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Advance Praise for Enter the Water


‘A dark-light beauty’


Ali Smith


‘Enter the Water has horizons and wit and allusion and rhyme and disenchanted politics and birds, and lines that hit the reader right in the heart. The emotional depth and intellectual scope are extraordinary. The writing is original and perfectly pitched, the developing narrative shares an anger at the uncaring corruption of the world with an awareness that being a person means “it is lonely being at the centre of things”. A significant debut’


Ian Patterson


‘Totally compelling, Enter the Water pulls you along like a current. Gentle, deft, spacious yet searingly vivid, it wanders like our narrator and shows us both nature and the city through new eyes. With razor sharp questions and keen observations, our systems of power and privilege are destabilised and the precarity of existing in the current moment is exposed. This is a book full up to the throat with feeling; the intensity and inexpressibility of love, of uncertainty and displacement. But it’s also funny, wry and original. This book will sneak up on you and leave its music long ringing in your ears’


Cecilia Knapp


‘Eviction, insomnia, techno-divination and mythologies that “begin with a bird” mark the psychic “circumference” of Enter the Water. This is “a narrative of trying” performed or lived as a book of poetry. Gates open unexpectedly, startling both the person exiting a space and the one peering in. It’s this quality of being “both in and out always” that I most appreciate about Jack Wiltshire’s writing. It’s a place that’s both visceral and perceptive, a discomfort formulated in great tenderness and pain. All the water in the book, all the animals and insects and birds: help. How “the felt-tip green of a butterfly” is a form of titration: a way to follow something, to look up, to stay connected, until it disappears’


Bhanu Kapil
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. . . wailing gulls blew in from the sea across the freshly ploughed fields,
but Marianne had never seen the sea


Heroes and Villains,


ANGELA CARTER





Tell all the Truth but tell it slant


‘1129’,


EMILY DICKINSON
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I






he’s not always a nice guy, Nature


but he tells me he’s all i’ve got


–


how does it keep growing in the same spot


and is that what really makes the flower?


–


a van coughs down a driveway


idle, i watch


some unsatisfied tourists


dithering about the wet steps of a fountain





there’s a crack in me


where the coins slip in,


i’ve been ridden my entire life


like the pay-slot pony at Asda


i neigh


in mechanical amusement


–


another day


Nature’s yet to pay me a visit of leaves on my windowsill


i’m waiting


and i’m wanting


i’m not asking for much, there’s an alleyful below


but none here so i’m feeling low


here he is, he laughs


you’re still living in a flat, you mongrel?





Priti Patel plans to sonic BOOM refugees crossing the channel, says


the news on my phone


god they really hit, don’t they?


they do, says Nature


those Sambuca shots we’re downing


i’m not happy with this place, i want to move


oh? says Nature


but i have nowhere else to go


oh?


so blue


the room spins in waves


another round? Nature offers


–


my hump’s stuck in the eye of a needle


the end jabbed in my eye





today i’m a deer, Muntjac specifically


i’ve ‘woke’ up thinking about how language had me


in multiple positions from the beginning


more than i’ve liked


–


there’s a shifty pigeon on the building across from me


there’s six


did you know they bow and flick their tail up when they want a shag?


i’ve always just stood on the bridge at Trinity, arse curved like an


arc-light


the porters would hum by my misery





i can’t decide


whether i like


this view


of blue tarpaulin


along the roofs


or the bulk of bird


shit, a bit


mulberry-blue,


nor you


who


always look


down at night


not up


at that


not so blithe


ball of white


nor at


my indent


in a wall,


this flat


that


me and the pigeons


lean


into





i frightened a lady


when i opened a side gate to my university;


she was trying to see through a gap in the door


‘oh my! i didn’t expect it to open


oh! that was so funny’


i looked at her and smiled


continued walking


she hadn’t imagined a door could open


in this city


–


gel of a blackbird’s eye, slime around its turning rim


as it slides for the plastic bag, for the Quorn behind the packaging





Ghosh writes about writers mining their own personal experiences for their work, their tremendous labour birthing what is essentially just another rehashed jumble of the same old words of the same old propaganda containers, then titles his book The Great Derangement so what the fuck am i supposed to think?


i think you’re supposed to dig, says Nature


i think i wish my arsehole wasn’t an excavation site since the age of


gosh


you’re not very good at looking after yourself, says Nature


–


there’s no HERO story to this narrative, no line it’ll follow to ensure


it’ll exalt you from the rest of the crowd of the same old containers


of the same old culture of evasion


fuck me


littered underneath the carpet were the bodies of bugs


this left me feeling restless because


what’s buried remains





to have a mind like


the sky


all that’s part of life


unlike


the scrying glass


that is the television


i pick the television up


i shuffle the blackbird aside


throw the screen


outside and


sit the blackbird


in its place


–


there’s really nowhere else to sit


in my flat that’s


not that flat


but crooked;


i’m wedged between all


these


craggy surfaces





if there’s not an envelope full of leaves waiting on the ragged mat of my flat when i get back from town, i’m going to burn this shithole down


–


there’s not a single leaf


but there are pages containing an eviction notice


for a name i’m refusing at the moment





i lie down


on the grass by a park bench


thinking of a bench my pal mentioned to me in Chania


where she sat with her head on a backpack catnapping


i have no backpack i couldn’t even open successfully a carton of


eggs


i talk in my sleep


yet i like the blue tint placarding the trees with the sobby status of


my futurism


i like the wind


i like the fact that i have reached and dragged from the nearby bushes


all the leaves i could manage and built myself an empire to parallel


that of god in the sky










II






if i were to dream up a mythology


it would not begin with a guy piling leaves into a mound


it would begin with a bird


i’m interested in contemplating origins
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