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			Praise for Harry Baker

			Harry Baker’s way with words is entirely fascinating. His mathematical genius meets with the wonder of a golden retriever let loose on the beach and creates poetry which is completely unique, never clichéd and always guaranteed to take you on a personal journey. Only he can make wellies a metaphor for living life bravely yet openly flawed. His ability to see through to the very bones of life using the most random subject matters as a starting point, is mesmerising to me. This book will make you smile, laugh, cry and most importantly read things twice and twice again, to better feel the many meanings of his deep-dives into the soul. He also gives much insight into the art of creating poetry, lifting the curtain a little for the curious to learn more. A triumph Harry! An absolute glitterball, party buffet, plethora of a poetry and prose picnic. Do yourself a favour; purchase this book, then seek out Harry reciting his words, for that is when the magic really truly happens. 

			Donna Ashworth
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			Wonderful

			Harry Baker

			Burning Eye 

			Dedication

			For Little Star.

			I’m so excited 
for all of it.  

			Epigraph

			The object isn’t to make art. 
It’s to be in that wonderful state 
which makes art inevitable.

			Robert Henri

			Intro

			How long does it take to write a poem?

			This is one of the most common questions I am asked when I do school visits, along with What is your favourite dinosaur? and Are you famous?1 I feel myself going into autopilot with my answer, saying that some poems come very quickly and feel very exciting, whereas some poems take a lot longer and have to be chipped away at, but that on average it’s probably a month or two from that initial spark to something that I feel ready to share with people. At which point they gasp because, I assume, they have only been alive for a couple of months themselves, so that feels like a very long time. 

			I go on to tell them it’s a bit like a musical instrument 
or a sport where the more you practise, the easier it gets. I then often lead a writing workshop where I give them about fifteen minutes to come up with something new, which in the context of the above doesn’t feel very fair at all.

			While all of this is true, an equally honest answer would be I don’t know. My first book of poems, The Sunshine Kid, came out when I was twenty-two years old. It was everything I had ever written up to that  point and it coincided with me deciding I was going to be a full-time poet, which was exhilarating and terrifying and liberating and paralysing, and I had  no idea what that actually looked like (spoiler alert: it’s the second-best decision I ever made). It took me eight years to put together my second collection Unashamed, and it will have been just under two years from that being released to this little baby coming out. By this logic it will be six months before Book Four hits the shelves and you’ll have just over seventeen hours to read Book Seven before the next one is on its way, which to be honest is quite stressful to even joke about.

			But I have been practising. As much as I think every writer aspires to improve on a technical level, (and poems such as ‘Ingrid’ show I am as obsessed as I have ever been on that front), the thing I have really been putting the hours into is cultivating my sense of wonder. To not just be amazing but to be amazed. From the very direct action of documenting small things that bring me joy to the more unexpected challenge of finding the glory of God in postcodes, it is this intangible sense of awe and wonder that may not have modules dedicated to it in poetry courses, but that I believe is as urgent and necessary and worth investing in as any literary technique I have ever come across.

			The other reason I believe this collection came  together quicker than the last book is that I no longer need every poem to do all of the things all of the time. 
Gone are the days of three-minute poetry slams where everything I wrote wanted to be a bit funny, a bit clever, a bit meaningful and then a bit judged at the end of it. Each of the poems in this book has been given enough space to be exactly what it needs to be, and as a result it includes some of my favourite (and most varied!) work to date. From language nerds to pudding enthusiasts, I hope there is something for everyone, and more importantly I hope there is something for you. Perhaps it will inspire you to try to write your own poems, plan your own funeral, or just buy some new wellies. If nothing else, I hope it encourages you to practise seeing the world with a bit more wonder. In the meantime, I am off to get to work on the next one.

			New book, new me, right?

			New book, new me, right?

			I love the ritual of a new year. A chance to look back 
and look forward. In recent years I have skipped the more specific resolutions to go for one overall vibe to guide the year by. Previous mantras include Let Harry Be Harry, Do More Cool Stuff and Look After Your Big Rocks.2 This year’s mantra was the slightly bolder Be a Legend and Have a Great Time, and, I’ll be honest, the fact that you are holding this book in your hands is as great and legendary as it gets for me. 

