
   [image: Cover: A Year in the New Life by Jack Underwood]


   
      
         
      [image: ]

      

   


   
      
         
            JACK UNDERWOOD

            A Year in the New Life

         

         
            
               [image: ]

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
        For Nancy Agnes
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Acknowledgements

         

         I would like to thank the editors of the following magazines and journals for publishing some of these poems: Poetry Review, Granta, Poetry London, White Review, The Rialto, POETRY, The Believer, Apology, Jubilat & Wildness. I am grateful to my friends and family in poems for their kindness, support and excellent heads, especially Emily Berry, Robert Herbert McClean, Holly Pester, Ben Pester, Sam Riviere, Rachael Allen, Heather Phillipson, Joe Dunthorne, Wayne Holloway-Smith, Katherine Kilalea, Luke Kennard, Anthony Anaxagorou, Sophie Collins, Rachel Long, Raymond Antrobus, Maura Dooley, Maurice Riordan, Inua Ellams, Elaine Kahn, Jiaoyang Li, Morgan Parker, Kaveh Akbar, Paige Lewis, Matthew Rohrer, Ocean Vuong, Zain Aslam and Emily Toder. I would also like to thank everyone at Faber for being so patient and good, in particular Matthew Hollis, Lavinia Singer and Hannah Marshall, and as ever I am indebted to my agent, Harriet Moore, for lifting great weights and sorting things out. I would like to thank my family for their love and buoying, and most of all, Hannah and Nancy, for being best, and sharing The New Life with me.

      

   


   
      
         
            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Dedication

                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	Errata 

                  	Poem Beginning with Lines by Elizabeth Barrett Browning 

                  	A girl or woman in relation to either or both of her parents 

                  	An Envelope 

                  	A Year in the New Life 

                  	Poem Beginning with a Line by Anna Seward 

                  	The Landing 

                  	War the War 

                  	Please and Thank You 

                  	I am become a man 

                  	Fifteen Babies in My Garden 

                  	This Has No Sound 

                  	My name is zonal coordinator 

                  	Prolactin 

                  	The Long Twenty-first Century 

                  	My body is a good body 

                  	Poem Beginning with Lines by Ye Hongxiang 

                  	Whatever I have done that was good, I have done at the bidding of my voices 

                  	What Happened Here? 

                  	Blood Clot in a Winter Landscape 

                  	Where to start, how to stop? 

                  	The Situation 

                  	August Bank Holiday 

                  	White Cliffs 

                  	The Novel 

                  	Lambs 

                  	Instead of Bad News about a Person I Love 

                  	I’m on the boating lake with Sean 

                  	Empathy Class 

                  	Poem Beginning with Lines by Walter Savage Landor 

                  	But I know what I like 

                  	This time  

                  	Big Shout Out 

                  	Lying on the floor of the supermarket 

                  	A Greyhound Levitates across the Street 

                  	Poem Beginning with a Line by Yu Xuanji 

                  	Behind the Face of Great White Shark 

                  	There Is a Supermassive Black Hole Four Million Times the Mass of the Sun at the Centre of Our Galaxy and You Are Pregnant with Our Daughter 

                  	Alpha Step 

                  	Breckland 

                  	About the Author 

                  	By the Same Author  

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         
            
        A YEAR IN THE NEW LIFE
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Errata

            

            
               
                  My grandfather, dying, explained

                  that letting go is the easy part;

                  you can only do half the job,

                  the rest, he said, is up to God,

                  or time, which is the same thing,

                  though I’m sure I’ve not remembered

                  or measured it correctly, maybe

                  someone else’s grandfather or

                  crossing a border on horseback or

                  was it, then, a butterfly already on

                  the wing, the fog was rising – I must 

                  go in – but in this version a boat

                  is getting quietly away at night,

                  a rope hauled through dark water

                  by a hand that reaches to find

                  the edge of a table, and retreats,

                  nothing permanent upturned.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Poem Beginning with Lines by Elizabeth Barrett Browning

            

            
               
                  But I could not hide

                  My quickening inner life from those at watch.

                  They saw a light at a window now and then,

                  They had not set there. Who had set it there?

                  Not me. I’m just a slug on the wet inner face

                  of the discourse, chirpsing the wind;

                  I’ve no idea what drags the chair, bruises

                  the fruit, leads a child towards a dead rabbit

                  and bids them not weep, nor laugh, but sing.

                  My childhood neighbour recalled how I rode

                  my bike down the hill beside our house,

                  and practised my dying; arranging my body

                  in the bushes, lying still. All summer I did it,

                  repeating the drama, which is how a song

                  is made; you make a phrase and turn it

                  over and over like a dead rabbit, finding on

                  the other side, o look, this rabbit, dead, too.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               A girl or woman in relation to either or both of her parents

            

            
               
                  also noun meaning weather as in I expect the good

                  daughter won’t last or the daughter is likely to improve

                  at the weekend also verb meaning to become aware

                  of one’s overwhelmedness as in we were daughtered

                  by the magnitude of the cave system also adj meaning

                  robust as in such behaviour was met with a daughter

                  response also noun meaning overseer as in a daughter

                  was assigned by the company to assess whose work

                  had been completed satisfactorily also noun meaning

                  metal jug for outdoor use as in we arrived at the shed

                  and the daughter was already full of autumn leaves

                  also noun meaning a situation that forces the mind

                  to conceive of the impossible as in suddenly we had

                  a daughter and it began to rain indoors.
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