TIME



To sit, conscious of occupying an arbitrary present, looking into the past or the future – this is a deviant act. It subverts our animal nature.


It creates a radical fiction: that the past and future are places we can imagine if not visit.


These places were never equals. The past has precedence. It has reproachful ancestors and heroes of improbable dimensions. It has a form.


The future has none of these. There is something disreputable about it.





PAMELA JOHNSON




counting



every ten seconds a wave breaks


swirls up the shore


forty babies are born


twenty into poverty, twenty people die


a hummingbird’s wings beat seven hundred times


lightning strikes the ground in a thousand places


ten thousand barrels of oil burn while the sun


flings five million tons of matter into space


and the universe expands by ninety-two miles


the next wave comes, drenching my boots





KARIN MOLDE




Mechanical Time is not the Creator’s



after Franz Radziwill


A bird with broken mechanics clanks its cuck-oo.
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