			Despite this well-trodden path of not setting myself 
up for disappointment by keeping things nice and  vague, last year I also made the mistake of adding in two ridiculously specific (and specifically ridiculous) new year’s resolutions that then failed spectacularly. The first was to do a 5 km run the first week of the year (so far, so good) and then add 1 km every week (uh-oh) so that by the end of the year I would be able to run 57 km without even thinking about it. This was going surprisingly well until, at the end of a 39 km run in September, I injured my leg so badly I could no longer walk, let alone run. A planned weekend in the Lake District with friends soon became a trip to a garden centre so I could hire a mobility scooter and pretend I was in Mario Kart. 

			The second putting-the-mental-in-incremental resolution was borrowed from my dear friend Chris, who decided he would try to do one press-up on the first day of the year (so far, so good) and then add an additional press-up each day (here we go again) until he could do 365 on December 31st, presumably at the same time as I was running the equivalent of twelve laps of Hyde Park. I was so inspired by this mathematical madness that I thought I would attempt exactly the same thing, with the added twist that I wouldn’t tell my wife Grace about it, and then one day she would turn around and be surprised by how unbelievably hench I had got, at which point I would reveal all. What could possibly go wrong?

			Reader, I did not make it as far as September this time. While it turns out it is easy enough to do one or two press-ups in secret when your other half is in another room of the house, it begins to feel less possible when you remember just before bed that you have forty-seven left of your daily quota. When you find yourself excusing yourself to double-check the door is locked, going downstairs and panting in the dark for ten minutes before reappearing unable to physically stand or really even breathe very well, there’s only so long you can go on.3

			All this is to say that I have learnt my lesson, and I’m pretty sure the reason why I went so ridiculously huge  is because I knew I wouldn’t be too hard on myself when if I didn’t achieve these lofty ambitions. Often,  in our self-inflicted efforts to better ourselves, all we end up doing is making ourselves feel worse if we don’t live up to these goals. As an antidote to this, I have come up with a list of achievable resolutions this year instead. It’s been an absolute game-changer, and I heartily recommend doing the same. If you wanted to start with making a poet very happy by buying a copy 
of his book, you’ve already smashed it out of the park.

			20 Achievable New Year’s Resolutions

			1.  To have an unexpectedly amazing hair day.

			2.  To drop something and then catch it again before it hits the ground.

			3.  To decide what my favourite shape is. I’m pretty sure 
it’s going to be a hexagon.

			4.  To work out the perfect amount of time to cook an Aldi hash brown in the oven. The packet says 18–20 minutes, but I would like to crack the exact science.

			5.  To tell someone what I do without it sounding like an apology.

			6.  To find a new musical act I love, or rather to let them 
find me. 

			7.  To turn a sneeze into an impromptu beatbox session.

			8.  To pack swimming trunks on the train from Margate to London and beyond. To change into those trunks in the toilet on the return journey, then see how long it takes to sprint from the station to the sea.

			9.  To buy more drinks for friends and to let friends buy more drinks for me. It may feel like these two would cancel each other out, but there is in fact a net gain of both drinks and time spent with friends.

			10.  To give up on a book that I am not enjoying. To remind myself that the characters will not take it personally, and that, if I am four fifths of the way through and still just trying to get into it, chances are it may not be for me.

			11.  To cuddle a giant rabbit. I managed this on 30 December last year, and I am already looking for my next fix. 

			12.  To go a week without showering. Instead bathing regularly in the sea like the glorious mermaid that I am.

			13.  To get on my bike without a destination in mind.

			14.  To sleep the whole way through the night.

			15.  To share something that isn’t necessarily perfect, 
or even finished. 

			16.  To be something that isn’t necessarily perfect, or even finished.

			17.  To hug someone I haven’t hugged before.

			18.  To make a good enough new friend that this isn’t weird.

			19.  To fail at least one of these, and for that to be okay.
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“Really bloody good, couldn’t put it down.
I laughed, | cried, | took it to the loo
with me when | needed a wee.”

Helen Heckety
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